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Very little need be said in introducing to tlie public sucli an edition of the popular Scotch bard's 
poems as the present one. It is the cheapest ever issued from the press, and will come within the 
means of the hnmblcst and poorest members of the community. But in order to produce the work 
at the lowest possible price, no abridgement or omission has been had recourse to, either in respect 
to the prose or poetical contents of original editions. On the contrary, this edition is positively 
the most complete of all that have ever been published, because a careful research having been 
made through the earlier collections of Burns' Poems, several pieces have been therein found 
that have been omitted in more recent editions, but which are included in the present volume. 
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OF THB 



LIFE OF ROBERT BURNS. 



Robert Burns was, as is well known, the son of 
a farmer In Ayrshire, and aftei-wards himself a 
farmer there ; bnt, having been unsnccessful, he 
was about to emigrate to Jamaica. He had pre- 
viously, however, attracted some notice by his 
poetical talents in the vicinity wliere he lived ; 
and having published a HiTiall volume of his 
poems at Kilmarnock, this drew upon him more 
general attention. In consequence of the en- 
couragement he received, he repaired to Edin- 
burgh, and there published, by subscription, an 
improved and enlarged edition of his poems 
which met with extraordinary success. Bv tlie 
profits arising from the sale of this edition, he 
was enabled to enter on a farm in Dumfries- 
shire ; and having married a person to whom he 
had been long attached, he retired to devote tlio 
remainder of his life to agilcultnre. He was 
again, however, unsucccHsf nl ; and, abandoning 
his farm, lie removed again into the town of 
Dumfries, where he tilled an Inferior office in the 
excise, and where he terminated his life in July, 
1796, in life thirty-eighth year. 

The strength and originality of his genius pro- 
cured him the notice of many persons distin- 
guished in the republic of letters, and. among 
others, that of Dr; Moore, well known for his 
"Views of Society and Manners on the Continent 
of Europe," for his "Zeluco," and various other 
works. To this gentleman our poet addressed a 
letter, after his first visit to Edinburgh, giving; a 
history of his life, upto the period of his writing. 
In a composition never intended to see the 
light, elegance or perfect correctness of composi- 
tion will not be expected. These, however, will 
b€ compensated by the opportunity of seeing 
our poet, as he gives the incidents of his life, un- 
fuid the peculiarities of his character with all 
the careless vigour and open sincerity of his 
mind. 

Mauchlme, 2nd August, 1787. 
"Sir,— 
" For some months past I have been rambling 
over the country; butlam now confined with 
Rome lingering complaints, originating, as I take 
It. in the stomach. To divert my spirits a little 
In this miserable fog of e«««t, I have taken a 
-wlilm to give you a history of myself. My name 
has made some little noise in this country; yon 
have done me the honour to interest yourself 
very warmly in my behalf; and I think a faith- 
ful account of what character of a man I am. and 
how I came by that character, may perhaps 
Ainase you in an idle moment, 1 will give yoii an 



honest narrative ; though I know it will be often 
at my own expense;— for 1 assure you, sir, I 
have, like Solomon, whose character, except In 
the trifiing affair of wisdom, I sometimes think 1 
resemble,— I have, 1 say, like hlnii turned my e^es 
to behold madness and folly, and like him, too, 
frequently shaken hands with their intoxicating 
friendship. * * * After you have persued 
tliese pages, should you think them trifling and 
impertinent, I only beg leave to tell yon, that 
tho poor author wrote them under some twitch- 
ing qualms of conscience, arising from a suspicion 
that he was doing what he ought not to do: a 
])rcdicament lie has more than once been in be- 
fore. 

"I have not the most distant pretensions to 
assume that character which the pye-coated 
^'uardians of escutcheons call a Gentleman. 
When at Edinburgh last winter, I got acquainted 
in the Herald's Office; and, looking through 
that granary of honours, I found there almost 
every name in the kingdom ; but forme, 

"My ancient but ignoble blood 
Has crept through scoundrels ever since the 
flood." 

Gules, pnrpnre, argent, Ac, quite disowned me. 
"My father was of the north of Scotland, the 
son of a farmer, and was thrown by early mis- 
fortunes on the world at large; where after 
many years wanderings and sojournings, he 
picked up a pretty large quantity of observation 
and cxnerienee, to which I am indebted for most 
of my llrtle pretensions to wisdom.— 1 have met 
with few who understood men, their manners^ 
andtketrtoays, equal to him ; but stubborn, nn- 
gainlv integrity, and headlong, ungovernable 
frascibiUty. are disqualifying circumstances; 
consequently I was bom a very poor man's son. 
For the first six or seven years of my life, rav 
father was a gardener to a worthy gentleman of 
small estate in the neighbourhood of Ayr. Had 
he continued in that station. I matt have 
inarched olT to l)e one of the little uaderiJngs 
about a farm-house ; but it was his dearert wish 
and prayer to have it in his power to kl)ep his 
children under his own eye till tliey tonia dis- 
cern between good and evil; so, with thc>ssist<- 
ance of his generous master, luy father ventured 
on a small farm on his estate. At those years I 
was by no means a favourite with anybody. I 
was a good deal noted for a retentive memory, a 
stubborn sturdy something in my disposition., 
and an eutlaisiastic idiot ^let^. .\. ^»1 vlvA. 









F »ORERT UL'IINK. 



HubiiimtlToi, veitu, and pbtuSbs. .... 

niid bogrlih diq^ tbo. I owed mncb to an oldj 
for her lanonniBt ondnll^, and nifiejitltloiL| 
bIi« bad, 1 mnpoiBi Uu largflit cullvcUoii In tbo 
counttT ot taJu mid niati ooneamlui dcTlia, 
KQoits, biliMi, brownlu, wUiiMi, wailaek*, 
"pDuUti, UlBlag, «ll-cudl«, deadUgtiu, 
irnltlig, appwlUaiu, antnlpi, giuiu, nn^ 
Gouitea towen, draffmL and otiur tnunparr- 
Tbli cnhlTUed tha latant Hsdi of nwtrr ; imt 
nftd ao itrong an effect on hit Imaotnatlitn, that 
to tlUa honr. In jny aoctnTiuu rambleB, T somc- 
tlmes keopa gluuti look-oat In >n>jdclou> plaoHi 
and ttioa A nobod; ran be Btere usptteal than 1 
am In Hneh raatten, yet It often takes an effort 
olnhlloioiiliTtsihakeafftheHldeinnTon. Tlw 
earlieitevmpmlllon ItaatlnmmecttahwpLi- 
KDre In, wae'-Th* VldonotMlrzB,''>nilahy[ 
oOlddlson's, beMnnlng, "How are thj wirvai 
blest. O Lord t" IpBTikcnlarJ^TPiDenibei'onehi 

lection^" one of mrachoul-bookib llietwo Ui 
book! 1 erer leadln jiilTate, and vhlch b«t< [ 
mm ptMinre rhan an; txo booki I over rei 
Mnoe, were, -The Uliiit Hannibal," and "T 
BlnmT at Sir William Wallace.'' Haimll 
gaTomj jnnir Ideas ladi a tnrn, that iniwd 
(tmt in raptnrag a|i and down after ibe nera 
Ing dnun and baHilpa, and wlih mytcU t 
onongh lo be a aoldLeri irtalle the itor*' '^ ^^' 
lace pnired a Bcottlib pr^-"— 
velBi, whkfa irHi boD along thi 



tUmtbooountrf hi 

ahlidug la couven^bwn im, ui.> 

mndi iHat and Indlacrellon, tb 
and erf of hcretT agalnit ou 



1 pr^ndlca li 



:-w™.ttifjW. 






tloni with other yonnkera wbo poaniaed v 
rler advantaffoa, the vowfirling adoie. who i 
Imiy In tho mhearwl ai vartH in wbjeh i 
were gbortljr lo appear on the Eiige at 

raK(i'dp1a:r->ello<'9. It takes a few daahet 
the world, to glre the Toong great man i 
pioper, de<^nt. unwtlciDa dltrcRard >ar 

bom fnltbe uma Tlllaini. Mr TOiinginpBilan 
nerar bunllad ttu cfMittr^ appeannea of mr 
plon^^r euDue, the two entramea of wldsb 

olboiA*; amanglliem, aren thtn, I could pick 
np aome obMrTathai; and one. whose heart 1 
am *nr« not cnn the JAiiiHg fir^oi wcdgi have 



AH lh«f occaMOnatbr went t 
Bat I wiu ution called lu mon 
falbrr*!! ti'iH'riiiit uuttcr Mn 



"m "VH"* *" 



woatbertlieBotwoTvarg, werDtrencbBdonr ex- 
ipenue. We Urod rery poorlr; 1 wag a des- 
Irona ploogtainaB, lor inr age; and ih« naxt 
eldaMlo mewaa abrottier (SUMiU, who coold 
drive the plough very well, and help me to 
thraah the com. A novel-writer might porhapa 



tvo. £prengbt ijie tomyBlxIctnthyear: allttle 

IK a man and woman together as partners m 
e lebonrg of harvttt. Inmrflfteenthummer 
y lurtner was a bewltcblng creature a year 
innger than mjrwU, Ut eotrclt; of Bnglbh 
..juiesteeihapowerDf dernglisrjnfltlce In that 
language; hut yon knowtba ftottttuh Idolm— the 
wwn6oimit,tmrt,terutttatt. In ihort, ohe alto- 

Slber, anwittlngly to benelf, bilUated me In 

dl««ppolntment,_(to*i -■ ■■ ■— ■- 



vopmdenca, an 
tOMtMfllMu 

r^-r breathing tbo 

eamealr, the touch, Ac: but I never expnvtlT 
■aid lloved ber. IiideBd,Id]dnat knowmnau 
why I liked to loHar behind with her, when n.- 
tnralng In the evonfng from onr laboun : why 
rba tonei of her voiee made my hean-ntrEocfl 
thrill like an .£ifllan baip i and partlcnlaily wby 

llttiD hand ID pick 



It I could make veraea nke printed o^e^ 
ed bj men wbo had Oreek and Latin: 
ieompoaed hy a email countrr lalrd'i rum, on tme 
loChblathef i nialdii. with whom faewatlu hivrl 




my lUlier wan . 
JaJl by flaunmiptJou. which, after two ymm' 
promuei, kindly Htepptd in, end catrlen lilm 
away, to wfttrt f/ft Kiftvd rtuatfivm Irtmbtiry^ 



nuHl unCTlnlT, iwHwird Jot In the parHh-no 

gattiBiHliniiii ^otaOH^ and ffuMric'i noEnphl- 
cal gnunniuii and tte Ueu I had [ormad ol 
iDodNn nuluMR ol Utantnn, nod crilfclsm, I 
agt fram the «acMir. Disss, with Fonea 
fr«k>,iniiapl»io(llb*k>«n, 'Tnlland l>Ick- 
■m >DDAirrfciiuiin,"Ih*TaiitheoB,' -Locka'i 
Bbu on oa Homan UiMlerMudlnsJ Htack- 
hoBM'i ■HlnofT ol Um BIM^T^iutloe'ii 
' Biltlih OanlDner^ DlreotoiTiL Bnla'i ■ Lse- 
tnni; Alliin ttaauBi'i Worki, Inlor^ > ScHp- 
tnn DoetrliM of wlginat Sin,' « Solsct Collec- 
tion ot EncUih Hontt, nai llgrrD;'! 'HcditB- 
cotkotloii ol unia ni my iMvlB-fl»«n». iponC 
over them drlTlns my cart, or wallilne to Isiioar 
una toWBR wno by vono, canilolly noting 
tbtlnS tmder, or snTiniiie. from HScctntlan and 



•DMHea onmanerpatBki liSou Tb only H 

^ntm&.ma tbegMe^^uww^ oamomr, .. 
tho paih ol little ehlcanlng bugaliMnaUnfi. 
meflnt In u eontncted an apenni^Inaror 
conldaqneoiamyHlllntolt;— tno last talwira 
bUed-Jhen was contamlniitloD In the toir en- 



wlth a atnais appattte for aodaHUET, as w^ 
from aatlra hDarity, aa fromaprldBoiobHrTa- 
tlonandnmacki aomiUtntlonalDKlaDcholyof 
bypoduinMaamlbatmadaniBllraotttnda: add 
to IhaM Incantlrea to Ndal lUa, 1117 reiHilatlon 
for iKioklali InKMailga, a certain wud logical 
ulenl.andaatnngthofllur'^ ^■rfiin-ii*. 



alwan wliara two or lliraa mat toiatliK than 
ma 1 among them. Bnt (Br berond all olber 

Impnleei ol taj beart, *aa m jwiwAaM a rador- 
oMt nottit Ai iMWVjtHnte IIV heart waa com- 
|rietel7 Under, and naa •wrnaDj ll^lod np by 

vraifara In tUa world mj lortona waa TarloB!, 

MnHthnea I waa morliacd with n repoM. At 
the ploagh, Mrthe, or teap-hook. I Teaied no 
oonpetnor. and ihiia I itt aHolnte want at da- 
flenos ; and ai I nerer oared fnither lOr my 
laboora than lAlla I waa in aotnal aiarda^l 
apent the evoalnn In a war alter mj own heart 
A eonntrj lad aejaom atrnea on a lora-adTOQ- 

_.r^ — 'ailng eonfldaut I nos- 

, and IntTopM dexterity. 



iS£ 



PI'S' 






Mii^;andlt 

adventnrg* ofmToa^MnLliHSnmUeinBatea 
ol the larm^Hnue and cottain; hat the (ran 
Bona ol adenee, BuMtion, or avartee. bapNse 

and dani^San ollabonr and poverty, they an 

Um ardem hopa, the itolen interrlew.'tlie lender 
larewell, an the snatest and moil dellcloua 
parts of my enjojments. 



ffrosa- Hut 1 loade a greater piogresi 
was at the Ume vei 



itialarid trade 



III dlSiUpation wen UH thti time new to 
lut I waa no enemy to aodal llle. Here. 
h I leamt to dll my rises, and lo mix with-. 
ar In a dranken sqaabble, yet I went 00 
1 liiirti band wlih my wumefry, UU the aan 
]d Vltga, a month whnh la amtya a eaml- 
L my boMim. when a aharmhigjBBta who 
next door to the school, orenet mytrlno- 

9 ot my sindtes I, howarer. slnnled on 
ny ana and m-ima, lor a (aw day* more I 

10 tiiko tho anil's aliunde, there I mot niy 



I't^ehiBl 



nothing Dot 

ta of my s^ ! 

idrth^^pt' 

My reading waa enlarged with the TSry tanpoi^ 
'— •-'•"lion ol TbamBon*a and Shonsloae'a 

phaais ; and I engaged aararal a nj aohoig- 
Tellows to Xeep up a Utanir eorraapondeaeo 

had met with a cD^^Ua 0( lattan ot the wlta 
-'. Qneon Ann*** reign, and I pannd oTa> Ihem 
isetdeTogtIy: Ikwt ooplM ol any of my own 
ttera itat pleased to. «d a eompatlsim be- 
ll* wuSanbU', thattlioaEh t bad not three 
iTlUD^ worUi ol badbase m the world, yet 
I II I bad beraa broad ploddlng'aDn^"i^y-biiok 
ndledjnr. 

"MynieOowedonmach In ihe Bume cunrieiiU 
_iy twenty-third year, fin ramour. tl via la 
baoBttUi, wero my sole prineiples ol action. Hie 
addition oftwo mon anthorft lo my library garo 
mesreat pleasoni ■Sterne' and 'N-Kenile' 
—'InstTam Shandy 'and Iho Man ol Feelbis'— 
~ "on i^ boom taToaittea. Foeay waa stlU a darl - 
ig watt for myndnd; bat it waa only Indulged 
I aeeordlnato the hOBoDrotUHhoBr. I had 
■■any balTa doien or mon fdeeeaonhand! I 

n-dered on fallgne. My paaalon. when onoe 
jhled np. raged like au many devjla, till Ihey 
y Toraea, 111.9 a. i^«'i^ swuSisi -siiMOii ojSBit. 




IT llH bcpgies imtchM lAafuin IM their besTlut meuL Tfaii j 

iilttliiiB»—JmaWj><BHM; in »»»»■■ Jf ituit guTB irl» to n 

~FTnn tbii advanlan, I laanud uaMOiliig lAOMnt," Thli mi ■ 

il « town Uft: bin Uia prlndpil tbin* vblob vbldi 1 tamiot rat ba 

iaTaia;>>>l>i'>to™t''>*>'i'l™'''litP !'<■'■■>'■' 'TBirBaulrtlvmitHoi 

rttliftTtnnEfBUcnr.mTBmublaotaAncCQr.DBt DuuHlBfttlDBfttora nlu 



irlga id mj printed p 

fu. — n-,^ — iiimi 

lut OBi ana ssa 
■ oftbapriadpal 




lut a*li* WM TWdr to iusdi'Siit lutu'lhi nufvc conntiTfor sTer, 1 reHJvtd lo r 

w<«U,tliap(NrimtolallilwlB deniilr»mia mj poemt. ( wtlghti ibj vroHaalMt \ 

Mil vlma attB ■mlB^il aooaand III for- iwrtlaUyiis was In my unrr-- ' "- ^' 

Unuaimig betm 1 vu auinalottd wUii Mm, Kad owrlt; and It «■■ a d 

be bad bau lat aabora bj Hi AraerlCMi prlTa- should be called a clever tell 

tear, on tb> wDd c«>t ol Connanght, Mrlnped ihonM never reacb mv ei 

of ererTUitnf . I cannot qnlt thla poor feUov'i driver,— or perluiH a victim 

mailer or a large Weil Indlaman belonglpg to Inlj aay, tbat famrt Amm 

the nuuuea. bad preft]- uearV at blgh an 




LIFE OF ROBEBT BUBNS. 



ix 



*'■! had beea for some days sknlkinff from 
covert to coivert, nndor all the terrors or a Jail; 
as some Ill-advised people had nncoapled the 
merciless pack of the law at my heels. I had 
taken the last farewell of my few friends ; my 
chest was on the road to Greenock ; I had com- 
TOsed the last song I should ever measure in 
Caladonla, ** The gloomy night is gatheringfast :*' 
When a letter from Dr. Biacklock, to a fnehd of 
XDlne, overthrew all my schemes, by opening 
new prospects to my poetle ambition. The 
Doctor belonged to a set of critics, tor whose ap- 
plause I bad not dared to hope. His opinion 
that 1 would meet with encouragement in Edin- 
burgh for a second edition, fired me so much, 
that away I posted for that city, without a single 
acquaintance, or a single letter of introduction. 
The baneful star, that had so long shed its blast- 
ing Influence in my zenith, for once made a re- 
volution to the nadir; and a kind Providence 
])laced me under the patronage of one of the 
noblest of men, the Earl of Glencairn. Oubhe 
m<n. Grand Jheu, iijamauie Toubht. 

"I need relate no further. At Edinburgh 1 
was in a new world : I mingled among many 
classes of men, but all of them new to me, and 1 
was all attention to catch the characters and iht 
manners hving as they rue. Whether I have pro- 
fited time will show. 



At the period of our poet's death, his brother 
Gilbert Burns, war4gnorant that he had himself 
written the foregoing narrative of his life while 
in Ayrshire ; and having been applied to by Mrs. 
Dunlop for some memoirs of his brother, he 
complied with her request in a letter, from 
which the following narrative is chiefly ex- 
tracted. When Gilbert Burns afterwards saw 
the letter of our poet to Dr. Moore, he made 
some annotations upon it, which shall be noticed 
as we proceed. 

Bobert Burns was bom on the 29th day of 
January, 1759, in a small house about two miles 
from the town of Ayr, and within a few hundred 
yards of AUoway Church, which his poem of 
^* Tam o' Shanter " has rendered immortal The 
name which the poet and his brother modernized 
into Bums, was originally Bumes or Burness. 
Their father, William Buraes, was the son of a 
farmer in Kincardineshire, and had received the 
education common la Scotland to persons in his 
condition of life : he could read and write, and 
had some knowledge of arithmetic. His family 
having fallen into reduced circumstances, he 
was compelled to leave his home in his nine- 
teenth year, and turned his steps towards the 
south in quest of a livelihood. The same neces- 
sity attended his elder brother Bobert. " I have 
often heard my father," says, Gilbert Bams, in 
his letter to Mrs. Dunlop, '* describe the anguish 
of mind he felt when they parted on the top of 
the hill on the confines of their native place, each 
going o9 his several way in search of new adven- 
tures, and scarcely knowing whither he went. 
My father undertook to act as gardener, and 
shaped his course to Edinburgh, where he 
wrought hard when he could get work, passing 
through a variety of difilculties. StiU, however, 
he endeavoured to spare something for the sup- 
port of his aged parent; aad I recollect hearing 
him mention ills having sent a bank-note for 
this purpose when money of that kind was so 
scarce in Kincardineshire, that they scarcely 
knew how to employ it when it arrived." From 
Edinburgh William Bumes past westward into 
the county of Ayr, where he engaged himself as 

gardener to the laird of Fairiey, with whom he 
ved two years ; then changing his service for 
that of Crawford of Doonslde. At length, being 
desirous of settling in life, ho took a jperpetuu 
lease of seven acres of land from Dr. Campbell, 



physician in Ayr, with the view of commencing 
nurserjrman and public gardener; and having 
built a house upon it with his own hands, 
married in December, 1757, Agnes Brown, the 
mother of our poet, who still survives. The first 
fruit of this marriage was Bobert. the subject of 
these memoirs, born on the 29th of January, 
1709, as has already been mentioned. Before 
William Bumes had made much progress in pre- 
paring his nursery, he was withdrawn from that 
ondertakiag by Mr. Ferguson, who purchased 
the estate of Doonslde. in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, and engaged him as his gardener and 
overseer ; and this was his situation when our 
poet was bom. Thoagh in the service of Mr. 
Ferguson, he lived in his own house, his wife 
managhxg her family and little dairy, which con- 
sisted sometimes of two, sometimes of three 
milch cows ; and this state of un-ambitious con- 
tent continued till the year 1766. His son Robert 
. was sent by him, in his sixth year, to a school at 
Alloway Miln, about a mile distant, taught by a 
person of the name of Campbell ; but this teacher 
being in a few months appointed master of the 
workhouse at Ayr, William Bumes, in conjunc- 
tion with some ether heads of families, engaged 
John Murdoch in his stead. The education of 
our poet, and of ills brother Gilbert, was in com- 
mon; and of their proficiency under Mr. Mur- 
doch we have the following account: '*With 
him we learnt to read English tolerably well, 
and to write a little. He taught ns, too, the 
EngUsh grammar. I was too young to profit 
much from his lessons in grammar, but Bobert 
made some proficiency in it— a circumstance of 
considerable weight in the upholding of his 
genius and character: as he soon became re- 
markable for the fluency and correctness of his 
expression, and read the few books that came in 
his way with roach pleasure and Improvement ; 
for even then he was a reader, when he could 
get a book. Murdoch, whose library at that 
time had no great variety in it, lent him ' The 
Life of Hannibal,* which was the first book he 
read (the school-books excepted), and aknost the 
only one he had theopportnnlty of reading while 
ho was at school; 'The Life of Wallace,* which 
he classes with it in one of his letters to you, ho 
did not see for some years afterwards, when he 
borrowed it from a blacksmith who shod our 
horses." 

It appears that William Bumes Improved him- 
self greatly in the service of Mr. Ferguson, by 
his intelligence, industry, and integrity. In 
consequence of this, with a view of promoting 
his interest, Mr. Ferguson leased him a farm, 
of which we have the following account: 

**The farm was upwards of seventy acres (be- 
tween eighty and ninety, English statute mea- 
sure), the rent of which was to be forty potmds 
annnaQy for the first six years, and afterwards 
forty-five pounds. My father endeavoured to 
sell his leasehold property for the purpose of 
stocking this farm, but at that time was unable, 
and Mr. Fergusson lent him a hundred pounds 
for that purpose. He removed to his new situa- 
tion at Whitsuntide, 1766. It was, I think, not 
above two years after this, that Murdoch, our 
tutor and friend, left this part of the country ; 
and there being no school near us, and our little 
services being useful on the farm, my father 
undertook to teach us arithmetic in the winter 
evenings, by candle-light ; and in this way my 
two elder sisters got all the education they re- 
ceived. I rememoer a circumstance that hap- 
pened at this time, which, though trifling in it- 
self, is fresh in my memory, and may serve to 
illustrate the early character of my brother. 
Murdoch came to spend a night with ns, and to 
take his leave, when he was about to go Into 
Carrick. He brought us a present and memorial 
of him, a small compendium of English Grammar, 
and the tragedy of * Titos Aad.cQwVkSQ&-; ^ax^x^is 
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Dr. Dalrvmple, the parish minister, who had 
not paid hiui that attention to which he thought 
himself entitled. In Ayr he miglit as well have 
spoken blasphemy. He found it proper to give 
np his appolntmeut. He wunt to London, where 
he still lives, a private teacher of French. Ho 
lias been a considerable time married, and keeps 
a shop of stationary wares. 

"The father of Dr. Paterson, now physician at 
Ayr, was, 1 believe, a native of Aberdeenshire, 
and was one of the established teaclicrs in Ayr 
when my father settled in the ncighbourliood. 
He eageriy recognised my father as a fellow- 
native of we nortli of Scotland, and a certain 
degree of intimacy subsisted between them 
daring Mr. Patersoirs life. After his death, his 
widow, who is a very genteel woman, and of 
great worth, delighted in doing what she thought 
ner husband would have done, and assiduously 
kept up her attentions to all his acquaintance. 
She kept alive the intimacy with our family, by 
frequently inviting my father and mother to 
her house on Sundays, when she met them at 
chorch. 

" When slie came to know my brother's passion 
for books, she kindly offered us the use of iter 
husband's library, and from her we got the 
* Spectator,' 'Pope's Translation of Ilomer,' 
and several other books that wore of use to us. 
Mount Oliphant, the farm my fatlicr possessed 
in the parish of Ayr, is almost the very poorest 
soil 1 know of in a state of cultivation. A 
stronger proof of this, I cannot give, than that, 
notwithstanding the extraordinary rise in the 
value of lands in Scotland, it was, after a con- 
aiderabie sum laid out in improving it by the 
proprietor, let, a few years ago, five pounds per 
annum lower than the rent paid for it l)y my 
father thirty years ago. My father, in conse- 
quence of this, soon came into dithculties, which 
were increased bvthe loss of several of his cattle 

by accidents antf disease To the buffetlngs of 

misfortune, we could only oppose hard labour 
and the most rigid economy. We lived very 
sparingly. For several years butcher's meat 
was a stranger in the house, while all the mem- 
bers of the family exerted themselves to the ut- 
most of their strength, and rather beyond it, in 
the labours of the farm. My brother, at the age 
of thirteen, assisted in threshing the crop of 
com, and at fifteen was the principal labourer 
on the farni, for we had no hired servant, male 
or female. The anguish of mind we felt at our 
tender years, under these straits and diflaculties, 
was very great. To think of our father growing 
old (for he was now above fifty), broken down 
with the long-continued fatigues of his life, with 
a wife and five other children, and in a declining 
state of circumstances,— these reflections pro- 
duced in my brother's mind and mine sensations 
of the deepest distress. I doubt not but the hard 
labour and sorrow of this period of his life was 
in a great measure the cause of that depression 
of spirits with which Robert was so often afflic- 
ted through his whole life afterwards. At this 
time he was almost constantly afflicted in the 
evenings with a dull headache, which, at a 
future period of his life, was exchanged for a 

{palpitation of the heart, and a threatening of 
ainting and suffocation in his bed, in the night- 
time. 

'' By a stipulation in my father's lease, he had 
a right to throw it up, if he thought proper, at 
the end of every sixth year. He attempted to 
fix himself In a better farm at the end of the 
first six vears, but failing in that attempt, he 
continued where he was for six years more. He 
then took the farm of Lochlea, of ISO acres, at 
the rent of twenty shillings an acre, in the 

parish of Tarbolton, of Mr. , then a 

merchant in Ayr, and now (1797) a merchant in 
Liverpool. He removed to this farm at Whit- 
Sunday, 1777, and possessed it only seven years. 



No writing had ever been made ont of the con- 
ditions of the lease ; a misunderstanding took 
place respecting them; the subjects In dispute 
were submitted to arbitration, and the decision 
involved my father's affairs in ruin. He lived 
to know of this decision, but not to see any exe- 
cution in consequence of it. He died on the 
13th of February, 1784. 

"The seven years we lived in Tarbolton parish 
(extending Irom the seventeenth to the twenty- 
fourth of my brotlier's age) were not marked Cv 
much literary improvement ; but during this 
time the foundation was laid of certain habits in 
my brother's character, which afterwards be- 
came but too prominent, and whkdi malice and 
envy have taken 'delight to enlarge on. Though, 
when young, he was bashful and awkward in 
his intercourse with women, yet, when he ap- 
proached manhood, his attachment to their 
society became very strong, and he was con- 
stantly the victim of some fair enslaver. The 
symptoms of iiis passions were often such as 
nearly to equal those of the celebrated Sappho. 
I never indeed knew that he fainted^ suni, and 
died away; but the agitations of his mind and 
body exceeded anything of the kind I ever knew 
in real life. He had always a particular Jealousy 
of people who were richer than himself, or who 
had more conseqiience in life. His love, there- 
fore, rarely settled on persons of this descrip- 
tion. When he selected any one, ont of the 
sovereignty of his good pleasure, to whom he 
should pay his particular attention, she was in- 
stantly invested with a sufficient stock of charms, 
out of the plentiful stores of his own imagination : 
and there was often a great dissimilitude be* 
twecn his fair captivator, as she appeared to 
others, and as she seemed when invested with 
the attributes he gave her. One generally 
reigned paramount in his affections: but as 
Yorick's atTections flowed out toward Madame 

dc L at the remise door, while the eternal 

vows of Eliza were upon him, so Robert was 
frequently encountering other attractions, which 
formed so many under plots in the drama of his 
love. As these connexions were governed by 
the strictest rules of virtue and modesty (from 
which he never deviated till he reached his 
twenty-third year), he became anxious to be in 
a situation to marry. This was not likely to be 
soon the case wiiile he remained a farmer, as 
the stocking of a farm required a sum of money 
he had no probability of being master of for a 
great while. He began, therefore, to think of 
trying some other line of life. He and 1 had for 
several years taken land of my father for the 
purpose of raising flax on our own account. In 
the course of selling it, Robert began to think of 
turning flax-dresser, both as being suitable to 
his grand view of settling in life, and as subser- 
vient tu the flax raising. He accordingly wrought 
at tlic business of a flax-dresser in Irvine for six 
montlis, but abandoned it at that period, as 
neither agreeing with his health nor inclination, 
in Irvine he liad contracted some acquaintance 
of a freer manner of thinking and living than ho 
had been used to, whose society prepared him 
for overleaping the boimds of rind virtue which 
had hitherto restrahied him. Towards the end 
of tlie period under review (in his twenty-fourth 
year), and soon after his father's death he was fur- 
nished the subject of his epistle to John Rankin. 
During this period, also, he became a freemason, 
which was his first Introduction to the life of a 
boon companion. Yet, notwithstanding tliese 
circumstances, and the praise he has bestowed 
on Scotch drink (which seems to have misled hiv 
historians), I do not recollect, during these seven 
years, nor till towards the end of his com- 
mencing author (when his growing celebrity 
occasioned his being often in company), to have 
ever seen him intoxicatedv tvox •«*» \«k »x v»^ 
glveU to dT\X^Tk%. ,8l ^VtOTV^X vt^sR^ ^"^ '^'* 
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general sobriety of his condnct need not be re- 
quired than what J am about to give. Daring 
tne whole of the time we llred in the farm of 
Lochlea with my father, he allowed my brother 
and me 8uch wages for our labour as he gave to 
other labourers, as a i)art of which, every article 
of onr clothing manufactured in the -family was 
regularly accounted for. When my father's 
aflalrs drew near a crisis, Robert and I took 
the farm of Mossgicl, consisting of 118 acres, at 
the rent of ninety pounds per annum (the farm 
on which I live at present), from Mr. Gavin 
Hamilton, as an asylum for the family in ^ase of 
the worst. It was stocked by tlie property and 
Individual savings of the whole family, and was 
a Joint concern among us. Every member of 
the family was allowed ordinary wages for the 
labour he performed on the farm. My brother's 
allowance and mine was seven pounds per 
annum each. And during the whole time thij 
family concern lasted, which was four years, at 
well as during the preceding period at Lochlea, 
his expenses never in any one year exceeded his 
slender income. As I was intrusted with the 
keeping of the family accounts, it is not possiblo 
that there can be any fallacy in this statement 
in my brother's favour. His temperance and 
frugality were everything that could be 
wished. 

"The farm of Mossgiel lies very high, and 
mostly on a cold, wet bottom. The first four 

?'^ear8 that we were on the farm were very 
rosty, and the spring was very late. Our crops 
in consequence were very unprofitable ; and 
notwithstanding our utmost diligence and eco- 
nomv, we found ourselves obliged to give up 
our bargain, with the loss of a considerable part 
of our original stock. It was during these lonr 
years that Robert formed his connexion with 
Jean Armour, afterwards Mrs. Bums. The con- 
nexion could no longer be concealed, about the 
time we camo to a final determination to quit 
the farm. Robert durst not engaged with a 
family in his poor unsettled state, but was 
anxious to shield his partner by every means 
in his power from the consequences of their 
imprudence. It was agreed, therefore, between 
them, that they should make a legal ackow- 
ledgeinent of an irregular and private marriage ; 
that he should go to Jamaica to push his for- 
tune; and that she should remain with her 
father till it might please Providence to put 
the means of supporting a family in his power. 

"Mrs. Burns was a great favourite of her 
father's. The intimation of a private marriage 
was the first suggestion he received of her real 
situation. He was in the greatest distress, and 
fainted away. The marriage did not appear to 
him to make the matter any better. A husband in 
Jamaica appeared to him and his wife little better 
than none, and an effectual bar to any other 
prospects of a settlement in life that their daugh- 
ter might have. They therefore expressed a 
wish to her, that the written papers which re- 
spected the marriage should be cancelled, and 
thus the marriage rendered void. In her melan- 
choly state she felt the deepest remorse at hav- 
ing Drought such heavy afOliction on parents 
that loved her so tenderly, and submitted to 
their entreaties. Their wish was mentioned to 
Robert. He felt the deepest angnish of mind. 
He offered to stay at home and provide for his 
wife and family in the best manner that his 
daily labours could provide for them ; that behig 
the only means in nis power. Even this offer 
they did not approve of; for humble as Miss 
Armour's station was, and great though her im- 
prudence had been, she still, in the eyes of her 
partial parents, might look to a better connexion 
than that with my friendless and unhappy 
brother, at that time without house or bidlng- 
place. Rol>ert at length consented to their 
«Tishes ; but his feelings on this occasion were 



of the most distracting nature : and the impres- 
sion of sorrow was not effaced, till by a regular 
marriage they were Indissolubly united. In the 
state of mind which this separation produced, 
he wished to leave the conntrv as soon as pos- 
sible, and agreed with Dr. Douglas to go out to 
Jamaica as an assistant overseer, or, as I be- 
lieve it is called, a book-keeper on his estate. 
As he had hot snfficlcnt money to pay his pas- 
sage, and the vessel in which Dr. Douglas was 
to procure a passage for him was not expected 
to sail for some time, Mr. Hamilton advised him 
to i)ublish his poems in the meantime by sub- 
scription, as a likely way of getting a little 
money to provide him more liberally In neces- 
saries for Jamaica. Agreeably to this advice, 
subscription bills were printed immediately, ana 
th6 printing was commenced at Kilmarnock, his 
preparations going on at the same time for his 
voyage. Tlic reception, liowever, which his 
poems met with in the world, nnd the friends 
they procured him, made him change his reso- 
lution of going to Jamaica, and he was advised 
to go to Edinburgh to publish a second edition. 
On his return. In happier and more prosperous 
circumstances, he renewed his connexion with 
Mrs. Burns, and rendered it permanent by a 
union for life. 

" Thus, Madam, have I endeavoured to give 
you a simple narrative of the leading circum- 
stances in my brother's early life. The remain- 
ing part hespent in Edinburgh or Dumfries-shire, 
and Its Incidents are as well known to you as to 
me. His genius having procured him yoftr 
patronage and friendship, tnls gave rise to the 
correspondence between you. In which, I believe, 
his sentiments were delivered with the most 
respectful, but most unreserved confidence, and 
which only terminated with the last days of bis 
life." 



This narrative of Gilbert Bums may serve as 
a commentary on the preceding sketch of our 
poet's life by nlmsclf . It will be seen that the 
distraction of mind which he mentions (p. viil) 
arose from the distress and sorrow In which he 
had Involved his future wife. The whole cir- 
cumstances attending this connexion are cer- 
tainly of a very singular nature. 

The reader will perceive, from the foregoing 
narrative, how much the children of wHliam 
Barnes were indebted to their father, who was 
certainly a man of uncommon talents ; though it 
does not appear that he possessed any portion of 
that vivid imagination for which the subject of 
these memoirs was distinguished. In p. vii 
it is observed by our poet, that his father had an 
unaccountable antipathy to dancing-schools, 
and that his attending one of these brought on 
him his displeasure, and even dislike. On this 
observation Gilbert has made the following- re- 
mark, which seems entitled to implicit ctedit :— 
" I wonder how Robert could attribute to our 
father that lasting resentment of his going to a 
dancing-school against his will, of which he was 
incapable. 1 believe the truth was, that he, 
about this time, began to see the dangerous im- 

Eetnosity of my brother's passions, as well as 
is not being amenable to counsel, which often 
irritated my father; and which he would 
naturally think a dancing-school was not likely 
to correct. But he was proud of Robert's genius, 
which he bestowed more expense in cultivating 
than on the rest of the family, in the instances 
of sending him to Ayr and Kirk-Oswald schools: 
and he was greatly delighted with his warmth 
of heart, and his conversational powers. He had 
indeed that dislike of dancing-schools which 
Robert mentions ; but so far overcame it during 
Robert's first month of attendance, that he 
allowed all the rest of the family that were fit 
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inspire rae for all that this world has to ofTcr. 
As for this world, I despair of ever making a 
figure in it. I am not formed for the bustle of 
the busy, nor the flutter of the gay. I shall 
never again be capable of entering into such 
scenes. Indeed I am ultogetlier unconcerned at 
the thoughts of this life. J foresee that poverty 
and obscurity probably await me, und 1 Am in 
some measure prepared, and daily i»reparlng to 
meet them. I have but Just time and paper to 
return you my grateful thanks for the lessons of 
virtue and inety yon have given me, which 
were too much neglected at the time of giving 
them, but which, I hope, have been remem- 
bered ere it is yet too late. Present my dutiful 
respects to my myther, and my compliments to 
Mr. and Mrs. Muir ; and with wishing you a 
merry Kew-year's-day, I shall conclude. 
" I am, honoured sir, 
'* Your dutiful son, 

"RoBEKT Burns." 

*• P.S. My meal is nearly out ; but I am going 
to borrow, till I get more. 

Tills letter, written several years before the 
publication of his poems, when his name was as 
obscure as his condition was humble, displays 
the philoeophic melancholy which so generally 
forms the poetical tcmn^ramcnt, and that 
buoyant and ambitions spirit which Indicates a 
mind conscious of Its strength. At Irvine, 
Burns at this time possessed a single room for 
his lodgings, rented perhaps at the rate of a 
shilling a-week. He passed his days in constant 
labour as a flax-dresser, and his food consisted 
chiefly of oatmeal sent to him from his father's 
family. The store of this humble, though whole- 
some, nutriment, it appears was nearly ex- 
hausted, and he was about to borrow till he 
should obtain a supply. Tet even in this situa- 
tion, his active imagination had formed to itself 
pictures of eminence and distinction. His de- 
spair of making a flgure in the world shows how 
ardently he wished for honourable fame; and 
his contempt of life, founded on this despair, is 
the genuine expression of a youthful, generous 
mind. In such a state of reflection, and of suf- 
fering, the imagination of Bums naturally passed 
the dark boundaries of onr earthly horizon, and 
rested on those ibeantiful representations of a 
better world, where there is neither thirst, nor 
hunger, nor sorrow, and where happMiess shall 
be in proportion to the capacity of happhiess. 

Such a disposition Is far from being at vari- 
ance with social enjoyment?. Tliose who have 
studied the alflnities of mind, know that a 
melancholy of this description, after a while, 
seeks relief in the endearments of society, and 
that it has no distant connexion with the flow 
of cheerfulness, or even the extravagance of 
mirth. It was a fcw days after the writing of 
this letter that our poet, *'in giving a welcom- 
ing carousal to the new year, with his gay com- 
panions," suffered his flax to catch fire, and his 
shop to be consumed to ashes. 

Tlie energy of Burns* mind was not exhausted 
by his daily labours, the effusions of his muse, 
his social pleasures, or his solitary meditations. 
Kome time previous to his engagement as a flax- 
dresser, having heard that a debating club had 
been established in Ayr, he resolved to try how 
such a meeting would succeed in the village of 
Tarbolton. About the end of the year 1780, our 
poet, his brother, and Ave other young |)easants 
of the neighbourhood, formed themselves into a 
society of this sort, the declared objects of which 
were to relax themselves after toil, to promote 
soc "lity and friendship, and to improve tnemUid. 
The laws and regulations were furnished by 
Burns. The members Avere to meet after the 
labours of the day were over, once a week, in a 
small public-house in the village: where each 
should offer his opinion on a given question or 



subject, supporting it by such arguments as he 
thought proper. The debate was to be con- 
ducted with order and decorum ; and after it 
was flnished, the members were to choose a sub- 
ject for discussion at the ensuing meeting. The 
sum expended by each was not to exceed three- 
pence ; and, with the humble potation that this 
could procure, they were to toast their mis- 
tresses, and to cultivate friendship with each 
other. This society continued its meetings regu- 
larly for some time ; and In the autumn of 1782, 
wishing to preserve some accounts of their pro- 
ceedings, they purchased a book. Into which 
their laws and regulations were copied, with a 
preamble, containing a short history of their 
transactions down to that period. This cnrions 
document, which Is evidently the work of our 
poet, has been discovered, and It deserves a 
place in his memoirs. 

'* HISTOBT OF THE KISS, PROCEEDIKGS, AND REGU- 

LATIOKS OF THE BACHELOR'S CLUB. 
• • 

'"Of hirth or blood we do not boast. 
Nor gentry does our club afford ; 
But ploughmen and mechanics we 
In >'ature's simple dress record.* 

'* As the great end of human society is to be- 
come wiser and better, this o«ght therefore to 
be the principal view of every man In every 
station of life. But as experience has taught us, 
that Isuch studies as inform the head and meiKt 
the heart, when long contiaued, are apt to ex- 
haust the faculties of the mind. It has been 
found proper to relieve and unbend the mind by 
some employment or another, that may be 
agreeable enough to keep Its powers In exercise, 
but at the same time not so serious as to ex- 
haust them. But superadded to this, by far the 
greater part of mankind are under the necessity 
of earning the sustenance of kuman We by the 
labour qf their bodies^ whereby, not only the fa- 
culties of the mind, but the nerves and sinews of 
the body, are so fatigued, that it Is absolutely 
necessary to have recourse to some amusement 
or diversion, to relieve the wearied man worn 
down with the necessary labours of life. 

" As the best of things, however, have been 
perverted to the worst of purposes, so, undei 
the pretence of amusement ana diversion, men 
have plunged into all the madness of riot and 
dissipation; and instead of attending to the 
grand design of human life, they have begun 
Avith extravagance and folly, and ended with 
guilt and wretchedness. Impressed with these 
considerations, we, the following lads in the 
parish of Tarbolton— viz., Hugh Reid, Robert 
Burns, Gilbert Burns, Alexander Brown, Walter 
MitcheL Thomas Wright, and William M'GavIn, 
resolved, for onr mutual entertainment, to unite 
ourselves Into a club, or society, under such 
rules and regulations, that while we should for- 
get our cares and labours in mirth and diversion, 
we might not transgress the bounds of Innocence 
and decorum : and after agreeing on these, and 
some other regulations, we held onr first meet- 
ing at Tarbolton, In the house of John Richard, 
upon the evening of the llth of November, 1780, 
commonly called Hallowe'en, and after choosing 
Robert Bums president for the night, we pro- 
ceeded to debate on this question, * Suppose a 
young man, bred a farmer, but without any for- 
tune, has it in his power to marry either of two 
women, the one a girl of large fortune, but nei- 
ther handsome In person, nor agreeable in con- 
versation, but who can manage the household 
affairs of a farm well enough; the other of them 
a girl every way agreeable in person, conversa- 
tion, and behaviour, but without any fortune: 
which of them shall he choose'/^* Finding our- 
selves very happy in our society, we resolved 
to continue to meet once a month In the same 
house, in the way and manner proposed, and 
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shortly thereafter wo chose Robert Ritchie for 
another member. In May, 1781, we brought in 
David Sillar, and in June, Adam Jamalscm as 
members. About the beginning of the year 1782, 
we admitted Matthew Patterson, and John Orr, 
and in June following we chose James Patterson 
as a proper brother for such a society. The club 
being thus increased, we resolved to meet at 
Tarbolton on the race night, the July following, 
and have a dance in honour of our society. Ac- 
cordingly we did meet, each one with a partner, 
and spent the evening in such innocence and 
merriment, such cheerfulness and good humour, 
that every brother will long remember it with 
pleasure and delight." To this preamble are sub- 
joined th& rules and regulations. 

The philosophical mind will dwell with interest 
and pleasure on an Institution that combined so 
skilfnlly the means of instruction and of happi- 
ness ; and if grandeur look down with a smile on 
these simple annals, let us trust that it will be a 
smile of benevolence and approbation. It is with 
regret that the sequel or the history of the 
Bachelor's Club of Tarbolton must be told. It 
survived several years after our poet removed 
from Ayrshire, but no longer sustained bv his 
talents, or cemented by his social affection's, its 
meetings lost much of their attraction; and at 
length. In an evil hour, dissension arising 
amongst its members, the institution was given 
up, and the records committed to the flames. 
Happily the preamble and the regulations were 
spared: and, as matter of instruction and of ex- 
ample, they are transmitted to posterity. 

After the family of our bard removed from 
Tarbolton to the neighbourhood of Mauchline. he 
and his brother were requested to assist in form- 
ing a similar Institution there. The regulations 
of the club at Mauchline were nearly the same 
as those of the club at Tarbolton ; but one laud- 
able alteration was made. The fines for non- 
attendance had at Tarbolton t>een «pent in en- 
larging their scanty potations: at Mauchline it 
was fixed, that the moncyso arising, should be set 
apart for the purchase of books: and the first 
work procured in this manner was the "Mirror,' 
the separate numbers of whicli were at that 
time recentlv collected and published in volumes. 
After it followed a number of other works, 
chiefly of the same nature, and among these the 
•' Lounger." The society of Mauchline still sub- 
sists, and was in the list of subscribers to the 
Ik-st edition of the works of its celebrated asso- 
ciate. 

The members of these two societies were ori- 
ginally all young men from the country, and 
chiefly sons of farmers; a description of persons, 
in the opinion of our poet, more agreeable in 
their manners, more virtuous in their conduct, 
and more susceptible of improvement, than the 
self-sufficient mechanic of country towns. With 
deference to the (.'onversation-society of Mauch- 
line, It may be doubted, whether the books which 
they purchased were of a kind best adapted to 

firomote the Interest and happiness of persons 
n this situation of life. The "Mirror " and the 
"Lounger" though works of great merit, may 
be said, on a seneral view of their contents, to 
be less calculated to increase the knowledge, 
than to refine the taste of those who read them; 
and to this last object their morality itself, 
which Is however always perfectly pure, may be 
considered as subordinate. As works of taste, 
they deserve great praise. They are indeed, re- 
fined to a high degree of delicacy; and to this 
circumstance It is perhaps owing, that they 
exhibit little or nothing of the peculiar manners 
of the age or country in which they were pro- 
duced. But delicacy of taste, though the source 
of many pleasures. Is not without some disad- 
vantages ; and to render it desirable, the pos- 
sessor should perhaps in all cusos he raised 
above the necessity of bodily labour, unless in- 



Ideed we should include nndor this terra the 
exercise of the imitative arts, over which taste 
immediately presides. Delicacy of taste may be 
a blessing to him who has the disposal of hisown 
time, and who can choose what book ho shall 
read, of what diversion he shall partake, and 
what company he shall keep. To men so situ- 
ated, the cultivation of taste affords a grateful 
occupation in itself, and opens a path to many 
other gratifications. To men |of genius, in the 
possession of opulence and leisure, the cultiva- 
tion of the taste may be said to be essential ; 
since it affords employment to those faculties 
which, without employment, would destroy the 
happiness of the possessor, and corrects that 
morbid sensibility, or, to use the expression of 
Mr. Hume, that delicacy of passion, which is the 
bane of the temperament of genius. Happy had 
it been for our bard, after he emerged from the 
condition of a peasant, had the delicacy of his 
taste equalled the sensibilty of his passions, 
regulating all the effusions of his muse, and pre- 
siding over all his social enjoyments. But to the 
thousands who share the original condition of 
Burns, and who are doomed to pass their lives 
In the station in which they were born, delicacv 
of taste, were it even of easy attainment, would, 
if not a positive evil, be at least a doubtful bless- 
ing. Delicacy of taste mav make many neces- 
sary labours irksome or disgusting ; and should 
it render the cultivator of the soil unhappy in 
his situation, it presents no means by which that 
situation may be improved. Taste and litera- 
ture, which diffuse so many charms throughout 
society, which sometimes secure to their votaries 
distinction wliile living, and which still more 
frequently obtain for them posthumous fame, 
seldom procure opulence, or even independence, 
when cultivated with the utmost attention, and 
can scarcely be pursued with advantage by the 

Eeasant in the short intervals of leisure which 
is occupations allow. Those who raise them- 
selves from the condition of dally labour, are 
usually men who excel in the practice of some 
useful art, or who join habits of industry and 
sobriety to an acquaintance with some of the 
more common branches of knowledge. The pen- 
manship of Buttei'worth, and the arithmetic of 
Cocker, may be studied by men in the humblest 
walks of life ; and they will assist the peasant 
more in the pursuit o! inde pendence, than the 
study of Homer or of Shakspere, though ho 
could comprehend, and even imitate, the beauties 
of those immortal bards. 

These Observations are not offered without 
some portion of doubt and hesitation.* The sul)- 
ject has many relations, and would justify an 
ample discussion. It may be observed, on the 
other hand, that the first step to improvement Is 
to awaken the desire of improvement, and that 
this will be most effectually done by such read- 
ing as interests the heart and excites the ima- 
gination. The gi-eater part of the sacred writ- 
ings themselves, which In Scotland are more 
especially the manual of the poor, come under 
this description. It may be farther observed, 
that every human being is the proper Judge of 
his own happiness, and, within the path of inno- 
cence, ought to be permitted to pursue it. Since 
it is the taste of the Scottish peasantry to give 
a preference to works of taste and of fancy, it 
may be presumed they find a superior gratifica- 
tion in the perusal of such works; and it may be 
added, that it is of more consequence they 
should be made happy in their original condi- 
tion, than fumishedf with the means, or with the 
desire, of rising above it. Such considerations 
are doubtless of much weight ; nevertheless, the 
previous reflections may deserve to be exa- 
mined, and here we shall leave the subject. 

Though the records of the society at Tarbolton 
are lost and those of the society of Mnuchline 
have nut been trausmittt'd, yet we may saCtil^ 
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afllrm, that our poet was a distinguished mem- 
ber of both these associations, which were well 
calcnlated to excite and to dcvelopo the powers 
of his mind. From seven to twelve persons con- 
stituted the society at Tarboiton, and sach a 
naml)er is best snited to the purposes of infor- 
mation. Where this is the object of these socie- 
ties, th« number should be such, that each per- 
son may have an opportunity of imparting his 
sentiments, as well as of receiving those of 
others ; and the powers of private conversation 
are to be employed, not those of public debate. 
A limited society of this kind, where the subject 
of conversation is fixed beforehand, so that each 
member may revolve it previously in his mind, 
is, perhaps, one of the happiest contrivances 
hitherto discovered for shortening the acquisi- 
tion of knowledge, and hastening the evolution 
of talents. Such an association requires indeed 
somewhat more of regulation than the rules of 
politeness established in common conversation ; 
or, rather, perhaps, it requires that the rules of 
politeness, which in aninuitcd conversation are 
are liable to perpetual violation, should be vigo- 
ronsly enforced. The order of speech established 
in the club at Tarlrolton appears to have been 
more regular than was required in so small a 
society; where ail that is necessary seems to 
be, the fixing on a member to whom every 
speaker shall address himself, and who shall in 
return secure the speaker from Interruption. 
Conversation, which among men whom inti- 
macy and friendship have relieved from reserve 
and restraint, is liable, when left to itself, to so 
many inequalities, and which, as it becomes 
rapid, so often diverges into separate and colla- 
teral branches, in which it is dissipated and lost, 
being kept within its channel by a simple limi- 
tation of this kind, which practice renders easy 
and familiar, flows along in one full stream, and 
becomes smoother and clearer, and deeper, as 
It flows. Jt may also be observed,^hat in this 
way the acquisition of knowledge becomes 
more pleasant and more easy, from the gradual 
Improvement of the faculty employed to convey 
it. Though some attention has been paid to the 
eloquence of the senate and the bar, which in 
this, as in all other free governments, is produc- 
tive of so much influence to a few who excel in 
It, yet little regard has been paid to the humbler 
exercise of speech in private conversation, an 
art that is of consequence to every description 
of persons under everv form of government, and 
on which eloquence of every kind ought perhaps 
to be founded. 

Tlie first' requisite of every kind of elocu- 
tion, a distinct utterance, is' the ofifspring of 
much thnc, and long practice. Children are 
always defective in clear articnlatien, and so 
are young people, though of a less degree. What 
is called slurring in speech prevails with some 
persons through life, especially in those who are 
taciturn. Articulation does not seem to reacii 
its utmost degree of distinctness In men before 
the age of twenty, or upwards: in women it 
reaches this point somewhat earlier. Female 
occupations require much use of speech, because 
they are duties in detail. Besides, their occu- 
pations being generally sedentary, the respira- 
tion is left at liberty. Their nerves being more 
delicate, their sensibility, as well as fancy, is 
more lively ; the natural consequence of which 
is, a more frequent utterance of thought, a 
greater fluency of speech, and a distinct articu- 
lation at an earlier age. But in men who have 
not mingled early and familiarly with the world, 
though rich perhaps in knowledge, and clear in 
anprehension. It Is often painful to observe the 
dllnculty with which their ideas are communi- 
cated by speech, through the want of those 
habits, that connect thoughts, words, and 
sounds together; which, when established, 
seem as if they had arisen spontaneously, but 



which. In truth, arc the result of long and pain- 
ful practice, and, when analyzed, exhibit the 
phenomena of most curious and complicated as- 
sociations. 

Societies then, such as we have been describ- 
ing, while they may be said to put each raeraber 
in possession of the knowledge of all the rest, 
improve the powers of utterance, and by the 
collision of opinion, excite the faculties of reason 
and reflection. Tu those who wish to improve 
their minds iu such intervals of labour as the 
conditions of a peasant allows, this method of 
abbreviating instruction may, under proper re- 
gulations, be hiirhly useful. To the student, 
Avhose opinions, springing out of solitary ol>ser- 
vation and meditation, are seldom, in the first 
instance, correct, and which have, notwith- 
standing, while confined to himself, an increas- 
ing tendency to assume in his own eye the cha- 
racter of demonstrations, an association of tliis 
kind, where they may be examined as they 
arise, is of the utmost Importance ; since it may 
prevent those illusions of imagination, by whidft 
genius being bewildered, science is oftcm (te- 
bascd, and error propagated through snccesstve 
generations. And to men who, having culti- 
vated letters or general science in the course of 
their education, are engaged in the active occu- 
pations of life, and no longer able to devote to 
study or to books the time requisite for improving 
or preserving their acquisitions, associations oi 
this kind, where the mind may unbend from 
its usual cares in discussions of literature or 
science, afiford the most pleasing, the most useful, 
and most rational of gratiflcatlons. 

Whether, in the humble societies of which he 
was a member. Burns acquired much direct in- 
formation, may perhaps be questioned. It can- 
not, however, be doubted, that by collision, the 
faculties of his mind would be excited, that by 
practice, his habits of enunciation would be es- 
tablished, and thus we have some explanation 
of that early command of words and of expres- 
sion which enabled him to pour fourth his 
thoughts in language not unworthy of his 
genius, and which, of all his endowments, 
seemed, on his appearance in Edinburgh, the 
most extraordinary. For associations of a 
literary nature, our poet acquired a consider- 
able relish; and happy had it been for him, 
after he emerged from the condition of a pea- 
sant, if fortune had permitted him to enjoy 
them in the degree of which he was capable, so 
as to have fortified his principles of virtue by 
the puriflcation of his taste, and given to the 
energies of his mind habits of exertion that 
mi{(ht have excluded other associations, in 
which it must be acknowledged they were too 
often wasted, as well as debased. 

The whole course of the Ayr is flnc: but the 
banks of that river, as it bends to the east- 
ward above Mauchline, are singularly beautiful, 
and they wore frenuented, as may be imagined, 
by our poet in his solitary walks. Here the 
muse often visite«l him. In one of these wan- 
derings, he met among the woods a celebrated 
Beauty of the west of Scotland, a lady of whom 
it is said, that the charms of her person corre- 
sponded with the character of her mind. This 
incident gave rise, as might be expected, to a 

ftoein, of which an account will be round in the 
etter. in wlilch he ciicloi>ed It to the object of 
his Inspiration : 

To Miss . 

"Madame.— Mossglel, 18th Nov., 1788. 
"Poets are such outre beings, so much the chil- 
dren of wayward fancy and capricious whUn, 
that I believe the world generally allows them 
a larger latitude in the laws of propriety, than 
the sober sons of judgment and prudence. I 
mention this as an apology for the liberties that 
a nameless stranger has taken with yon in the 
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pncloscd poem, which he befr^ leave to present 
yon with. Whether it lins poetieiil merit uiiy 
way worthy of the theme, i uiii not the proper 
judge; bat it is the best my abilities can pro- 
duce ; and what to a good heart will )M>rhaps be 
sn|)er1or grace, it is equally sincere as lervent. 

" The scenery was nearly taken from real life 
though I dare say, madam, you do not recollect 
it. as I believe yoa scarcely noticed the poetic 
reeeur as he wandered by yoo. 1 had roved out 
outas clianoe directed in the favourite hauutK of 
my muse, on the banks of the Ayr, to view 
nature in all the {^ety of the vcmaiyear. The 
evening sun was flaming over the distant wes- 
tern bills ; not a breath stirred the crimson open- 
ing triossom, or the verdant spreading leaf. It 
was a golden moment for a poetic heart. I lis- 
tened to the feathered warblers, pouring their 
harmony on every hand, with a congenial kin- 
dred regard, and frequently turned out of my 
ftatli, lest I should disturb their little son^'s. or 
righten them to another station. Kureiv. suld I 
to myself, he must be a wr(>tcli indeed wlio, re- 
Kardless of your harmonions endeavour to please 
nbn, can eye your elUKlve tlightH to discover 
your secret recesses, and to rol) you of all the 
property nature gives you, your dearest com- 
forts, yoor helpless nestiinKs. £ven the hoary 
hawthorn-twig Uiat shot acros» the way, wluit 
heart at such a time but must have been in- 
terested in its welfare, and wiithed it preserved 
from the rudely browsing cattle, or the witiierinK 
eastern blast? Such was the scene, and such the 
hoar, when in a comer of my prospect i spied 
one of the fairest pieces of Nature s workman- 
ship that ever crowned a poetic landscape, or 
met a poet's eye, those visionary bards ex- 
cepted who hold commerce with aerial beings! 
Had Calumny and Vlllany taken ray walk, they 
had at that moment sworn eternal peace und 
such an object. 

**What an hoar of inspiration for a poet! It 
would have raised plain, dull, historic prose into 
metaphor and measure. 

**Tne enclosed song was the work of my return 
home ; and perhaps it but poorly answers what 
mi(^t be expected from such a scene. 



** I have the honour to be, 
»* Madnm, 
** Your most obedient, and very 
^'iiumblc 8cr\-ant, 

"JlOBKRT UUKNS." 

CThe song alluded to is the one commencing, 
** Twafl even— the dewy fields were green." 

In the mannscript book in which our poet lias 
recounted this incident, and Into which the letter 
and poem are copied, he complains that the lady 
made no reply to his effusions, and this appears 
to iuive wounded his self-love. It is not. how- 
ever, difficult to find an excuse for her silence. 
Jiurns was at that time little known, and where 
known at all, notedTather for the wild strength 
of his homour, than for those strains of tender- 
ness, in which he afterwards so much excelled. 
To the lady herself his name had perhaps never 
been mentioned, and of such a poem she might 
not consider herself as the proper judge. Her 
modesty mightprevent her from perceiving tliat 
the muse of Tlbnilns breathed in the nameless 
poet and tliat her beauty was awakening strains 
ilestlned to immortality on the banks of the Ayr. 
It may be conceived, also, that supposing the 
verses dniy appreciated, delicacy might And it 
difllcalt to express its acknowledgments. The 
fervent imagination of the rustic bard possessed 
more of tenderness than of respect. Instead of 
niislng himself to the condition of the object of 
his admiration, he presumed to reduce her to his 
own, and to strain this hlgb-born beanty to his 
lariing bosom. It is tr^ic. Bums might have 



found precedents for •• urh freedoms among the 
poets of Ureece and liome. and indeed of every 
c'ountry. And it is not t<> U; denietl. that loveiy 
vtromen have generally submitted to this sort of 

Rrofanation with patience, and even good 
umour. To what purpose is it to repine at mis- 
fortune which is the necessary consequeiiee of 
^heir own charms, or to remonstrate with a de- 
scription of men who are incapable of control? 

*'Thc lunatic, the lover, and the poet. 
Are of imagination all compact.^* 

It may casilv be presumed, that the beaatiful 
nymph of liallochmile whoever she may liave 
been, did not reject with scorn the adorations of 
our ))oet, thouuli she received them with silent 
modesty and dignified reserve. 

The sensibility of our bard's temper, and the 
force of his ima<K'ination, exposed him in a parti- 
cular manner to tlie impressions of beauty; and 
these qualities united to his impassioned elo- 
quence gave him in turn a powerful influence 
over the female heart. The hanks of the Ayr 
formed the scene of 3'outhful passions of a still 
tenderer nature, the history of which it would 
be improper to reveal, were it even In our 
power, and the traces of which will soon be dis- 
coverable <mly in those strains of nature and 
sensibility to which they gave birth. The song 
entitled "Highland Mary," is known to re- 
late to one of these attachments. "It was 
written," says our bnrd. on one of the most in- 
teresting passages of my youthful days." The 
object of this passion died in early life, and the 
impression lett on the mind of Burns seems to 
have l)eeii deep and lasting. Several years 
afterwards, wluiii ho was removed to Xithsilale, 
ho gave vent to tlio senslbilltj' of his recollec- 
tions in Ihe impassioned lines addressed *'To 
Mary in Heaven," and commencing thus— 

"Thou lingering star, with less'ning ray." 

To the delineations of the poet by lilmsclf, by 
his brother, ami by his tutor, tliese additions 
are necessary, in order tliat the reader may seo 
his character in its various aspects, and may 
have an opportunity of forming a just notion of 
the variety, us well as the power of his original 
genius. 

We have dwelt the longer on the early part of 
his life, because it is tlie least known, and be- 
cause, as has been already mentioned, this part 
of ills history is connected with some views of 
the condition and manners of tlie humblest ranks 
of society, iiitherto little observed, and whicii 
will perhaps be found neither useless nor unin- 
teresting. 

About the time of leaving his native country, 
his correspondence commenceH : and in tlie series 
of letters now given to the world, the chief inci- 
dents of the remaining part of his life will bo 
found. Tills authentic, though melancholy, re- 
cord, will supersede in future the necessity of 
any extended narrative. 

Burns set out for Edinburgh in the month of 
November, 1786, and arrived on the second day 
afterwards, liavlng performed his journey on 
foot. He was furnished with a letter of intn>- 
(i net ion to Dr. Blacklock, from tlic gentleman to 
whom the doctor had addressed the letter which 
is repre.sented by our bard as the immediate 
cause of his visiting the Scottish metropolis. Ho 
was acfluaintcd with Dr. .Stewart, Professor of 
I^Ioral Philosophy In the University, and had 
been entertained bv that gentleman at (Katrine, 
his estate in Ayrshire. He had been introduced 
by Mr. Alexander Dalzell to tlie Earl of Glen- 
cairn, who had expressed his high approbation 
of his poetical talents. He had friends tiierefore 
who could introduce him into the circles of lite- 
rature as well as of fashi(m, and his own nianuers 
and appearance exceeding every expectation 
that could have been formed of them, he soon 
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l)ecame an object of general curiosity and admi- 
ration. The following circantstance contributed 

to this in a considerable degree At the time 

when Burns arrived in Edinburgh, the periodical 
papef, entitled The Lounger, was publishing, 
every Saturday producing a successive number. 
His poems had attracted the notice of the gentle- 
men engaged In that undertaking, and the 
ninety-seventh number of those uneqnal, though 
frequently beautiful, essays, is devoted to **An 
Account of Robert Bums, the Ayrshire plough- 
man, with extracts from his Poems," written by 
the elegant pen of Mr. Mackenzie. The Lounger 
had an extensive circulation among persons of 
taste and literature, not in Scotlauuonly, but in 
various parts of England, to whose acquaintance 
therefore our bard was immediately introduced. 
The paper of Mr. Mackenzie was calculated to 
introduce him advantageously. The extracts 
are well selected ; the criticisms and reflections 
are judicious as well as generous; and in the 
style and sentiments there is that happy deli- 
cacy, by which the writings of the author arc 
so eminently distinguished. The extracts from 
Burns' poems in the ninety-seventh nimiber of 
The Lounger were copied into the London, as well 
as into many of the principal papers, and the 
fame of our bard spread thrunghout the island. 
Of the manners, character, and conduct of Burns 
at this period, the following account has been 
given by Mr. Stewart, In a letter to the editor, 
which he is particularly happy to have obtained 
permission to insert in these memoirs. 

Pbofessob Dugald Stewaht, of Edinburgh, to 
Dr. Jah£8 Cdrrie, of Liverpool. 

*' The first time I saw Robert Burns was on the 
23rd of October, 1786, when ho dined at my house, 
in Ayrshire, together with our common friend, 
Mr. John Mackenzie, surgeon in Manchline, to 
•vhom I am indebted for the pleasure of his ac- 
Qualntance. I am enabled to mention the date 
particularly, by some verses whicli Bums wrote 
after he returned home, and in w^hicli the day of 
our meeting Is recorded.— My excellent and 
, much-lamented friend, the late Basil, LordDaer, 
happened to arrive'at Catrine the same day, and, 
by tne kindness and frankness of his manners, 
left an impression on the mind of tlic poet, that 
never was effaced. The verses I allude to are 
among the most imperfect of his pieces ; but a 
few stanzas may perhaps be an object of curi- 
osity to you, both on account of tho character to 
which they relate, and of the light which they 
throw on the situation and feelings of the writer, 
before his name was known to the public. 

" 1 cannot positively say, at this distance of 
time, whether, at the period of our first acquaint- 
ance, the Kilmarnock edition of his pocems had 
been just published, or was yet in tho press. I 
suspect that the latter was the case, as I have 
stilt in my possession copies, in his own hand- 
writing, of some of his favourite performances ; 
particularly of his verses "on turning up a 
Mouse with his plough ;"—" on the Mountain 
Daisy ;" and *' the Lament." On my return to 
Edinburgh, I showedthe volume, ana mentioned 
what I knew of the author's history, to several 
of mv friends, and, among others, to Mr. Henry 
Mackenzie, who first recommended him to pub- 
lic notice in the 9th number of The Lounger. 
\ "At this time, Burns' prospects in life were so 
■ extremely gloomy, that he had seriously fonned 
I a plan of gmng out to Jamacia in a very humble 
situation, not, however, without lamenting, that 
his want of patronage should force him to think 
of a project so 'repugnant to his feelings, when 
his ambition aimed at no higher an object than 
the station of an exciseman .or a ganger in his 
own country, 

" His manners were then, as they continued 
over afterwards, simple, manly, and indepen- 
dent; strongly expressive of conscious genius 



and worth ; but without anythingithat indicated 
forwardness, arrogance, or vanity. He took tils 
share in coRversatioR, but not more than 
belonged ti« him: and listened, .with apiuirent 
attention and deference, on subjects where his 
want of education deprived him of the means of 
information. If there had been a little more of 
gentleness and accommodation Inhis temper, he 
would, I think, have been still more interesting ; 
but he had been accustomed to give law in the 
circle of his ordinary acquaintance; and his 
dread of anything approaching to meanness or 
servility, rendered his manner somewhat de- 
cided and hard. Nothing, perhaps, was more re- 
markable, among his various attainments, than 
the fluency, and precision, and originality of his 
language, when he spoke in company; more 
particularly as ho aimed at purity in his torn of 
expression, and avoided more successfolly than 
most Scotchmen the peculiarities of Scottish 
phraseology. • 

"He came to Edinburgh early In the winter 
following, and remained there for several 
months. By whose advice he took this step, £ 
am unable to say. Perhaps it was suggested 
only by his own curiosity to see a little more of 
the world ; but, I confess, I dreaded the con- 
sequences from the first, and always wished that 
his pursuits and habits should continue the same 
as in the former part of life; with the addition 
of, what I considered as then completely within 
his reach, a good farm on moderate terms, in a 
part of the country agreeable to his taste. 

"The attentions he received during his stay in 
town from all ranks and descriptions of persons 
were such as would have turned any head but 
his own. I cannot say that I could perceive any 
unfavourable effect which they left on his mind. 
He retained the same simplicity of manners and 
appearance which had struck me so forcibly 
when I first saw him In the country ; nor did he 
seem to feel any additional self-importance from 
the number and rank of his new acquaintance. 
His dress was perfectly suited to his station, 
I)lain and unpretending, with a sufficient atten- 
tion to neatness. If I recollect right, ho always 
wore boots; and, when on more than usual 
ceremony, buckskin breeches. 

"The variety of his engagements, while in 
Edinburgh, prevented me from seeing him so 
often as i could have wished. In the course of 
the spring he called on me once or twice, at mv 
request, early in the mornine, and walked with 
me to Braid-Hills, in the neighbourhood of the 
town, when he charmed me still more by his 
private conversation, than he had ever done in 
company. He was passionately fond of tho 
beauties of nature ; and I recollect once he told 
me, when I was admiring a distant prospect in 
one of our morning walks, that the sight of so 
many smoking cottages gave a pleasure to his 
mind, which none could understand who had not 
witnessed, like himself, the happiness and the 
worth which they contained. 

"In his political principles he was then a 
Jacobite ; which was perhaps owing partly tt> 
this, that his father was originally from tho 
estate of Lord MareschcU. Indeed he did not 
appear to have thought much on such subjects, 
nor verv consistently. He had a very strong 
sense of religion, and expressed deep regret at 
the levity with which he had heard It treated 
occasionally in some convivial meetings which 
he frequented. I speak of him as he was In tho 
winter of 1786-7 ; for afterwards we met but sel- 
dom, and our conversations turned chiefly on his 
literary projects, or his private affairs. 

" I do not recollect whether It appears or not 
from any of your letters to me, that you had 
ever seen Bums. If yon have. It Is superfluous 
for me to add, that the idea which his conversa- 
tion conveyed pf the powers of his mind, ex- 
ceeded, if possible, that which is suggested by 
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his writings. Amonsr the poets whom I have 
happened to know, 1 have been struck, in more 
than one instance, with the unaccountable dis- 
parttj between their general talents, and the 
occasional inspirations of their more favoured 
moments. But all the faculties of Burns's mind 
were, as far as I could judge, equally vigorous ; 
and his predilection for poetry was rather the 
result of his own enthusiastic and impassioned 
temper, than of a genius exclusively adapted to 
that species of composition. From his conver- 

?ationl should have pronounced him to befitted 
o excel in whatever walk of ambition he had 
chosen to exert Ids abilities. 

** Among the subjects on which he was accus- 
tomed to dwell, the characters of the individuals 
with whom he happened to meet was plainly a 
favoorite one. The remarks he made on them 
were always shrewd and pointed, though fre- 
qnently inclining too much to sarcasm. His 
praise of those he loved was sometimes indiscri- 
minate and extravagant; but this, I suspect, 
proceeded rather from the caprice and humour 
of the moment, than from the effects of attach- 
ment in blinding his judgment. His wit was 
ready, and always Impressed with the marks of 
a vigorous understanding; liut, to my taste, not 
often pleasing or hai)py. His attempts at epi- 
gram, in his printed works, are the only perfor- 
mances, perhaps, that he has produced, totally 
unworthy of his genius. 

*'In summer, 1787, I passed some weeks in 
Ayrshire, and saw Burns occasionally. I think 
that he made a pretty long excursion that sea- 
son to the Highlands, and that he also visited 
what Beattie calls the Arcadian ground of Scot- 
land, upon the banks of the Teviot and the 
Tweed. 

" 1 should have mentioned before, that not- 
withstanding various reports I heard during the 
preceding winter, of Burns's predilection for 
convivial, and not very select society, I should 
have concluded in favour of his habits of 
sobriety, from all of him that ever fell under my 
own observation. He told me indeed himself, 
that the weakness of his stomach was such as to 
deprive him entirely of any merit in his tem- 
perance. I was however somewhat alarmed 
about the effect of his now comparatively seden- 
tary and luxurious life, when he confessed to 
me, the first night he spent in my house after 
his winter's campaign In town, that he had been 
much disturbed when in bed, by a palpitation at 
bis heart, which, he said, was a complaint to 
which he had of late become subject. 

'•In the course of the same season I was led by 
.curiosity to attend for an hour or tM'o a Masonic 
'Lodge in Manchline, where Burns presided. He 
(had occasion to make short, unpremeditated 
■compliments to different individuals from whom 
be had no reason to expect a visit, and every- 
thing he said was happily conceived, and 
forcibly as well as fluently expressed. If I am 
not mistaken, he told me, that in that vilkige, 
before going to Edinburgh, he had belonged to a 
small club of such of the inlmbitants as had a 
taste for books, when they used to converse and 
debate on any interesting questions that oc- 
curred to them in the course of their reading. 
His manner of speaking in public had evidently 
the marks of some practice in extempore elocu- 
tion. 

** I must not omit to mention, what I have 
always considered as characteristical in a high 
degree of true genius, the extreme facility and 
good nature of his taste, in judging of the com- 
positions of others, when there was any real 
grounds for praise. I repeated to him many 
passages of English poetry with which ho was 
unacquainted, and have more than once wit- 
nessed the tears of admiration and rapture with 
which he heard them. The collection of songs 
by Dr. Aiken, which I first put into his hands, he 



read with unmixed delight, notwithstanding his 
former efforts in that very difficult species of 
writing; and I have little doubt that it bad some 
effect in polishing his subsequent compositions. 

"In judging of prose, I do not think his taste 
was equally souna. I once read to him a pas- 
sage or two in Franklin's works, which I thought 
very happily executed, upon the model of Addi- 
son; but he did not appear to retisluor to per- 
ceive, the beauty which they derived from their 
exquisite simplicity, and spoke of them with 
indifference when compared with the nolnf . and 
antithesis, and quaintness of " Junius.'* The in- 
lliience of this taste is very perceptible in his 
own prose compositions, although their great 
and various excellencies render some of them 
scarcely less objects of wonder than his poetical 
performances. The late Dr. Robertson used to 
say, that considering his education, the latter 
seemed to him the moro extraordinary of the 
two. 

" His memory was uncommonly retentive, at 
least for poetry, of which he recited to me fre- 
quently long compositions with the most minute 
accuracy. They were chiefly ballads, and other 
pieces in our Scottish dialect ; great part of them 
(he told me) he had learned in his childhood, 
from his mother, who delighted in such recita- 
tions, and whose poetical taste, rude as it pro- 
bably was, gave, it is presumable, the first direc- 
tion of lier son's genius. 

•'Of the more polished verses which acciden- 
tally fell into his hands in his early years, ho 
mentioned particularly the recommendatory 
poems, by different authors, prefixed to ' Her- 
vey's Meditations;' a book which has always 
had a very wide circulation among such of the 
country people of Scotland, as affect to unite 
some degree of taste with their religious studies. 
And these poems (although they are certainly 
below mediocrity) he continued to read with a 
degree of rapture beyond expression. He took 
notice of this fact himself, as a proof how much 
the taste is liable to be influenced by accidental 
circumstances. 

'' His father appeared to me, from the account 
he gave of him, to have been a respectable and 
wortliy character, possessed of a mind superior 
to what might have been expected from his 
station in life. He ascribed much of his own 

Krinciples and feelings to the early impressions 
e hud received from his instructions and 
example. I recollect that he once applied to him 
(and he added, that the passage was a literal 
statement of fact), the two last lines of tlie 
following passage in the 'Minstrel,' the whole of 
which he repeated with great enthusiasm:— 

•' ' Shall I bo left forgotten in the dust. 

When fate relenting, lets the flower revive; 
Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjust. 

Bid him, though doom'd to perish, hope to 
live':" 
Is it for this fair Virtue oft must strive 

With disappointment, penury, and pain ! 
No! Heaven s immortal spring shall yet arrive ; 

And man's majestic beauty bloom again. 
Bright through th' eternal year of love's trium- 
phant reign. 

This truth sublime, his simple sire had taught : 
In sooth 'twas almost all the shepherd knew.' 

"With respect to Burns's "early education, I 
cannot say anything with certainty. Healwavs 
spolce with respect and gratitude of the sciiool- 
master who had taught hUn to read English : 
and who, finding in his scholar a more than 
ordinary ardour for knowledge, had l)een at 
pains to instruct him in the grammatical prin- 
ciples of the language. He began the stud v of 
I^atin, but dropped It before he had finished *the 
verbs. I have sometimes heard him qnotb a few 
Latin words, such as omnia rtnciC <ituoT.» &t,^\j.\»\. 
they seeuied to \jft %\X!c\i «a \ift \a* «i»»5gBS* Vtwsv 
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conversation, and which he repeated by 7'ote. 1 
think ho Itiid a project after he came to Edin- 
biirKii, of prosecuting the study under his inti- 
mate friend, the late Mr. Nicol, one of the 
masters of the grammar-school lier(« ; but I do 
not lenow if he ever proceeded so far as to malcc 
the attempt. 

"lie certainly possessed a smattering of 
French; and, if he had an affectation in any- 
thing, it was in introducing occasionally a word 
or a phrase from that language. It is possible 
tliat his knowledge in this respectmightbemorc 
extensive than I suppose it to be ; but that you 
can learn from his more intimate acquaintance. 
It would be worth wliiie to inquire, whether he 
was able to read the French authors with snch 
facility as to receive from them any inii)rove- 
ment to his taste. For my own part. 1 doubt it 
much— nor would I believe it, l)ut on very strong 
and pointed evidence. 

"If my memory docs not fail me. he was well 
Instructed in arithmetic and knew somothiiig 
of practical geometry, particularly of sni-veying. 
—All his other attainments were entirely his 
own. 

"The last time I saw him was during the 
winter, 1788-89; when he passed an evening 
with me at Drnnshengh, in the neighbourliood 
of Edinburgh, where I was then living. My 
friend Mr. Alison was the only other in com- 
pany. I never saw him more agreeable or in- 
teresting. A present which Mr. Alison sent 
him afterwards of his 'Essays on Taste,' drew 
from Bums a letter of acknowledgment, which I 
remember to have read with some degree of 
surprise at the distinct conception he appeared 
from It to have formed, of the several principles 
of the doctrine of association. When 1 saw Mr. 
Alison in Shropshire last autumn, I forget to in- 
qHlre If the letter be still in existence. If it is, 
yon may easily procure it, by megns of our 

friend Air. Houlbrooke." 

****** 

The scene that opened on our bard in Edin- 
burgh was altogetiier new, and in a variety cf 
other respects highly interesting, especially to 
one of his disposition of mind. To use an ex- 
pression of his own, he found liiniself "suddenly 
translated from the veriest shades of life," into 
the presence, and, indeed, into the society, of a 
number of persons, previously known to liiin by 
report as of the highest distinction in his 
country, and whose clmracters it was natural 
for him to examine with no common curiosity. 

From the men of letters, in general, his recep- 
tion was particularly flattering, llie late Dr. 
Blair, Dr. Gregory, Mr. Stewart, Mr. Mackenzie, 
and Mr. Eraser Tytler, may be mentioned in the 
list of those who perceived his nnconunon 
talents, wlio acknowledged more especially his 
power in conversation, and who Interested tliem- 
.selves in the cultivation of his genius. In Edin- 
burgh, literary and fasliionable society are a 
good deal mixed. Our bard was an acceptable 
guest in the gayest and most elevated circles, 
and frequently received from female beauty and 
elegance those attentions above all others most 

Sratef nl to him. At the table of Lord Monboddo. 
e was a frequent guest ; and while he enjoyed 
the society, and partook of the hospitalities of 
the venerable judge, he experienced the kind- 
ness and condescension of hts loving and accom- 
plished daughter. Tlie singnlar beauty of this 
young lady was illnmined by tliat happy expres- 
sion of countenance which results from the 
union of cultivated taste and superior under- 
standing, with the finest affections of the mind. 
The influence of such attraction was not nnfelt 
by our poet. " There has not been anything like 
Miss Burnet," said he. In a letter to a friend, "in 
all the conbinations of beauty, grace, and good- 
ness, the Creator has formed, since Milton's Eve 
oa the first doy of her existeuce." lu his *' Ad- 



dress to Edinburgh," she is celebrated in a strain 
of still greater elevation :— 

" Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eye. 
Heaven's beauties on my fancy shine; 
I see the Sire of Love on niffli. 
And own his works indeeu divine I" 

This lovely woman died a few years after- 
wards in tlie flower of her youth. Our bard ex- 
pressed his sensibility' on that occasion, In verses 
addressed to lier memory. 

Among the men of rank and fashion. Burns 
was particularly distinguished by James, Earl 
of Glencairn. On the motion of this nobleman, 
the Caledonian Hunt, (an association of the prin- 
cipal of the nobility and gentry of Scotland,) 
extended their patronage to our bard, and ad- 
mitted him to their gay orgies. He repaid their 
notice by a dedication of the enlarged and Im- 
proved edition of his poems, in which he has 
celebrated their patriotism and independence in 
very animated terms. 

"I congratulate ray country that the blood of her 
ancient heroes runs uncontaminated ; and ttiat, 
from your courage, knowledge, and public spirit, 
she may expect protection, wealth, and liberty. 
* * * May corruption shrink at your 
kindling indignant glance ; and may tyranny in 
the ruler, and licentiousness in the people, 
equally find in you an inexorable foe !" 

It is 'to be presumed that these generous senti- 
ments, uttered at an era singularly propitious to 
independence of character and conduct, were 
favourably received by the persons to whom 
tliey were addressed, and that theywere echoed 
from every bosom, as well as from that of the 
Earl of Glencairn. This accomplished nobleman, 
a scholar, a man of taste and sensibility, died 
soon afterwards. Had he lived, and had his 
power equalled his wishes, Scotland might stUI 
have exulted in the genius, instead of lamenting 
the early fate, of her favourite bard. 

A taste for letters Is not always conjoined with 
habits of temperance and regularity; and Edin- 
burgh, at the period of wldch we speak, con- 
tained porliaps an uncommon proportion of men 
of considerable talents, devoted to social ex- 
cesses, in which their talents were wasted and 
debased. 

Burns entered into several parties of this de- 
scription, with tlie usual vehemence of his 
character. His generous affections, his ardent 
eloquence, his brilliant and daring imagination, 
fitted him to be the idol of such associations; 
and accustomed himself to conversation of un- 
limited range, and to festive indulgences that 
scorned restraint, he gradually lost some por- 
tion of his relish for the more pure, but less 
poignant, pleasures, to be found In the circles of 
taste, elegance, and literature. Tlie sudden 
alteration in his habits of life operated on him 
physically as well as morally. — The hnmble 
fare of an Ayrsliire peasant he had exchanged 
for the luxuries of the Scottish metropolis, and 
the effects of this change on his ardent constitu- 
tion could not be inconsiderable^ But whatever 
inflnonco might bo produced on his comluct. 
his excellent understanding suffered no corrt'- 
spwndent debasement. He esthnatcd his friends 
and associates of every description at their pro- 
per value, and appreciated his own conduct 
with a precision that might give scope to much 
curious and melancholy reflection. He saw his 
danger, and at times formed resolutions to guard 
agalHst it ; but he had embarked on the tide of 
d]ssi))ation. and was borne along its stream. 

Of tlie state of his mind at this time, an au- 
thentic, though imperfect, document remains in 
a book which he procured in the spring of 1787, 
for the purpose, as he himself informs us, of re- 
I cording in it whatever seemed worthy of obscr- 
' vation. The following extracts may serve as a 
j specimen. 
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"Edinburgh, April 9, 1787. 

"As I hATe seen a good deal of human life In 
Edlnbarghf a great many characters wbldi are 
new to one bred np In the shades of life as I hare 
been, I am determined to take down my remariu 
on the spot. Gray observes, in a letter to Mr. 
Palgrave. * that half a word flized upon, or near 
the spot, IS worth a cart-load of recollection.' I 
don't know how it is with the world in general, 
bat with me, making my remarks is by no 
means a solitary pleasore. I want some one to 
langh with me, some one to be grave with me, 
some one to' please me, and help my discrimina- 
tion, with his or her own remark, and, at times, 
no doabt, to admire my acnteness and penetra- 
tion. The world are so bosled with sellish por- 
sDits, ambition, and vanity, interest, or pleasure, 
that very few think it worth their while to make 
any observation on what passes around them, 
except where that observation Is a sucker, 
or branch ■ of the darling plant they are rearing 
in their fancy. Now I am sure, notwithstanding 
all the sentimental flights of novel-writers, and 
the sage philosophy of moralists, whether we 
are capable of so intimate and cordial a ooalitfcni 
of friendship, as that one man may poor out his 
bosom, his every thouffht and floating fancy, his 
very Inmost soul, with unreserved confldenoe 
to another, without hazard of losing part of that 
respect which man deserves from man ; or from 
the unavoidable imperfections attending human 
nature, of one day repenting his confldence. 

** For these reasons I am determined to make 
these pages my confldent. I will sketch eveiy 
character that any wiCy strikes me, to the best 
of my power, with unshrinking Justice. I will 
Insert anecdotes, and take down remarks. In the 
old law phrase. * without fend of favour.'— where 
I hit on anything clever, my own applause will, 
in some measure, feast my vanity ; and begging 
Patroidus' and Achates* pardon, I think a lock 
and key a security, at least equal to the bosom 
of any friend whatever. 

"My own private story likewise, my love-ad- 
ventnres, my rambles ; the frowns and smiles oi 
fortune on my hardship; my poems and frag- 
ments, that must never see the light, shall he 
occasionally inserted.— In short, never did four 
shillings purchase so much friendship since c<m- 
fldence went first to market, or honesty was set 
up for sale. 

"To these seemingly invidious, but too Just 
Ideas of human friendship, I would cheerfiUly 
make ;one exemption— the connexion between 
two persons of different sexes, when their hi- 
terests are united and absorbed by the tie of 
love— 

" When thought meets thought, ere from the lips 

And each warm wish springs mutual from the 
heart. 

•* There, confidence — confldenoe that exalts 
them the more in one another's opini<m, that 
endears them the more to each other's hearts, 
unreservedly 'reigns and revels.* But this is 
not my lot ; and, in my situation, if I am wise 
(which by the bye I nave no real chance of 
being), my fate should bo cast with the Psalm- 
ist's sparrow ' to watch alone on the house- 
tops,'— Oh, the pity ! 

• * • • ♦ 

" There »re few of the sore evils under the sun 
give me more uneasiness and chagrin than the 
comparison how a man of genins, nay, of avowed 
worth. Is received everywhere, with the recep- 
tion which a mere ordinary character, decorated 
with the trapping and fntile distinctions of for- 
tune, meets. I imagine a man of abilities, his 
breast glowing with honest pride, conscious that 
men are all bom eqnal. still giving 'honour to 
whom hononr is due ;' he meets at a great man's 
table, a 8quire something, or a Sir somebody ; 
o 



he knows the noble landlord, at heart, gives the 
bard, or wliatever he is, a share of ids good 
wtsofBa, beyond, perhaps, ,any one at table ; yet 
how will it mortify him to see a fellow, whose 
abOltiea would aoaroely have made an mghttm 
peimif ttukr^ and whose heart Is not worth three 
nrtlungs. meet with attention and notice, that 
are withheld from the son of genius and po* 
vortvf 

" The noble G has wonnded me to the 

soul here, because I deariy esteem, respect, and 
love him. He showed me so mnoh attentioD— 
engrossing attention, one day, to the only Mo<±- 
head at table (the whole company consisted of 
hlsj lordship, dnnderpate, and myself), that I 
was within half a pcAnt of throwing down my 

EAge of contemptuous deflaaee ; but he shook my 
and, and looked so benevolently good at part- 
ing. Qod bless him, though I should never see 
him more, I shall love him until my dying day! 
I am pleased to think I am so ouable of tne 
throes of gratitude, as I am miserably deficient 
in some ower virtues. 

"With — I am more at my ease. Inever re- 
spect htm with humble veneration; but when 
he kindly interests himself In my wMare, or 
still more when he descends from his ptnnside, 
and meets me on eqnal ffround in conversation,- 
my heart overfiows with what is called Weing, 
when he neglects me for the mere careass oi 
groatneaa. or when his eye measures tiie dUfer- 
enoe of our points of elevation, I say to myself, 
^rtiat do I care for him, or his pomp either f* 
• • • m • 

The intentions of the poet in procurliur this 
book, so fully described by hhnself, weito very 
imperfectly executed. He has Inserted into it a 
few or no incidents, but several obse rva tions 
and reflections, of which the greater nart that 
are pr(^r for the puMic eye, will he found in- 
terwoven in the volume of nis letters. The most 
curious particulars in the book are the delinea- 
tion of the characters he met with. Ilieee are 
not numerous; hut they are chiefly <tf persons 
of distinction in the repnUic of ieuers, and no- 
thing but the delicacy and respect due to living 
charactersprevents us from committing them to 
ttM press. Though It appears that in his conversa- 
tion he was sometimes disposed to sarcastic re- 
marks on the men with whom he lived, nothhig 
of this kind is dIscoveraMe in these more deli- 
berate efforts of his understaoding , which, while 
tkey exhibit neat cleamesa of discrlmlnatioii, 
manifest also the wish, as well as the power, to 
bestow high and frenerous praise. 

By the new edition of his poems. Bums ae- 
qnired a sum of money that enabled hlin. not 
only to partake of the ifleasore, of Edinburgh, 
but to gratify a desire he had long entertained, 
of visiting those parts of his native country, 
most attractive by their beauty or their gran- 
deur; a desire whicta the retani of summer 
naturally revived. The scenery on the hanks <rf 
the Tweed, and of its tributaiy streams, strongly 
interested his faney; and, accordingly, he left 
Edinburgh on the eth of May, 1787, on a tour 
through a country so much celebrated In the 
rural songs of Scotland. He travelled on horse- 
back, and was accompanied, during some part cf 
his Journey, by Mr. Ainslie, now writer to the 
signet, a gentleman who enjoyed much of his 
friendship and of his confldence. Of this tour a 
Journal remains, which, however, contains only 
occasional remarks on the scenery, and which is 
chiefly occupied with an account of the author's 
different stages, and with his observations on 
the various characters to whom he was intro- 
daced. In the coarse of this tour, he visited Mr. 
AinsUe of fierrywell, the father of his com- 
panion ; Mr. Drydone, the celebrated traveller, 
to whom he carried a letter of introdnction from 
Mr. Mackenzie ; the Bev. Dr. SomervUle of Jed- 
bnrgh, the historian; Mr. aadMra.ttOiQ^l^^va.- 
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chope : Sr. ElUot, pbyaLcLin, retired to ■ remaa- 
Uo ivol OBthehuksolthflltairie! slrjIiBiui- 
dir Dod; Wr Jirau UaU ol l>oii«luai ud > 

^rtrrwbtn tlw nuuv of uio p«t hoi wrewl 
Man Urn. nd «T«nKlKni lie rgoelTed Ui< 
non luMplUUt ud uuaiUiK uuntlou. At 
JedkorA Iw contlnaed HTenl diiji, ud «u 
kcmiMnilttltlw imMnMii irUli tlw (ntedom 

ipDcJjDWD of bfi t(nu'> vblcb thaperpcliul rcfor- 

■enco 10 llTiog ohuHtef b preveiits ua giving ot 

'^Sdfiirday, Jfi^fl, Left Edliiborffb— Lammer- 



InfT with my compaonoa de w>gagtj very chAnn- 
Ing; partloilArlj ine al»ter. 
■■ Sundaj/. Want to cJiurcli at Uiinie. Hurd 



Gome to Hetkirt op tin kinki ol 
riv>. ii» wbola cunnlrr benAlHHUi, ttOOt 
ruMd and Kllricfc, reiu«rkablj ilultfT' 

■Ting ipent three weeki Jn eiplortrg tliii 
ireilUiB icenerT, Burns croiicd srer lib) 

inth«canrw«(blsioi>r,iixuniiwnled hW Hs 

' Horpoth ana Kev- 

■pmt two dan, and 
^ .- nOi-wMt hjHBiluini 

du-B at CuuilB with hu'lTKii^ Hr^tcLu. hR ' 



tonli—ane Drldga over Ihe 

Srdan planted In tJia rellfloDB, rogted oat and 
Blrerod toy a Hottenlot, miUut tTIMrt at tlie 
Unke'B 1 Gamale and loU oi Bcnrlckthire, and 
even BmboriliaM™, aoporior to Ajfahlrt ■— ' 
roadt— [nralp luid nhnep hnitoandrr. thoii 
linprDveoiealB. .... Iiw mnrJwlB, i 
ilueDtly. low landi: maBnlUceace of la 

ffOod nlffht. 
'■ Widiiiitiat. Breaktait with Mr. Fair. 

ana of old rnda irraDdenr. bal enrcmel; Idle. 
Jed, a Bne romantla little ilTer. IHned with 
Captain Rntlierlord, .... remni to Jed 
tmrih. Waltad np the Jed irltti aome ladlea tt 

UMBea, iDlrodncall'oMr, Potta.wrlJui'.Bndli 

iriu'n. and a EeilUc^iu^'^SriaiU)' adiGcled 'ti 



" Jidburth, Samniag. Wat preaented by 

^lla^m, Jfai K, JTrtv. Dine irlth Ihe .... 
mer-i dnb^all nntlemen talUnsel hlnh mallen 
~eaeb o( UmmkeepB a hunter fruiii an to JM 
muaud atiBiHii the loi-hunilnE dnto <n cbg 
omntrr. Ua oat inih Ur. Ker. ana of iho ctgii. 
anda&4eDdoIMr.Aln>11e'a.toileeri. Inhltmlnil 



me Id mr Kniluh toni-. 
"JVm5b|f. nine with Sir A _ ., 

lirjbmgli, a tint! old nilnail ublwj-, by ihd we 
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ticotlond, and at Annan hit )UDnial 



thaTWeed lUul of the Tetl 
iBifintli 



iLlBwliU oUKbt 
of tbua are ui^ 
"' "■"' It dOBI 



GeonwtthBdandexiieeted. n«ii Aniura, Biirna 
anqnbar.lo Motiglel, iiear>IanataIlH,ln Ayr- 
tdre. whers he arrlTed about the nh s( Jdcil 
wnlhe. 'itvlll be ouUy conceh^d wlUrvllat 
laainra and pride lie was rBcelved^by hi* 
■other, hli brolhera, and idiUen. Re haa iill 
hem wMX, and cempAnUf ely frlendleili he n- 

urln bla drcoauuneea. Ho ranmed M them 
ichauged In hla ardent aSactloaa, an< ntdy 
a ibon with (ham la tha ntteimon laMUlur 
HavlnB reDialMd with Il»m ■ few doi, hs 

lalcd -'iniictua, 5^Si,^SS''Sh5i™V"*" 
"^wiKo'yon Ihll mmylrar'lSroush a 4om^ 

aonnlalDa, thIMy orerapraadnltb eaTage Boeki, 
rhlch alanlngly anpport at laviwo InhiblianU. 
MylHBt Ma|ewiurn»erary-lo-niurrownlghl» 
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Bnma returned to hll 
Ih whom be apenC Ifae 
. hli frlendatdiH. and u- 

,.„„.„ „_ ry Hanendly Tuim™ and 

ndinlred. In Auitnat he arfuvtallodEdlnburrt, 



Jram Ibe'caeOe BI^mglT Inlerosied 
(ormer Tlilt towhlch.lila iiatlunal li 
been powerfully flr~"~' ■"' ""■ " 



kt HUriliwin out wlUi • componr o( 
nnan frgm JdlnlnjfilL amonii wluHn irii> 

olBmv. IliliwuinM,«u" tbe ludien 
thtOA Ottaaau IUSM mt EdlDknnli - tl 
MOH wi •■< fomir of coovcrwilon i uw ui_.^ 
foDdMB fw coDTlnl •odet}', ud ihongbtlsii- 
cb«nw*«rii«d both. Jr— 
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I nant tlut I hna^fuafTikABaneBafattSii 

<a tS^ eoDnnMten.aUtMronlUtoroaolbtr 

< ocra^sni. whu I li«|i|i>n»d (o nuat tbao lo- 

Srw^rlhil iiitiiinilwiiiliiy. [Till iiLiii Dnrnt 
wu auM mju Ua MRb Biiiu loutoiiMd. 
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tmrv wiu tonned my flmc loaiulDtAnce v 
Un. HdmltOB-i eid«tt daafbler. ui whom 



putiu Ui 



un (taji U Hui 
toTtdt nrlow 

„ta buMAMb^fillz, ud n-' 
wMsNluTCMae CamptoU, 
01 tk* luiilr ol Anyla: mm 

rust o( Um Honm. called the 



BMIdoaUIHMhudnnKli tute ftir tbs ploU- 
nM|u. I mH nrntmbm', that tba ladla at 

•HKHMdlh" dlwnhitiMDt at tli not «i- 



iUlmnniaiUnn dl Uifliuddnni Umi anaiw, «t- 
M^liMf aoHION. and mmmwIiM koniMe. 

^A TVQt to Mn. arwt of Clacfcmamun. a 
My atora alne^, tlw Unoal deacsndant of that 
ocMuneM, Intarailed hb IHIttiai num nowar-' 
lalb'. ni) venttaUa Ama, vltta ciuuil:terl■^ 
tloM otsnltT, lB(i«nwdRU,aiiu DbaarrlPi that 
I kaUa^Aaniidn^^^nntlie hmUr of 

from kartM&r. noaab almoit daprtredoT 
■IHash br ■ nCraljIlo aXaoOoit, atae prcMrvad 
hcrbomall)]' ud arlNUdur. Mb* wu In 
aword- with vUch tha coalarnd on Burn^ and 
Bn^ tha honour of kntahtMod, remarkliic, 
that iha bad a bMtor Hgbt to confer thai tltli 
than tonio pwpla. .... VoD win at eonm 
oonsluK tliU&w old lad^a pollileal tanem wan 
a* JacoUtlBal aa tjn poetX a ooafornutr wbkh 
ooatritialed ■"lJU'!^*J^ mh"'"' " b^ 
fhS^ul after dlnnar. «aa inuof. or, Awar 
with tha Htnocera. Who ibaia iiraiuen were. 
JOB will rmill&nnderManrt, Mra. X, eoTKels 
UH by«jln«l?.lionMt«Siwl,orrfi»Mi.B™. 

- Wfl"ti"mBd' D afiiibiitBh bf KInroM (on 



hare Men lil(bljrbiereitlii(. 

and tba abbef-«ADnh, now Co 
brteiun wonblp. Ubtb I m 
afoot, or itool of repcnlani 



it Uubori Bruce, for wlioso 
in UoIMc neglect Sue ant 



Tlio snrnrlse eipressed bj- Dr. Adair, In Ua 

nguLir ; and the dlujipolnlnHnt lelt at Ui not 
onion the ilEhtoOhii fainou catanct of Ibat 
: Bnnii, on other occasloiu of the auiw natura. 
el tha InCerenco that I>r. Adair aeuu IncUnod 
I draw from It, that he had Uttla tuia lor tha 
.IctanMiaa. intiiht be qDaaiioned. even If It 
wood ancontrovartad br other eridHKa. Tha 
mnaaof BuniHwaalBaMih d«BMcauleh»a: 
Bhacama wicalladL and itften ntuil to alMkl 
at hie bUdlu. Of all the nnjnaroai enUeota 
■■neilMl to ubn br hb ttlonda and aorreipoo- 
danli, then la acaicelr one that he adoptad. 
The TerraiKctatloD that a nartleclar occaiioa 
woBid eielH the enerilea of few, U eommtml- 
"'-' to IlarBi.*eaiDMla him, aaln other poeM, 
ndlre of the effect axneded. Hence per- 
__r- II mu bo aiplahied, win the hanka o( Iha 
Devon and the Tweed term no part of iho inUect 

A ilmllar traln^f rean>nlns nuiT perhape ex- 
idaln the neni (1 cmollDn wlili which ha viewed 
-Bpcllont of iho mind more dendmed by the In- 

Il)lnt[ from the M^t of natorai ohlecla, and 
toreeejectat^of obJectiolEnMkaT. Jtlnate 
eaeilnmn otwenee, otaHbniue nataibihooM 
ererlia glTon to thoaa who ace ahoat to Tlew- 
hem, paiHealarlT If thar are Mrsoni ol inac 
Iranglh and aenalUUtf of Iraiglnatlni. Tan- 



i-nlatat f»rma 
ilchftie -Ceol- 

VhMher then mtneetlona maj- aealat In ex- 
ilulmf inir Bard'a acfldencj of Imnreaelon on 
,..} occaaluu lelened ta or whether tt oii^ 
tnthar to ha Inumted to aoma pra-oecniiallon. or 
Indlepoaltlon ofndnd.wapreBimaDOt to decide; 
hat that be was tn Reneral Holing attro to the 
'Idenoe. \t it tree, tlE 



'■ How pieusnt iha bunks ol the dc 
DeVon- 
Thfl dlffercDt Joumoys alnady in«] 
not utlHfj the carloflKy of bDroa. 
beiinnlna of bs|)>"">"- •■■. '—<■■ — 
Edlnbnrgli, on < 
HlfhUiuk In u 
whom ha had ooi . . 



LIFE OF ROBERT BURKS. 



•I Alhnlg HoBM. Ub 



tho Inteml ka Ui EDMe thtmiG Iks in 
[twuiilnitdrinntlnjiduk: >«tt1w Htl 



Mr. Wlcol iru Qt JMimfrlH-ililre. of a doccnt haaii bT n woody prccLpLc*. tram nblch then la 

eqisUj knmble with our poet. Uka hhn he row * noble nitertolUlH throw h[iiiH[r on ttnliaattir 

bj tbs nrem^ ol U> taiaDtb wil foil by tlu Mat, ■Ddfinhlmeellip in > tender. UHtnietmL 

ibMUMotUpaulDnL HodMlDtlMiiimBar umI T^opliMu •Rttanilwai o( kBiftaMMtTl 

o(,H#. KMliw»lT«atlw«Innantioliaml- simM lulp tUnUng It mliM IWT* bMB ban 

ollutimMlw at^pulrti Hlnd.HT.lllecfl tbitkaraealndteMuAtbaMlinrtaaHM*. 

BHdaBmri^IlaadilngiiUi^iilldBnniaBd -wUstabe aP ■- ■-■ — ■ — ^—i- ^i^ 

IiTeU^ MfMlUllltr lbs ofltea olan tutrHMar oi •Braul 





parts of tbfllr axonlHVfl In 

'-tmiflt^at. In thli 

iporarr and rival of "It ma wHh mnch dlfflcallf 1 prevailed on 

-.. .Fbomho mieinblBl him to nalt tUa i|iot,and to l» lulrodnud In 

f tin partlalan of his hW(BT>aa wall u la the proDar IFbh to inpper. 

l«UltBgleawraa«( bUchara^ar. nwoOeaaf "HjranlMltTinuRreat toaeehowhoimalil 

aailitauit taacher In tha HIah-IMnol biba eondBCt libBaoIl hi compnnj bo dlilercnt from 

Taeant, It waa, aa uaal, tuiad ap l» anpatt what ha had beon wcuriomed 10. Ills msuner 

ttau; and, bine Mea of some prejudkes, and woa nnambanaaied, jilala. and Arm.' He ap- 

nrupa ol aoow welHOnnded oUectkns. Mr. paared to have oomplcie rollonce on hit own 

KlaaL br aapNlor learnlni;, carried It troai all nnllve good aena tar dlmcthiK hla bchaTtoor. 

tlw Dtbar eaadldatea. Thli ofllce he Oiled at tlia He seemid at onco topemlve and to apnreelata 

padodotwhleli we speak. vhntvia daa to Ibe company and la abnseIC 

U Is taba lamented tbst an aennalnlanceirlth and nevtr to lOTaM a pninr naaoM lor tba 

tbawrltarsolGrteuand Itome Jifi uai aln-gya neiisrats (pecka & dlmitty biuaialngla aack. 

iopply an orit^ml want uf inuo and cntrtclncu lie did not arronte ooBTeiaatloB. bnt. Wben lail 

In mannera and eonlad: andirhcrc il fnllaal lntolt,baapnkewltbea»,pniprletj,aadiBaall~ 

Ihta effect, tt aomellnea InflanKS the nallv* neis. He tried to eienbla alllltlBi. hecanae be 

pride or temper, which treat! with disdain HuHC knowftwas aUlltrnhina that fava Mn alltle 

dellcndes In which It bas not lesmad to excel, to bo then. Hie Duke's Una youBji fanllT 

11 was (has with the telknMiavaller ol Barns, aitraeied mnch M 1il> sdinlratlon: ha drank 

FoRned br natntfi In n model of Rieat atttngth. ihalr" ' 

nellber bis penun nor hla mamien hod any Idcav 

Itnctareartasleareluancei andhlaeoaraencBa sjid 1 

was tux compen4ted by tliat romanMc sea- hla po 

■IMUly and fmie ncrniiatih maglna Ni 



llama. In the bbite n ose i!en be al 
flclenelet of Ma nano ra were abior 
dtsaiipeared 
Xr. Mtcot Bd 



No. n and V^M and by 
Walker.o Perth, h nre ^ 
the DafceolAhott) w ore 



"On reaobliieBlat 



ichaiHflaadedl^the comuny, 
10 has rory fel(cllon^elos«i 

som Dl the moftt ronmnrlc parts of that nsl^- 
bo rhood, and vm lilifbtj' gratlOed by his con- 
ga Ion. As a siHirlmen of his hsjiplmBi at 
CO pUon nnd ilmieth of exonsrian, I will 

cc unt of hla TtEnniua iiileiiis altboBgta likey 
h h a a coBfoonde^ strong In^nea'd Bortof a 

Mocb atlonllon waa tMld to Snina botb 
he ns and after the linHc'a rciani. of whldi b* 

""f dcimrtnrel rec^inniicnled to Ida, M Ibo ' 
moa BpproTirlaterotnra be(iinIdinBka,towrlt< 
some descriptlw i-eni:> 011 any of the aoene* 
w h whlrb ha had brcn so mnch delighted. 
A leavlmE Blair, tic. by (ho I>ak«'s adTM. 
cd the Fain of jlmar. and. In a few dayVl 



Imprcs'ilon made by onr 






jLtlula HouB u UDoni Ibe lupplest ol bli Ufa, our 1 

He wu WAniilj luTltca to proloiiK U« "tfLy, but iHnn 

HsrUeal hU IncUnatlont U Ma anngBBMni naBf. 
■wUk Mr. moDl: irblab la ibo inonlo b« i 






■ntUd, u b* woBld otIiarwtK liiiTe torn In- might, on & lilr eonMHUon. when uany at 

uvdwiedtoMr. unnOEiItliBii diiUr expectod on feeUDf miidof«XT>niuoaw«r«HHntBlDqiw*iliBL 

k tMI M th« DtM), • cbeoBUUDM tbt aliU liavs won Iha butt bl MilmMr Iron iba mil 

IMV* iHdri tiTotinbla lnfli»nca on Bnnu't linmtt v! thU anj. I allnd* to Oa fncPwM 

he m* allonru^ IndibUd (or ta^ rSco to fbe " •'■'" BstWrer, Uopo, »w«jrr' 

Buln. In nlutlni the iDclJenti ul out poet'i Ule M 

The lattenuidiHMnu which ba idilreEsod la EdLnburEb, vt onebt ui bive menUonad tbe 

*Cr. Onbiiin, bur teitlRutny ol bit >uiiiilhlllly, >aD(lnieDl> ot mpcct and lymiHItir w[tb vhldi 

mrUHnaar the ■nnnqiltloo, Ibat ho woiUd not no tnced oat Ilia grave ol bin preiacenor f«r- 

hanliaeaAafiGleiitlD ETHtltEdBluiil ho iHenc^B- guon, oret whoM athet, U tlH CvtoOEsU 

▼atedtoa BltnaHoii bettar lulEed la hlB dUpcwl- chqrch-<jiird, ho obtaioed taare to araet a bunn^ 

tlon afld to hla talentL ment, wlUeb wfLI be Tiewad ^ raOHnni Dinda 

poet and tali leUaw-lravoller arrived at Focha- In the batum of klndtad aealiM, ■>>■]> a Uffa 

ban. Id ibe coone of the prcnillas winter emollon. KalUwr •boold w* p«aa orar Ih* MM- 

Bonia bad been Introdnead lo Iha Uqeheu ol tlnuad Mendiblp he aipertaoead ftOB a H*( 

Uordan u Edlnburglh and preiamlng on hli {{t^t^"%*'^, ■■>>>^* "* JSS'f^^ 

ln»pfiaUlranfSiidnoa"»'iirthe lamllj" being tbfaiffiS^MlSotl<Ste"adl!S^S*^^ 

takehiiplaceuihatuble, as'a.mUlerolcoanB. loned hl> tama; be litvllbed IpM Un ail tka 

tria^ni7 OnbaliiE nreased lo >:£ he men- tbe f rlendi wtum he IntrMncsd to Bnma waa 

thned. tor tbe Bnt tbne. hln cDeaneniDnt witb ^'- Hanuay ot Oehlenyie, to wUm oar poet 

hlB feOow-traiatler; and bl> noble hiHt oflerlng paid a vlsltln tbe Anumn Dl IW, at Ua dalfitO- 

lo aend'a leryantto conduct Mr. »l»il to the IhI ntlremeul hi tbe neMiboortiDod U StMbg, 

(auUe,Bnrn>liiiJttadoanndenaWn81lrulofll«o aud oii tlie banU of tbelBUb. WtUaweWnr* 

bimaeu. Ha wu. howarer, Dccnaiuiiilod I>t a tbe fulU>whi( partleilarei 

nBtlaman, a nartkmlaj- aegpalDtuica ol the "IbaTabeaalutlM mmianolinaivBaiiof 

iMk*. brwHomthelnvlutlonwui delivered hi fenlni." a™ Mr. tona^^ijBeoftteoDppatfc 

MlMfniiualpalltoieaL Hie Invitation eame bnt never wttDeaied aiA OaAn dt lotSeetiS 

toolatai thaprMiDtJftcDlinu flemedtoa hlnta briBtttneHaa from him. tba biiMlN ot tlM no- 

MgnaA pHUonpr the neiieet wnicn ha had manL tpwti tt calaaHal llial InoTar iraanwn 

•InadrnfleMA. Ha bad anlarail the hona to daUKhla(t,tl»r*rmltiaairttk Mi egai|MUVli>r 

•• Bat to the eaiTlaca, balsa determined la i>n>- two dan, M»««ft. Id ■ Diliad aoHwaB* I 

CMamiUt WantB^aMMt and tbar loondblm enonldbavonudeUttleMUmi IDrbithaKiiiue- 

paraillBt tka atroau <i FMliabBn, belora iba hbTi nhraea, be did not alwara kamr vben la 

awcrltaakm. ventlnckla unron (he n»- ^ar oft and wban to pUr on. . . . iKotaaly 

UUon lorlba ilBwneB with which ha obevedUa propowd to him the wrlllna of a play atmHai U 

MB— andl. Al no oaplanalloa nor entrealj tbe'tientle etHph*rd,'fiiii)nidn>(Hta»nifai, 

«a«U Auaa lit* pancaa of hli faUow-traveller. bnt SMUi/i gton/to, a lUhlect which l>™-~- 

wnt^urMiuodtatheMmadijolaapara- hai^^nomnuu nbaoned b hb B 
«%Mi 



IkBpaat^Aalaai with mot 

WMt, ha taned Ma back on UoMoa Caitla, tereating aa tboaa hi th« 'Gantla Hbapbeid,' 
SSSJ? 5!l2j™5^?JP!f??fl!li5f W dW. -3*? ""ff ™w!» J?™ ""wMm in ^an- 



na hapudan. which avBiTonaii 

, , , .dndneuofflia adiIllmil<dMale,lnMantl]'raoocBlH)ui 

la luiUv, 56»»5«_thB_beit ratom In tUi HSjr*;.^Si,!!."TF fafaatad ya»r-ol 



BrB«tarV"'^?hawiScor^7'S.''Knd« F poemi by IbafrenuaBna, ■ Sir,' laM he, 'then 

mtroMlU. Itappeara thalon'AeslBl°daya( ™"lberilllor welt norwool.' He tald he had 

HBcomMr, no lllloncled a meptbiK to eelebralo not ehaiiged a wmH eicopt one- lo nloBHo Dr. 

the talrUi-dar nl the Uiieal denniidanE ol the Bhtlr," 

Pllnco Cbarlet Edwaril Whatever in I Blit buvo In Febniaiy. i788,Biimi lonndhlmicllmailsroi 

tonuitbl>annnttiDeeilng,thers|9ngr»HatD all hit eiHiii«? ^ro^uDdndViundi tial^E 

iupp«a thai the Bonllemen ol which II was at dhuely adranead lo Ua bntber Ullhart, who 

thli lime compoiied, wem not paricotiy loyal to badlaUnDponhlBMlltlwaappartaltbairual 

Sr *??..■?*.;'"' >"""«■, " '■ not 'o I" eoii- mother, aafwaa atnnBB(MyiiBanT do. 

oalied Ihat they enlerulned any hope of, my eoUle) la ttaa laaa ofUoiifM- «^ttilb» n- 

Hiih lor, Iha raiiorailan ot lOe Honw ol Himn ; malnder otlhta i3C aad naa fanbtr enUaal 

bnt, over iheir ipuruini wine, tiioy indulired prodia bimMajMeBhliadaluiaUudoaaeCtknf 

UgsinaiDui leellbgi which the ru«i[|»tlDn o( Rlniaelf lor Hie fiilha aeenpetloa ofaMeiiltH^ 

pomoismorated Ihe liarole vnlon" whtetrivc Km ol EtlKrt, on the haiilis ot Iheriiwkltb! 

loBunaliilt In valn-vnloiirworlhrolaiinhler ill mllea alava tinmlrlc., on which he entend 

saiue and a happier (sctune. Un iklB occnslon at Whiiiunday, iigB. Having bMD praviouriv 



tmnudliiuly applied Ui icgnlrlDa Ibo fntDnna 



KOBEKT BUKN8. 

UiHIUeu IdUni^lth tlie pneloiuciu- 
eilBtence; n4Tt afteo pidaODlnv tlw 
lutt. Ute tbe pUlnB or Jeticbo, tbe wnlar 

a laUrtiuuu^ gifted Ellabi ciaevif 



Ss 



Ha Dspectfid to be rallod Inbi Borvlc« In the. 
lOMxict In vJilcb hia rarm vojn slmated, and 
viUn^ faoped tf> unllu tvltb aucc«afl the laboim 

plana for fncnrlly. lUa ttaoerDHH bei 
Id lIiD obica or lili nHiBl: ardent at 
and uneaiiui to no »)i»|denUDiu In 

boDDor and aEteotlon, be JolntHl wll_ 

a palillc docUntktn ot mHrrloco, tbna legal- 
buiBtlLfllr union, and randarlliff lb ponnuieat 
Belara minu w*a knonn In Edlnbnrib. a 

amis bad InTlledblm, in Iha iprlng at llh. ti 
TlBw blB BstiLts In HiUudalc, oVerlng him at tbc 



S?.5A" 



n in vliicli Dams ntv toand tilm 






In tills coontry. 'Lotd^wbAtln man!' ^i . 

buHtllnff IICtlQ bundle ot uaifllojia. appotllea, 
IdBU and (anclGs ! and wtaafu caprtdoiuUnd o) 



[llton'B 4dam, '^adlylny me In mj'ino 
i ylt"" vrbluh thongS haW-iancUfled ' 






SBAt deal) onlnlamal peau«^— all tlw 
etr warmoa: »nffref«9, tholr moat 



'blch it uraly via • 
lue^-all tlwH JoImS 

'*"■'- "■"« pCPWUfBl 

got, lo urji 
lO^UDW, Ijnl 






yjuS 



hlalarm, nblc 

lamllj. On tblHoccaBlDn,beliliDB«irT* 

" — ■*- ipaiiDD oi a laboorar^ Uw hhmu 

_ -UenBlb nor hli lUU Impi^nC 

Pleaieik wltb inrvftjlng tbB ffnwsda am wu 
about to coittraM, aua with tba narlnc of ■ 
tiuliding thai staoald (Ire iMIur to kk iriS ud 
-'■"■■ — -nd, a> b* lonlljr^ipBil, to lila wni 

, on bit Imagination; and a ttw daji 

paiwd away, bh 1i» bluHlt InlDtntt u, liM 
— , . ^y^ 11 not [he happKm, wUebka had 

. lamented tbat at tbla <vltlBil_perlod 
or po«t wu wltlunU tba lodaCT at 

id children. A gnat chun Md 
I tubli altnatlontbiioldtaiUil&wan 

IbouiblB and condocb. But bU*^ 
was InlBrmptcd by tp 
iKleW> 

itliait be bad formuT In a ill 
Ifdiptalkia assailed bim near bome. 

KDTierJU acqnalntanfe In tha dlatrict in which ha 
lived. The public TOICB had now prononneed an 
the jinb;ect olbis talentB: the rnflptinj ha ttwL 



pdcatloi 

-M lol— -, 

Af tahlte ; and 

ulffbt at an Ino im tiw road. On sw^j 



DBnllHniQn a 

CiSmmdi 

steady labrtc . . . , 

ihoHpropeoiltleswblchttinpcnine* might b«n 
weakBnBd. and prodanca nltmiatflljrrappr H iaB; 
It was not long, therolore, befora Bonn buam 

10 view his fann with dli^lke ar' •■ ■•-— 

innnlarj uyiBii tor iSTeral yaanlw 



unlortnuntari Uahod ; 



nhnM 



•ItaUIiMi. lie now kpiiIK'rl id be fiupIiijimI 

IV Dm Inwnn at iff. unluun ol tlntro. 

ISi%£ mi aftar Ihli, In ■ wntt nxiiinn 
ttamtaatiS toneminu, whil* he MiocA bttuKll 
to tiM dlUgi ofbB new upcdnlDiant. 

Be Blllit ladecd itUI be »en In Ibe ■print, 
dlrji^lnf nbjioacta, jf labopr In which ne ex- 



r ~1K Us tiin]ed4p fur- 

rewi, and KMteilng Um mln in the vaitb. bnt 
■-■- "■' ' '-^ "ic prlndntl put ol 



■t be wu now Id sBnenl tu b 
Id on bOTHlMck. iblt blKti-nlnl 



UBoaa the EUli ind Titei o( HlthsdRl 
IVTUffVn wnnderlntt oretlho channeof n 
itBd uauerUf tali wij-wiril f>n[:lc8 u bs i 

^?W U Mventnru wJlh tiUn In the yett 
IfMt" ur> Ur. Banuar ol Octitertrn. in ■ 
i»t>.- •* .is« '^■■nr. "wbeh iHutHlnir ibroiurh 



Minr, In orerrthlDg elia. ha una t pirtiet, 
■enuemtn- After leeving a note to be AeLlromL 
to him 00 hh reluTn, I proceoded to hia honied 

bslBC cartau lo kb hli Jewi, Ac 1 wu i " 

pluuM wkh hli ixar Halma gwiu, uni 

or ordliMU7,raMla. In the erentntt be inddMLy' 
bomcod In ipoo n, uid uld, u ha entered, 
I COBB, to ma the woMi nt HiMkiipera, ■ atewed 
In hut*.' Infaobbehadflddealncre^blT' ' 
alUrfMatTlnf nraoM. We l*n Into omvi 
tloadlrccllK.an(l«ioo(entnl(iUHiBer(iiwg 
olsoatrr. ^ tidd me that be badBow^ 
n ■torr tor » dnUD*, whteh ka waa to call ' _.. 
MMqaeclian'a Blahmi,' from ■ popilar itory ol 
Koknt Breca helBfTaaiwMd on tke muer o( 
Caar, when the heel of hit hoot having hKMeind 
In hia ^ft^jbe applMto Robert Uacqwdum 

. a neat rata, when Hr- S — popped In hIa 

, wUeb pn a atop to our dlKOnne, wblch 

•erjr hiUreitbi^ Yet In ■ little 

the b«nl-> aeuliu. that he made the 
m Hr. a — '■ cbeakn. albeit nnuKd 

» una, and I w*> gilBTed at tbe 
m Bltewardi. Poor Bnniil we 
ivar «ea hla like acaln. He wu. In 
it eonoat In literature, Irregular In 
rhioh did not do good proportioned 



to the poetic j 

repoits of U 
ahaahanUic 
tnUh.BioRi 



to tka Mai* at UfU It dlH>land." 

In tba MmnMr M ITBL twoXngUih nnilenian, 
wba had before nMt with bin la Sdlnburgtl; 



a. ther were tmlormcd that he hi 
atontbebanka a Ok rlTen and dl 
l^m their hmai, ihc^r^Mxedinl 



larappMmica. HehadaeanmadaDt a. 
man hla bead.* looie md-coat flxed 
lihn W a b^ from which dopendrd an ' 
«• mgnland broadnrord. It wa> Bami. ' 
alvaTthem wHb cordlallly, and aaked 



Invcnry luarUe. and mlilnii the aidrlta wUb 
water and suRir. llUed tbeTr RUiwei^ and In- 
vited Ihem to drink. Hie Iravellcn were In 
baile. and beilOea, the flavonr ol the wblakir to 
their aouthroa palaiea waa wareelr tfllerable: 
but tMgenennawetalleiedtbenhlabeaLand 
hli ardent hoepnalliT Itaer loond It InmneetMr la 
n^Mlit BBiinwHililbl>Iiawioalnui(id.andtha 
chvmi <t hla c(HiT«iath>n ware altofEther ba- 
einatbu. He laifad oVar a anat Tailatr «( 
tonka. lUninlnatlna whatcrer h* lOMhed. Ha 
niaird the lalee-ofhli bibncr and o( hta joath: 
tendcreit ol bl> ponnsi In the wDdeal of hU 



iMhcd 1 IhB HOen* ot gar poet fOinit tbo nialit 
of ihne.and On dketatea of pradence: nl the 
hoar at uibbdiht Ihej toot their w^ In nutriH 



dnulatlnir booki amena 

neltliboiirBood, of vhloh ha —_».». 
manuenent i and ha aeen^ed UuMll 
ihHHlly In compoilnR aonn lor the : '"' 



Er^""'" 



idoiiAlnBlIX 



Ifr. initer: after JharlBii < 
andabalf. niiaOeelnt 



rlu acqalttad fallBeaHtotbe 
I Board, ha bad haan anoint 



1 tidi firaiUa 



poKd ol his atwft and ol hla crop on Enhland 
br nubile auction, and nmoved to a mnall honio 

whKh he had taken In DuiDhlea, about tbo end 

lllilicrlik Bnmt, iboo)^ addicted, lo cxccsg, in 
■oclaljianlc*. hnd abstained troni Hie babltnal 

toUnmilXilKiia^HKf mm cmt- 
^ .1 . — . „,! j^ irrejn- 



nr hr daareeiL In 
I nnnappUy ocoBTt 
bi the DOBUMaa ot 



iw tbo eonaHnanoBS of rlnldlna 
ipeUMe and ■eniatlBna, which 
{the dietatai of hla Jodaraam. 



iKclur^infi 

niUdni 
JlnatlTl 

^aratttii. , . ^ 

jdHtlnate atranlaa, and ■t.tlmea, temperance 
udvlrtaeeeeDidtaSTaoUaiualtheiiiHirterr, 
neaidei hli eDEUementi la the Exdiw, and the 

-iicictr Into wnioh ihey ■■ " 

timn'a ennlrlbalnl lo tbi 

eraonl uf cnltlviucd mb 



t obtained w 
idaTuiDea, 



Emdto «n|DTtfa« pleuun oThli convtrsAlli 
At be GOfild DOC Tective them under liLa o^ 



UFE OP ROBEKT 

cndbrlght, Umnah 



dornunt. In tbe tenr veiri whleh be 11 
pimlrfu, be pcodiiad imnr ol Iili be: 
IrrtB, tlmM It dOM DM kppuir tliM -~ .r 
Il<ri*ir tU^hDe. he nude eerenl ciennloiii 

'-rlolli«HUIitH>nrlnecoEnU7.of one orwhlcli 
iK>a«hUiiDciwiir.i]ii«cDnptlsprEH>rve<l Ing 



let and mutarij bud. v 
"Iiot Bnmi m gny HIgblin 



vU be hnulited. A deli* 
nd >Ulu wilder u mm 
ImmedlilelT opiioslle. 
■u, we uw ATrde, a C 



■ppeared. Iwd we not reeolTcd to reecb Ken- 
mot a* nlgUt. We iirlied u Mr. nnd Mn. 
Ooidim wm afttlni down to mpKr- 

"HeTaliBaaudae binw'i mih. The catllF, 
u old balkUiiA itudi on a lu« luturil luoiit^ 
In ft«BI. On Hnr Kan wlndi <Sr scTnrnl mllei 
tbronik tbe bba bnOa and beaatlfol holm. UII 
U aKpimdi Into a lake twelve nulDs lonB. the 
Iiaalu ol wblcb. oa the aoulh.jmunt a flue and 
■oft landKaH of gieen knolh, natural noodt, 
aid Bera and then a sty rock. On llie north, 
n^upett it RTcat. wUil. and. I may eay, Ire- 

aeene mora tarrlbl; romaulte th^u uie Cvtio ol 
Kentaore. Bsnutblnkiio hlgtilfullt, Ihatht 
niedlia<a> a deecrlpUsn of It In iMBtiT. Indeed, 
I iMllev* lie hai begua Ilia work. We ipeni 
three dan wtlh Hr. Uonlon. wHmie nollihed 
hoipnalLIT la ot an orlflul and endciTlnK kind. 
Mn. OordOD'i 1ap-do(, fcAo, wai dead. She 
»enm^. Bnmewaiukadloroiw. TlilawiB 



dteolate realoin eslended wide aronnf Tie 
ikyvatCTBfMbatlowltta Itaa wrattbediMM of 
tb«Mll;llbecMmlinranuaiiddwk. Tbalwl- 
l<n> wlndi tl^edLUn Il(»nln«g aleamad, tba 
tlumdar nBM. Ika poM oWTcil the nrtal 
Btoie— beiHAn not ■word.baiaeemHlraptln 
medttation. IB a mtle while the rain henn to 
fall! It ponred In floods upon na- For tbrc-e 
boan didtbe wild tleioonliruniMe l/iar btathM 
man oar delenteltM he«d>. Oh, alt! 'Iicat .Oil. 
We »ot utierlT wet i and to revenge oajsetreB, 



laongni, inronan a nna connuy. But here i 
ut tell Ton that Bama hadRot a ndr (^Mmnr 
wUCortli* lowiaTiTblch bad been Uunontdf 

et, andwhldiliiHllBendiledlaiKjianimrar 
lat It wiienot poaelljle Eo get them ona^UL— 



Js were going to"^nl Marj- 



imltj^ 



A tick BtDmnclL onda heartache lent tjivjrani, 

tempted to leaaon^wlrh him. Uercjornis. bow 
he djd Tome and rage I >~oth1iig could reinstate 
Uin In temper. I tried TSrlaBi eiPedlanU, and 
at latt bit on one that suceeeded. 1 ibawcd Mm 
the house o( ■ ■ ■ ■ icroas the bay of mglon. 
Against ' ' ' with whom he wai oSended, be 



ndbMahtalons 



emptof appearances: andwhnt 
Ikirk carried them In his crnrli 
le Inililed they wen worth 



wore thai he would not dine where he 

provaH^.tbereforOfOnHr.Dalie]] Iodine with 
-1 In the Inn. and had a toit agroeabie party. 
s the CTenlng we set oat fix 3l. Uaty^i Isfe. 
lobert had not ebiolalelr regained iha mllkl- 
ess ot pood temper, and It oecnrred •noa or 
irlce (0 him, as he rode along; that Ht. Afary'a 
lalewas the seat ot a lordt yet that lord was 
not an arlalaant. at least !■ his mbm tt tka 
word. Wa UTlTOd (boat tidit n^dodu as Jbo 
fandlywenatlMUdctfaa. Rt. Maiy^ Ishi 
liODeofHiamiM deUBbind riacea that can, tn 
my oplnkn, b« fomed to &o aMuMuu of 
eniy hA hot not tamt ofiFm«Meh oooMff lUi 
natural and edttntadbHaly. Jtoitnntlodmdl 
on Its wrteinal atMi, M n t«D no Uiat wa 
fnandanthelafiM oTtlN tn*y (aa bu-*'^' 
at home, and MO* Mmifani nw ammi 
who bat PHwntl Tba Itd^ ving d 




_v->riNBM ottha sent&MBU and Inater; 

ivaoftaDdaTBtadablndfDrMdi > a»i» t1 
nopbaltlofl; tOrhutance. 'nwabtttotBeaTen 
hat oaaeel In :' and, ■ Ye nmetaiing tbonder.' 

fee i bet this h a cold-blooded objection, which 

lelklrk'i. We tud, la every uiue at the wonl, 
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, in wUcb k* citM >B ucaaK ot tiit 



1^ mud u TlolBDtlrIn nHerlptlcHilAbI 

u mUd uKl aaBtliMu ■ bTOwtoMlaB. 

^ -. .vtonied to DnmMH. and tUBMU, In wUd .. _ 

■or nmnloulon. 1 UM foo, tbu In wbota of UU mmMOn, aad daltid* Umi 

Hi CIM niniD, DO Ibe wUdi at Kunson. (rom Imnuthw of dWiir*) HotioitRia on ti 

LI wnpt In BHdltatlDn. Wbit do fou ong tiud, ud on tlio olliar. from tlw eluna 

wu uMint? Ha wu elunlng the tuTlnr mute mbmlMlo i u lor ttae uke odili t 

sngiun umj, ilong nrlth BnuA, at Bjuiiioflk- aoe, nDworthr of fall charuter. 
bun. Be mi aniued In Ibe ume Dunner an "Tlu|wrttilUrolniriwnntiTBien,"lu 

oor ilde home Innn at. Miirx'' 1^ ■nd 1 did not " hu bnwBbt me rorwiird it t, mu 

toUowtM addreu of Bnuo to Ui troopt, end poetlbareaTaweitPuiiljMWllaitependenreeii^ 

tWT* ma ■ oopf hw QilielL tlment^ wUch 1 taope ban been (owul la tha 

" >8mU wha ba'e wl' Wallace bled,' ■' Ac ™ot?^eti!d ^UuS?nb!l^U£ud'«t'^ 

Bnma bad ent«iUlned bapn at proraaUon In preHnt acoapaUoB u the onlr elltible llneof 

the £niw ; not clnsnniatenixi Mcnried Hhlch Ufa vUhln mj met. BHU mj hdoael lama 1* 

retarded iHeii fnldlinent. and whjch. In hJt onn mj daareU eonearn, and a ilunuaad Hum have 

ndndf deetrojed all ospecLatlon of tbelr ever 1 trembLed at the Idea of the degndtaiffepltheta 

lieLiid fnUUled, TheeitraordlnjVTPTenti wbJch that malice or mlerenreeen l atfcm may MBxtomr 

uaherod la the ReTSlDllaa o( Ifntnte Intsreiied UUDe. Often In Haglbic anU^Blon harel 

the [eellngi. nod emlud tbe hapBi. ol mea In llitenad to ioem fatora haebier lerlbtiMr, with 

every cumer ul Eurupe, Prsltnllceandlynnn/ the heavy malloe a( lavaca itioUlU, multlnttr 

■aemed ilHat to dliBfipeu from amon( men, aeeertlng that Bnma^notwlthiiandnn Otfim- 

nlghted world. In the dawn of Ibli beaolllul worke, and attar having been held np to pnbllo 

momlng, the seniua of Fnuchlreedani appeared flaw, and to pntdlc eulnutlo^ m* man ofioina 

oC an sngBLIint ipeeaily aaiumed the leatona ilmioir to inpport hit borrowed dlnttr. dwln- 

blie end a Cavalier, ol pBnoIti, and amonc tha toit loweat at man- 

-'-Inal bupaientBr- kind. 
ilatloD, by ardent '* In your lllutrione undH, Ht, nermlt me to 

iL iuruua. Alio novetly and the lodgB my etrong dleevownl and deOaace of eech 

wniainHiid It to falfl Sarins temper; bat— I vtU e&f It!— the gterllng oT Tilt honett 

lalenta was donbtlou graLllylng pendent Brlmb Bi^t oppreHBlon migbt beudi 

i of coni^one but Indlpuint genial, but couLd not Bubdne." 



lit Itid ibarDd u Ibe arlg 



Dt hnmedlatel)'. It may M pieaunA tloii,lhelnitlicreeteipre«lan9olBnuinBapawer- 

V hU patilal nie from a pMpto who f ui as Bums should have uttr&cied notice. The 

_iMl;kceathedihaianifaiMntioriui|irer. tlmoicertidiay required eiiraurdlnnry vigilnnoe 

iwe and bealfnllr> or oblUerata In Ua inthoiEeniniBtBdiiltbtheBilmlnlBirailuaDiUu 

the ptetnrea ol hope and of bapplBan to >avarniuenL and uenanre the safely or ibe con- 

tboAHntlnieiMfiiiddTenbMt. Onder itltBtlon wai doabtleii their tim duly. Yet 

tbeaa impnukHia, he d M nM alwui eendiHt (eneronimhids will lameot thai theit measures 

t l m a rif wflli tbo dnmnkBpAedan ana prndenee of prepanllon shoaid have robbed the inisdina' 

which hla dependent altontlon aaemed to de- tbm of oor mki of the IBM prop on irmoh td) 

mand. He engaged Indeedlnnopopalaraiao- bopas ol Independence realed.andby emUtter- 

datlens, ao common at the time oTwUeh we Ing hli peace, have aggraraud those exceiaee 

apeak : out Id com pany he did not conceal his which were soon to condnct him to an onthoBly 

opinions ot pubUo tneasnrea, or of the ref1>nn8 grave. 

reqnlred In the pnellM of our Oorammenlt Tfaonsh Ihe Tehemuu 

and Mraetlmea, In hla loelal and tmcnardeit mo- creaiedai It often wai 



JnatUablevahementa. Inlormatloo of ihlswaa RnardadannnlaiH, tlNcetei 

glrentetheBoHdof Eielsa, with the eugn- donht of Ua atauhnHat to «. 

ration lo ganeral In Mieh eaaea. \ snpeiTor foremmenl. In Um "■— ■—-■-f 

oOtoer In that department WW auibodwd to In- ha coiddhmBBtempUtlaata . , 

qalia Into Us conduct. Bnmi defended bbn- fellawtNgaattttMBi*:— "Wbttovermlgm hamr 

lelf In a letter addr ee sed lo one of iha hoard, eentimenta oI rapohUoi, andHit or modam, aa 

wrltlanwlth great lnd>pendenceofiphlt,ud to Brttalg. I «« aMmod tiM Idaa. A cenuha- 

wlth note than Ma MOUMmed eloqaenca. Hie tlon which, la tta •nlgtul pirlnelplu. experlenea 

oBotrappolntodtolnqnbvlMokUeeRdaotjM** has proved to be every way Attedtitf oat tuwl- 

a favomtUda Nport. file Oim. iteadi ttfuii, nen. It wooU be laaanlty to abandon for oa 

W- CMum of nntm, Interpgiid Ma hUnonoe sMried vUhniarr tbooiT.^ In eonfoimlly la 

and ■oodeAcei hi Ml behalfi awl tba hnm- tbeaa •embaamta, vbm the pnariog utaie ot 

dent ganger was nufend to retain his sitaatlon, pablloaflali* called, In ITW, for a general annlng 

bat, at ttae eam* thne. given to widermind thai of the people. Boms appeared In the rnnki ol 

hla promotion «i defened, and miul depend the Dmnfrles volunteers, and employed hla 

on hit f ntnre bebavlonr. poetical talents In sllmulntlng tbelt pautotlim ; 

This circumstance made a deep Impression on and at this season of the nlam, he brongbt for- 

the mind of Bunts. Fame exaggerated his mis- waitl the hJ'nm,vronhy iif Lhe UrediuL murb^ 
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when Greece was most conspicuous for genius 
und valour. coiuraenclHg, 

*' Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 
ye skies." 

Tliouffh by nature of an athletic form, Burns 
had in his constitution the iieculiarities and the 
delicacies that belong to the temperament of 
genius. He was lia>)le, from a very early period, 
to that interruption in the process of digestion, 
which arises from deep and anxious tliought, and 
which is sometimes the cflfect, and sometimes the 
cause, of depression of spirits. Connected with 
this disorder of the stomach, there was a dispo- 
sition to head-ache, affecting more especially 
the temples and eye-bulls, and frequently ac- 
companied by violent and irregular movements 
of the heart. Endowed by nature with gi*eat 
sensibility of nerves. Bums was, in his corpo- 
real, as well as In his mental, system, liable to 
Inordinate impressions; to fever of body as well 
as of mind. This predis|>osition to disease, which 
strict temperance in diet, regular exercise, and 
sound sleep, might have subdued, babits of a 
different nature strengthened and inflamed. 
Perpetually stimulated by alcohol in one or other 
of Its various forms, the inordinate actions of 
the circulating system' became at length habi- 
tual : the process of nutrition was unable to sup- 
ply the waste, and the powers of life began to 
lall. Upwards of a year before his death, there 
was an evident decline in our poet's personal 
appearance ; and though his appetite continued 
unimpaired, ho was himself sensible that his 
constitution was sinking. In his moments of 
thought, he reflected with the deepest regret on 
this fatal progress, clearly foreseeing the goal 
towards which he was hastening, without the 
strength of mind necessary to stop, or even to 
slacken, his course. His temper now became more 
irritable and gloomy ; he fled from himself into 
society, often of the lowest kind. And In such 
company, that part of the convivial scene, in 
which wine increases sensibility and excites 
benevolence, was hurried over, to reach the suc- 
ceeding part, over which uncontrolled passion 
generally presided. He who suffers the pollu- 
tion of inebriation, how shall he escape other 
pollution ? But let us refrain from the mention 
of errors over which delicacy and humanity 
draw the veil. 

In the midst of all his wanderings. Bums met 
nothing in his domestic circle but gentleness and 
lorgiveness, except in the gnawings of his own 
remorse. He acknowledged his transgressions 
to the wife of his bosom, promised amendment; 
and again and again received pardon for his 
offences. But as the strength of his body 
decayed, his resolution became feebler, and 
habit acquired predominating strength. 

From October, 1792, to the January following, 
an accidental complaint confined him to the 
house. A few days after he began to go abroad, 
ho dined at a tavern, and returned home about 
three o'clock in a very cold morning, benuuil»ed 
and intoxicated. TIiIm was followed by an attack 
of rheumatism, which confined him about a 
week. His appetite now began to full: his hand 
shook, and his voice faltered on any exertion or 
emotion. His pulse I)ocanie weaker and more 
rapid, and pain in the larger Johits, and in the 
hands and feet, deprived him of the enjoyment 
of refreshing sleep. Too much dejected in his 
spirits, and too well aware of his real situation 
to entertain hopes of recovery, he was ever 
musing on the approaching desolation of his 
family, and his spirits sunk into a uniform 
gloom. 

It was hoped by some of his friends, that if he 
could live through the months of spring, the suc- 
ceeding season might restore him. But they 
were disappointed. The genial beams of the sun 
nfused no vigour uito his languid frame; the 



summer wind blew upon him, bnt produced no 
refreshment. About the latter end of June he 
was advised to go into the country, and. impa- 
tient of medical advice, as well as of every 
Rl)ecles of control, he determined fur himself to 
try the effects of bathing in the sea. For this 
purpose he took up his residence at Brow, in 
Anuandale, about ten miles east of Dumfries, on 
the shores of the Solway-Frith. 

It happened that at that time a lady, with 
whom he had been connected in f ri ondsliip by 
the sympathies of kindred genius, was residing 
in the immediate neighbourhood. Being in> 
formed of his arrival, she invited him to dinner, 
and sent her carriage for him to the cottage 
where he lodged, as he was unable to walk.—'' I 
was struck," says this lady (in a confidential 
letter to a friend written soon after), "with his 
appearance on entering the room. The stamp 
of death was Impressed on his features. He 
seemed already touching the brink of eternity. 
His salutAtlon was * Well, madam, have you any 
commands for the other world?' I replied, that 
it seemed a doubtful case which of us should be 
there soonest, and that I hoped that he would 
yet live to write my epitaph. (I was then in a 
poor state of health.) He looked in my face 
with an air of great kindness, and expressed his 
concern at seeing me look so UL with his accus- 
tomed sensibility. At table he ate little or 
nothing, and he complained of having entirely 
lost the tone of his stomach. We had a long and 
serious conversation about his present situation 
and the approaching termination of all his 
earthly prospects. He spoke of his death w^ithout 
any of the ostentation of plUIosophy, but with 
firmness as well as feeling— as an event likely to 
happen very soon, and which gavo him concern 
chiefly from leaving his four children so young 
and unprotected, and his wife in so Interesting 
a situation— 111 hourly expectation of lying In of a 
flfth. He muiitloncd. with seeming pride and 
satisfaction, the promising genius of nis eldest 
son, and the flattering marks of approbation be 
had received from his teachers, and dwelt par- 
ticularly on his hopes of that bov's future con- 
duct find merit. His anxiety for bis family 
seemed to hang heavy upon him. and the more 
IKtrluips from tlie reflection that he had not done 
them all the Justice he was so well qpalifled to 
do. Passing from this subject, he showed great 
concern about the care of his liteiary fame, and 
particularly the publication Of his posthumous 
works. He said he was well aware that his 
death would occasion some noise, and that every 
scrap of his writing would be revived against 
him to the injury of his future reputation : that 
letters and versus written with unguarded and 
improper freedom, und which he earnestly 
wished to have buried In oblivion, would be 
handed about by idle vanity or malevulence, 
when no drend of his resentment would restrain 
them, or i)revont the censures of shrlll-tongued 
malice, or tlic insidious sarcasms of envy, from 
pouring forth all their venom to blast his fame. 

'* He lamented that he had written many epi- 
grams on persons against whom he entertainetl 
no enmity, and whose characters he should be 
sorry to wound; and many Indifferent poetical 
pieces, which he feared would now, with all their 
Imperfections on their liead, be thrust upon the 
world. On this account he deeply regretted 
having deferred to put his papers into a state of 
arrangement, as he was now quite incapable of 
the exertion.^'- Tlie lady goes <in to mention 
many other topics of a private nature on which 
bespoke.- "Tneconver atlon," she adds, "was 
kept up with great evenness and animation on 
his side. I had seldom seen his mind t.'reater or 
more collected. There was frequently a con- 
sidcrablu degree of vivacity in his sallies, and 
they wonI<l probably have liad a greater share, 
had not the concern and dejection I could not 
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di«piiso damped the spirit of pleasantry he i 
secnsed not unwilling to indnlge. 

" We parted abont sunset on the evening of 
thatday (the fith of July, 1796) ; the next day 1 
saw hun again, and we parted to meet no 
more"." 

At tr8t,Bnms imagined bathing in the sea 
had b«en of benefit to him; the sains in his 
limt» were relieved ; but this was immediately 
followed by a new attack of fever. When 
brouKlit back to his own house in Dumfries, on 
tlie 18tn ef July, he was no longer able to stand 
upright. At this time a tremor pervaded his 
frame; bis tongue was parched, and his mind 
sank into delirium, when not roused by conver- 
sation. On the second and third day the fever 
hicreased, and his strength diminished. On the 
fourth, the sufferings of this great, but ill-fated 
genius were teruilnated, and a lire was closed 
in which virt^ie and passion had been at per- 
petual variance.* 

The death of Bums made a strong and general 
impression on all who had interested themselves 
in his character, and especially on the inhabi- 
tants of the town and country in which ho hud 
spent the latter years of his life. Flagrant as 
his follies and errors had been, they had nut dc- 

{>rived him of the respect and regard entertained 
or the extraordinary powers of his genius, and 
the generous qualities of his heart. TIic Gentle- 
men-Volunteers of Dumfries determined to bury 
their illustrious associate with military honours, 
and every preparation was made to render this 
last service solemn and impressive. TIic Fen- 
dble Infantry of Angus-shire, and the regiment 
of cavalry of the Cinque Ports, at that time 
quartered in Dumfries, offered their assistance 
on this occasion ; the principal inhabitants of the 
town and neighliourhood determined to walk in 
the funeral procession ; and a vast concourse of 
persons assembled, some of them from a con- 
siderable distance, to witness tho obsequies of 
the Scottish Bard. On the evening of the 25th 
of July, the remains of Bums were removed 
from his house to the Town-Hall, and the funeral 
took place on the succeeding day. A party of 
the volunteers, selected to perform the military 
duty in the churchyard, stationed themselves 
In tne front ef the procession, with their arms 
reversed; the main body of the corps sur- 
rounded and supported the coffin, on which were 
Jtlaced the hat and sword of their friend and 
ellow-soldier ; the nnmerousl)ody of attendants 
ranged themselves in the rear; while the Fen- 
cible regiments of infantry and cavalry lined the 
streets from the Town-Hall to the burial-ground 
in the iionthem churchyard, a distance of more 
than half a mile. The whole procession moved 
forward tothat sublime and affecting strain of 
music, the *^ Dead March In Saul;" and three 
volleys fired over his grave marked the return of 
Bums to his parent earth ! The spectacle was 
in a high degree grand and solemn, and accorded 
with the general sentiments of sympathy and 
sorrow which the occasion had called forth. 

It was an affecting circimistance, that, on the 
morning of the day of her husband's ftineral, 
Mrs. Bums was nndeivoing the pains of labour, 
and that during the solemn service we have just 
t)een describing, the posthumous son of our poet 
was bom. This infant boy, who received the 
name of Maxwell, was not destined to a long 
life. He has already become an inhabitant of 
the same grave with his celebrated father. The 
four other children of our poet, all sons (the 
eldest at that time about ten years of age), yet 
survive, and give every promise of prudence 
and virtue that can be expected from tneir tcn- 



* Hie particulars respecting the illness and 
death of Bums were obligingly fnrnished by Dr. 
Maxwell, the physician who attended him. 



der years. They remain under the care of their 
affectionate mother in Dumfries, and are enjoy- 
ing the means of education which the excellent 
schools of that town afford; the teachers of 
which, in their conduct to the children of Bums, 
do themselves great honour. On this occasion, 
the name of Mr. Whyte deserves to be par- 
ticularly mentioned, himself a poet as well as a 
man of science. 

Burns died in great poverty : but tho indepen- 
dence ef his spirit, and the exemniary pmdence 
of his wife, had preserved him from debt. He 
had received from his poems a clear profit of 
about nine hundred pounds. Of this sum, tho 

ftart expended on his libfary (which was far 
rom extensive) and in the humble fumiture of 
his house, remained; and obligations were found 
for two hundred pounds advanced by him to the 
assistance of those whom he was united by the 
ties of blood, and still more by those of esteem 
and affection. VV^en It is considered, that his 
expenses in Edinburgh, and on his various 
journeys, could not be inconsiderable ; that his 
ugricnltural undertaldng was unsuccessful; that 
his income from tho Excise was for some time 
us low as fifty, and never rose to above seventy. 

Sounds a-ycar ; that his family was large, and 
Is spirit liberal ;— no one will be surprised that 
his circumstances were so poor, or that, as his 
health decayed, his proud and feeling heart sunk 
under the secret conscieusncss of indigence, and 
the appreiicnsion of absolute want. Yet poverty 
never bent tho spirit of Bums to any pecuniary 
meanness. Neither chicanery nor sordidness 
ever appeared in his conduct. He carried his 
disregard of money to a blamable excess. Even 
ill the midst of distress he bore himself loftily to 
the world, and received with a jealous reluct- 
ance every offer of friendly assistance. "His 
printed Poems had procured him great celebrity, 
and a Just and fair recompense for the latter 
offsprings of his pen might have produced him 
considerable emolument. In the year 1765, the 
Editor of a London newspaper, high in its cha- 
racter for literature, and independence of senti- 
ment, made a proposal to him that he should 
furnish them, once a-week, with an article for 
their poetical department, and receive from them 
a recompense of fifty-two guineas per annum ; 
an offer which the pride of genius disdained to 
accept. Yet he had for several years famished, 
and was at that time furnishing, the Miueum of 
Johnson with his beautiful lyrics, without fee 
or reward, and was obstinately refusing all re- 
compense for his assistance to the greater work 
of Mr. Thomson, which the Justice and gene- 
rosity of that gentleman was pressing upon tiim. 

llie sense ofhis poverty, and of the approach- 
ing distress of his infant family, pressed heavily 
on Bums as he lay on the bed ordeath. Yet he 
alluded to his indigence, at times, with some- 
thing approaching to his wonted gaiety.—" What 
business," said he to Dr. Maxwell, who attended 
him with the utmost zeal, " has a physician to 
waste his time on me ? I am a poor pigeon, not 
worth plucking. Alas! I have not feathers 
enough to carry me to my grave." And when 
his reason was lost in delirium, his ideas ran in 
the same melancholy train. The horrors of a 
gaol were still present to his troubled imagi- 
nation, and produced the most affecting excla- 
mations. 

As for some months previous to his death he 
had been incapable of the duties of his office. 
Burns had imagined that his salary was reduced 
one half, as is usual in such cases. The Board, 
however, to their honour, continued his full 
emoluments ; and Mr; Graham of Fintra, hear- 
ing of his illness, though unacquainted with its 
dangerous nature, made an offtir of his assis- 
tance towards procuringhim the means of pre- 
serving his health.— Whatever might be the 
faults of Bums, ingratitude was not of the nnm- 
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ber.— Amonnt his mannscripts, varioas proofs 
are found of the sense he entertained of Mr. 
Uraham's friendship, which delicacy towards 
that gentleman has indnced ns to suppress ; and 
on the last occasion there is no doubt that his 
heart overflowed towards him, though he had 
no longer the power of expressing his feelings.* 

On the death of Boms, the Inhabitants of 
Dumfries and its neighbourhood opened a sub- 
cription for the support of his wife and family: 
and Mr. Miller, Mr. M'Mnrdo, Dr. Maxwell, and 
Mr. 8yme, gentlemen of the first respectability, 
became trustees for the application of the money 
to its proper objects. The subscription was ex- 
tended to other part» of Scotland, and of £ng- 
land also, particularly London and Liverpool. 
By this means a sum was raised amounting to 
seven hundred pounds : and thus the widow and 
children were rescued from immediate distress, 
and the most melancholy of the forebodings of 
Bums happily disappointed. It is true, this 
sum, though equal to their present support, is 
insufficient to secure them from future penury. 
Their hope in regard to futurity depends on the 
favourable reception of those volumes from the 
public at large, in the promoting of which the 
candour and humanity of the reader may induce 
him to lend his asHistHiicc. 

Burns, as has alroiidy been mentioned, was 
nearly five feet ten inches in height, and of a 
form that indicated agility as well as strength. 
His well-raised forehead, shaded with black 
curling hair, indicated extensive capacity. His 
eyes were large, dark, full of ardour and intelli- 
gence. His face was well formed ; and his coun- 
tenance uncommonly interesting and expressive. 
His mode of dressing, which wan often slovenly, 
and a certain fulness and bend in his shoulders, 
characteristic of his original profession, dis- 
guised in some degree the natural symmetry 
and eleMncc of his fonn. The external appear- 
ance of Bums was most strikingly indicative of 
the character of his mind. On u first view, his 
physiognomy had a certain air of coarseness, 
mingled, however, with an expression of deep 
ponctratiim, and of calm thoughtfulness ap- 

f>roaching to melancholy. Tlicrc appeared in 
iIh first manner and address, perfect case and 
self-possession, but a stern and almost super- 
cilious elevation, not. Indeed, incompatilile with 
o|)ennes8 and alTability, which, however, be- 
spoke a mind conscious of superior talents.— 
Strangers that supposed tlicmsclvcs approach- 
ing an Ayrshire peasant, who could make 
rhymes, and to whom their notice was on 
honour, found themselves speedily overawed l>v 
the presence of a man wlio bore himself with 
dignity, and who possessed a singular power of 
correcting forwardness and of repelling intru- 
sion. Bnt though jeaions of the rospect due to 
himself. Burns never enforced it where he saw 
it was wlllin.;iv paid ; and, though inaccessible 
to the approaches of pride, he was open to every 
advance of kindness and of benevolence. His 
dark and haughty count enn nee easily relaxed 
into a look of good-will, of pity, orof tenderness; 
and, as the various emotions succeeded each 
other in his mind, assumed with equal ease the 
expression of the broadest humour, of the most 
cxtravagimt mirth, of the deepest melancholy, 
orof the most sublime emotion. The tones of 
his voice happily corresponded with the expres- 
sion of his features and with the feelings of 
his mind. When to these endowments are added 
A rapid and distinct apprehension, a most 
powerful understanding, and a happy command 
of language— of strength as well as brilliancy of 



* The letter of Mr. Graham, alluded to above, 
is dated on the 13th of July, and probably arrived 
on the 15th. Bums became delirious on the 17th, 
or 18th, and died on the 2lst. 



expression,— we shall be able to account for the 
extraordinary attractions of his conversaUon— 
for the sorcery which in his social parties he 
seemed to exert on all around him. In the com- 
pany of women, this sorcery was more especially 
apparent. Their presence charmed the fiend of 
melancholy in his bosom, and awoke his happiest 
feelings : it excited the powers of his fancy as 
well as the tenderness of hla heart; and, by re- 
straining the vehemence and exuberance <^hti 
language, at times gave to his manners the Im- 

f»res8ion of taste, and even of elegance, which 
n the company of men they seldom possessed. 
This Influence was doubtless redprocaL A 
Scottish ladv, accustomed to the best society, 
declared with characteristic naivete, that no 
man's conversation ever carried Iter 90 cont' 
vletelp off her feet as that of Bums; and an Eng- 
lish lady, familiarly acquainted with several of 
the most distinguished cliaractcraof the present 
times, assured the editor, that in the happiest of 
his social hours there was a charm about Bums 
which she had never seen equalled. The charm 
arose not more from the power than the versa- 
tility of his genius, ^'o languor could be felt la 
the society of a man who passed at pleasnrt 
from grave to gay, from the ludicrons to tlit 
pathetic, from the simple to the sublime: who 
wielded all his faculties with equal strength and 
ease, and never failed to impress the offspringof 
his fancy witli the stamp of his understanding. 

Tills, indeed, is to represent Bums In his hap- 
piest phasis. In large and miaied parties, ne 
was often silent and dark, somethucs fierce and 
overt>earing; he was Jeaions of the proud man's 
scorn, Jealous to an extreme of the insolence of 
weolth, and prone to avenge, even on its inno- 
cent possessor, the partiality of fortune. By 
nature, kind, brave, sincere, and In a siuffiilar 
degree com|>assionate, he was on the other hand 
prond, irascible, and vindictive. His virtues 
and failings luid their origin in the extraor- 
dinary sensibility of his mind, and equally par- 
took in the chilis and glows of sentiment. His 
friendships were liable to interruption frnm Jea- 
lousy or disgnst. and his enmities dioil away 
under the influence of pity or self-accuaation. 
His understanding was equal to the other 
powers of his mind, and his deliberate opinions 
were singularly candid and Just ; but, like other 
men of great and irregular genius, the opinions 
which he delivered in conversation were often 
the offspring of temporary feelings, and widely 
different from the calm decisions of IiIr Judg- 
ment. Tills was not merely trac refpecting the 
characters of others, but in regard to some of 
the most important points of human specula- 
tion. 
On no snbject did he give a more striking 

f>roof of the strength of his under* tanding, tlian 
n the correct estimate he formed of himself. 
He knew his own fallings; he predicted their 
consequence ; tlie melancholy foreboding waa 
never long absent from his mind : yet his pas- 
sions carried hiiu down the stream of error, and 
swept him over tlie precipice be saw directly In 
his course. The fatal defect in his character laf 
in the comparative weakness of his voUtion, 
that superior faculty of the mind which, govam- 
ing the conduct according to the dictates of the 
understanding, alone entitles it to be deaomi- 
nated rational ; which is the parent of fortltede, 
patience, and self-denial ; which, by regulating 
and combining human exertions, may tie laid to 
have .effected all that is great in the works of 
man, in literature, in science, or on thaface of 
nature.- The occupations of a poet are not cal- 
culated to strengthen the governing powers of 
the mind, or to weaken that sensibility which 
requires perpetual control, since it gives birth 
to the vehemenc« of passion, as well as to the 
liigher powers of imagination. Unfortunately, 
the favourite occupations of goalua are calcn- 
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ON T£:E death of BURNS. 
BT MB. B06C0B. 

CAT nnmbcr of poems have been written 
I death of Bnms, some of them of conttider- 
>o^kal merit. TO have sabjoincd all of 
to the present edition, would have been 
V9 enlarged it to another Tolumc at least; 
> have uiaUc a selection, would have been 
of considerable delicacy, 
editor, therefore, presents one poem only 
Is melancholy subject: a poem which has 
fore appeared in print. It is from tliu j>en 
i who nas sympathized deeply in the fate 
ms, and will not be found unworthy of its 
r— the Biographer of ** Lorenzo de Medici." 
erson so well known, it is wholly uinieces- 
or the editor to speak ; and. If it were 
«ry, it would not M easy for him to And 
ige that wuuld adequately express his re- 
ind his affection. 

Ugh thy bleak majestic hills, 
sheltered valleys proudly spread, 
kX)TiA, pour thy thousand rills, 
wave tny heaths with blossoms red. 
I ! what poet now shall tread 
airy heights, thy woodland reign, 
he, tho sweetest bard, is dead, 
!ie, the sweetest bard, is dead, 
eyer br««th*d the soothUig strain ! 

en thy towering pines may grow, 
lear thy streams may speed along, 
;ht thy summer suns may glow, 
ally cliann thy feathery throng ; 
>w, unheeded is the song, 
dull and lifeless all around, 
} wild harp lies all unstrung, 
cold the hand that waked its sound. 

tho' thy vigorous offspring rise 
ts. In arms, thy sons excel ; 
santy in thy daughters' eyes, 
health in every feature dwell ; 
lo shall now their praises tell, 
rains impassioned, fond and free, 
le no more the song shall swell 
ve. and liberty, and thee. 

tep-dame eye and frown severe 
laplevs youth why didst thou view? 
thy loys to him were dear, 
all liis vowM to thee wlicre due ; 
eater bliss his boMom knew, 
lenlng youth's delightful prime, 
rhcn thy favouring ear he drew 
iten to his chanted rhyme. 

lely wastes and frowning skies 

m where all with rapture fraught ; 

rd with joy the tempest rise 

waked him to snblimcr thought ; 

t thy winding dells he Hought, 

•e wild flow'rs puur'd thch: rathe per- 

iine, 

th sincere dovotion brought 

ee the summer's earliest bloom. ' 

! no fond maternal smile 
nprotected youth enjoy'd, 
bs inur'd to early toll, 
ays with early hardships tried: 
>re to mark the gloomy void, 
lid hkn feel his misery, 
his infant eyes woula glide 
Ircams of immortality. 



Tet. not by cold neglect depress'd, 

With sinewy arm he tum'd the soO, 
Sunk with the evening sun to rest. 

And met at mom his earliest smile. 
Waked by his rustic pipe, meanwhile 

Tlie powers of fancy came along. 
And sooth'd his lengthend hours of toil. 

With native wit and sprightly song. 

—Ah ! days of bliss, too swiftly fled. 

When vigorous health from labour springs, 
And bliind contentment smooths the bed, 

And sleep his ready opiate brings ; 
Au<l hovering round on airy wings 

Float the light forms of young desire, 
Tliat of unutterable things 

Tho soft and shadowy hope inspire. 

Now spells of mightier power prepare. 

Bid brighter phantoms round him dunce; 
Let Flattery spread her viewless snare. 

And Faroe attract his vagrant glance ; 
Lot spriffhtly Pleasure too advance. 

Unveil'd her eyes, unclasp'd her zone, 
1111, lost in love's delirious trance. 

He scorns the joys his youth has known. 

Let Friendship pour her brightest blaze, 

Expanding all the bloom of soul; 
And Mirth concentre all her rayH. 

And point them from the sparkling bowl ; 
And lot the careless moments roll 

In social pleasure unconflncd. 
And confidence that spurns control 

Unlock the Inmost springs of mind : 

And lead his steps those liowcrs among. 

Where elegance with splendour viei>, 
Or Science bids her favour'd throng. 

To more refined senrations rise: 
Beyond the peasant's hiiinblor Joys, 

And freed from each hilxirions Mrifo 
There let him learn the IiIIks to nrlzu 

That waits the sons of polish'd life. 

Tlien whilst his throbbing veins beat high 

With every impulse of (jcliglit, 
DaKh from his lips the cup of joy^ 

And shroud the scene in Hhudt's of night ; 
And let Despair, with wizard light, 

Disclose the yawning gulf below, 
And pour incessant on his sight 

Her spectred ills and shapes of woe : 

And show beneath a cheerless shod. 

With sorrowing heart and striMiniing eyes, 
In silent grief where droops Iier head, 

Tlie partner of his early Joys; 
And let his Infants' tender cries 

His fond parental succour claim. 
And bid him hear in agonies 

A hiuband's and a father's name. 

'Vb done, the powerful charm succeeds ; 

uls high reluctant spirit bends ; 
In bitterness of soul he bleeds. 

Nor longer with his fate contends. 
All idiot laugh the welkin rends 

As genius thus degraded lies ; 
Till pitying Heaven the veil extends 

That shrouds the Poet's ardent eyes. 

—Rear high thy bleak majestic hills, 

Thy sheltered valleys proudly spread. 
And Scotia, pour thy thousand rills 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red; 
But never more shall poet tread 

Thy airy height, thy woodland reign, 
Since he, the sweetest bard, is dead, 

Thatever breath'd the soothing strain. 



\ 



BDKSS' POETICAL WOKKS. 



THZ TWA poaa. 

Tbu. liun tUs BUDS D' Anld King Cull,> 
Umd 4 bonnJe djv In Jane, 

Pw'imttier'd uue apon 4 tUnv, 
Wm toMl toi'SihoBor'. Dlaunre ; 
Uli lulr, bli dH. hU mootL lili Iiiijl 

Ttaa AenL m pride, dil pr^ had be ; 

AI klrt or meiket. laill or nDlddlc', 
Urb lavud t/li*. ttiouib e'er ue duddle. 



He vu ■ (u>> u' faJtUu' t^he. 
A« ever lip ■ »beu»h or tyke i 

Ara 111 Mm trleniU In lUa plue. 
His breul wu white, bbluwilebu 



unco nxsk and cblok IbeiUIier; 
hhUTdoh Tlijlog loara end sbowUlt 
- ludmmdlBirarUlbeyhontn; 



»! 



I'm Ktan woDdeTd koMrt iMMk, 
What tocio'lUs poor dwUka^MkaTei 
An' wlieB the nntri'iUEi liur, 
WUitwUpoorboMHllT'dBn. 

Ou UiM ■<» SSndwl nun. 
He iliu wlwiiielEkBe Unutf ; 

He dnwi t bofiDl* >llk*B wne, 



DHrnMe'ulUBon^batunUSi 

Al iMklnc, nmOu (r;Uif,^oUUu(; 

— Doa, rUnt*. *nd ile Um tnUli% 
Uille iSvct b' dowBitaiK wuttle, 






owtli, CiBMr, wbjlBi Ihej're (ulil 
r dirtr lUnei binln e^ke, 

■mylde »' w» dnddl* weeni, ' 
n' nanflil bol lili lun' duE, to keep 
-jemrlfflilead tlflht InlTiuku' r^ 

IK irad tblnk, ■ me iDacb leoi 

ley nuisD mltxn o' cHld uid hi 



Haw hnl^d. uid cbtZ ud dSrwMklt 1 
Lord, meo I doi geDtrr cue bh ITUke 
Forlelven. dllcBen. ud He MtUe ; 



low ihaj mwn thou * iMtoCi euih : 
le'll spwdUBd then, pnlqt Ibelr leir ; 
Ind Mir It ■,' an- Kit IRi uMjUt^ 



Anif Ihonjh hllgu'd "I' "'"'t 8iui>loyiu(n;, 



And whrlM twilpemile wort 
Caa nuk uu bodlet niuio lupp 
Thay liiT «Mfi Iholr private ca 
Is nliil tM Kirk und SUM iR 
Hhj'B ulk u' pMruiuga uhI a 

Or un wliiii nnr UHttnal n>i 
.And (*dla M tlH lalk In Lun-on 



BV&S» I'OETiCAL WOUKB. 



IttBT ga tiM loilil, nuilua klrui, 
Wbfln nzu JIM, u" tnrj itatlun, 
UnUa U BBBWH ncnAUB; 
Lots BIlBk^ Wit dip*, u' Hielal Ulitb, 
V^nt* tlwn'* Can optf lk« Hrtli. 

iMt MMTT Av Onfttr bmlnii 
Tbar ku Uwdaor on nWT «ln'> : 



HtUI inown (n* UMtn luie laid, 
HiBfiraBlianr mm •neiiplu'd. 

o- d«u^ bcMM, fnrwiMt 10% 
An Una artMlk not ud bnnclt, 
Ham mmTi piidahi* naaobiqiMiidi 
Wbn Mink! to knU UmMl Itw lait«r 



i'oritiltiiluiiiald! oMd Cultli I dnnbt 11; 
Har nlhar. gann a* Fnmlen luail liJiu, 
A^ Ba/laff an 4H^D0'■ Ukt Ud hlui ; 
At o«ra> air plu* pandBf, 
Mortgagngiianildlar, maaqaendlDg. 

m Hans or Calaii takei a waft, 
To B^e « tsar, and tak a wklrl, 

TIWTa,atT)CBna,arTaruIllei. ' 
Ha rlma Ui fatbi?) anid tnulli ; 
Or I7 Madrid ba takci llie rant. 
To ilirim ndtan and teclit wr nowt -, 
Or down Italian vlUa auniei. 
Wb is-hiuulnir amauE grmw 0' mjiUei; 
Tbaa bouea o™°jT Oannan water, 

LoSVtUla olauSTd iteiHmi. 



An' pliaig tuoMtraa 
It wad lor *ntj ana In 
Tlul«ltd.tliat*MiiLa 
For tliaa taanlLnf tb'. 

Kuanlmbraakl 

Ora^litillglill 



braaUn'o'tkeirti 
F!l«l>llTO'tWrU.™w;r 
o' a hara or mocHscock, 
Mt. they're 111 to poorh 



Lord,tnan1 were ye but! 
The gcntleiy* wad ne'er 



111 anidan wl' gripB ui 
,' Ibelr coUefaa and kM 



"llK'iBM''thB/h«« 10 
'on IBM win Km. 

'Se'i ri^FMiS 



Thoro soUopln' OirouBh public ipicca 
There's sin pande. ilc poin{i.»ii'i[i, 

TbcD iiowibor a' 111 dNpdolMUch«a'; 



lid cheat llkaonly imfinK d UuckgnanL 
Tbere'i hwn emiMlon, aian an' wtaain 1 

By tkli l£ imina oat S'^li^ 
u- darkir B'«"i«'"r bnNt|M u» idiilit 1 
he tiBia-dook htUBU'd wT lav droaa, 
ho t JO lUnd TowtlB' r tka hian : 
'hen DP they cat aad ihook Ibdt liw, 



BCOTCK DRISK. 
Uhs him Rroflc drink mitii he wi 

That'g lUiklnf hi despair ; 
An- Umor ipfSTta lire iu blnld, 

Tttaripiut wl' crlel an' caro ; 

Wl' bmnpen flawing o'er, 
Till be fornli lila lovei or dehie, 



«■'( Prowtrbi, mpd, «, T. 






O thou, my Mnie ! riid aald hcoig 
Whelher thranBli wEmpUiii; womi 
Or, richly liruwQ. ream owra that] 

Let hdfky wheat the hanihaadon 



THE AUTIIOK'S EARNEST CRY AXD FRATfelK. 



lit Scotland chows her cood 
1 1001108, tho wale o' food! 
In* in tho boiling flood 

Wi' kail an* beef; 
B tbon ponr* thy strong heart*! blood. 

There thou shines chief. 

.ihe wame, an* keeps us livin* ; 

« a gift no worth receivin*, 

ary dragg'd wl* pine and grierin* 

Bat, oil'd by thee. 
!l8 o* lito gao down hill, scHevio*, 

WV rattUn' glee. 

n the head o* doited licar : 
prs the heart o' drooping Care; 
iigs the nerves or LAbonr sair, 

At*8 weary toil ; 
a bilghtens dark Despair 

W* gloomy smile. 

in massy siller weed, 
es thon erects thy head, 
•ly kind, in time u* need, 

The poor man's wine ; 
Irapparritch, or his bread, 

Tboa kitchens fine. 

the life o* public haants : 

, what were onr fairs and rants ? 

y meetings o* the sannts. 

By thee inspired, 
ling tney besiege the tents, 

Are donbly fired. 

y night wo get the com in, 
then thon reams the horn in! 
J on a New-year momln* 

In cog or bicker, 
wee dritp sp'ritnal bum in. 
An* gusty sucker! 

can gies his bellows breath, 
imen gather with their graith, 

• see thee flzz nnd frenth 

In the luggetcatip! 
lewlns comes ou like death 
Atevry chanp. 

r, then, for aim or steel : 
lie, tMinie, jdonghman chlel*. 
•d owrchip, with sturdy wheel. 

The strong (orebammer, 
ind staddie nng and reel 

Wi* dmsome clamour. 

lin* weanles see the light. 
I the gossips clatter bright, 
lin* cuifs tlicir dearies slight; 

Wae worth the name! 
le gets a sociiiU night. 

Or pluck frae them. 

lors anger at a plea, 

• wnd and wud can be, 
:an the Imrley bree 

Cement the quarrel! 
I cheapest lawyer's foe, 
To taste the barrel. 

t e*er my Mu.sc has reason 
r countrymen wl* treason; 
daily weet their weason 

Wl* liquors nice, 
', In a winter's season, 

E*cn spier her price. 

that l>randy. bnrning tra^^h ! 
o* mony a pain and brash ! 
ie a poor, doylt, drnckcn luisli, 

O* hnnf his days: 
wslde, uuld Scotland's cash 

To her warst f^cs. 



Ye .Scots, who wish auld Scotland well. 
Ye chiefs, to you my tale I tell. 
Poor pUckless deevils like niysel' ! 

It sets yon ill, 
Wi* bitter dearthf u' wines to mell. 

Or foreign gUL 

Mav gravels round his blather wrench. 
An gouts torment him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gmntle wl' a glunch 

O' snr disdain. 
Out owre a glass o* whisky-punch, 

Wi* honest men. 



soul o' plays and pranks! 
3*8 humble thanks ! 



O Whisky 

Accept a Bardie* 

When wanting thee, wliat tuneless cranks 

Are my pow verses ! 
Tliou comes— they rattle i* their ranks 

At 'fthcrs • • ! 

Thee Ferlntosh! O sadly lost! 
.Scotland lament frae coast to coast ! 
Sow colic grliis, and barking hoast. 

May kill us a*; 
For loyal Forites charter'd boast. 

Is ta'en awa' ! 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th* Excise, 
Wha niak the Whisky Stclls their prize ! 
Hand up thy han*, Deil! ance, twice, thrice! 

There, seize the blinkers ; 
An* bake them up in brunstane pics. 

For poor drinkers. 

Fortune! If thon'll but gie mo still 
Hale breeks. a scone, an* Whisky gill. 
An' rowth o rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest. 
An' deal't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



THE AITIIOR'.S EARNEST CRY AND 
TKAYEIM TO THE HCOTCH KEl»RESi:N- 
TAT1VE8 IN THE HOUSE OB CO.HM0N.S. 

Dearest of Distillatlun ! last and 

best 

How art thou lost! Parody on 

Milton. 

Ye Irish Lords, ye Knights an* Squires, 
Whu represent our burghs an' shires, 
And doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament. 
To you a simple bard<c's prayers 

Are hunihiy sent. 

A 1.18 : my roupit Muse is hearse ! 

^ our honourn' henrts wl' grief *twad pierce, 

Tosccherslttin'**** 

Low I* the dust. 
An* scrcechin* out prosaic versei 

An'liketobrust! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me's in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aquivitn : 
An* rouse them up to strong conviction 

An* move their pity. 

StAnd forth, an* tell yon Premier Youth,* 

The honest, open, naked trntli ; 

Tell him o' mine and 8cotland*s drouth, 

His servans humble . 
The mnckle devil blaw ye south. 

If ye dissemble ! 

Does ony great man glunch an* gloom ! 
Speak out, and never fash your thumb! 
Let posts an* pensions sink or soom 

Wi* them wha grant 'em: 
If honestly they canna come. 

Far better want*em. 



BURNS* POETICAL WORKS. 



In gathering ▼otos von were na slack; 
Now stand as tightly bjyoor tack ; 
Ne'er claw your lug, an* fldge your back, 

An' hum an* haw ; 
Bat raise yoarami,an* tell yonr crack 

Before them a*. 

Paint Scotland greeting owre hbr thhKie ; 
Her mntchkln stoop astoom's a whlsste ; 
An* Excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin* 8 stelU 
Triumphant cmshlQ't Uke a mussel, 

Or lamplt shell. 

Then on the tlther hand present her, 
A blackguard Smugf ler right behlnt her, 
An' cheerk-for-chow, a chuffle vintner, 

Celleagnlngjohi, 
Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a* kind coin. 

Tk there, that bears the name o* Scot 
But feelK his heart's blnid rising hot. 
To see his poor auld Mlther's pot 

Thus dung In staves, 
An* plnnder'd o* her hindmost groat 

Hy gallows knaves 1 

Alas! I'm but a nameless wight, 

5'od 1* the mire clean out o* sight ! 
nt could I like Montgomeriess flght, 
Or gad like BoswelL 
There's some sark-necks I wad draw tight. 
An' tie some hose well. 

God bless your honours! can ye see't. 
The kind, anld, cantie Carlin greet, 
An' no get warmly to your feet. 

An* gar tnem hear it, 
An* tell them wi' a patriot heat, 

Yo winna bear it ! 

Some o* vou nlceli^ ken the laws. 
To round the period an* pause, 
An' wi' rhetonc clause on clause 

To mak harangues ; 
Then echo thro* St Stephen's wa's, 

Auld Scotland's wrangs. 

Dempster, a true-blue Scot I'se wnrran : 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran \7 
An* that glib-garret HigMand baron, 

liie Laid a Graham :« 
An' ane, a chap that's— ^ — auld farran, 

Dundas his name. 

Ersklne, a spunkie Norland blllie : 
True Campbells, Frederick, an' Ilnv ; 
An* Livingstone, the bauld Sir Winio, 

An' mony Ithers, 
Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Mi^ht own for brithcrs. 

See, sodger Hugh, my watchman stented. 

If bardies e'er are represented : 

I ken that If yonr sword were wanted, 

Ye'd lend a hand. 
But when there's ought to say anent it, 
Ye're at a stand. 

Arouse, my boys! exert your mettle. 
To get auld Scotland back her kettle : 
Or faith, I'll wad my new pleugh-pettle 

Yeu*ll see't or lang, 
She'll teach you. wi* a reekln whittle, 

Anlther sang. 

This while she*8 been in eank'rons mood ; 
Her lost MUltla flred her blnid : 
(Dell na they never malr do guid, 

Play'd her that pllskle !) 
And now she's fike to rin red-wnd 

About her Whisky. 



L 



Ab\ Lord, If anoe they pit h«r tlirk/>- ' 
Her twtaa pet tlooat 8he*U Ult, ■ ;, 
An' dorit an^ pistol at her bettT 

Shell tak the street*. 
An* rIn her irhttUe to the hOt 

I'th* first she meeto! 

]^>:***.M|E«>8irs! then speak her telr 
An* stralk her cannie wl* Oe hair, 
An* to the mwdde house rtptAr^ 
. , Wl' Instant speed. 

An* strive, wi' a* your wit and tear. 
To get remead. 

Yon 111-tongned tinkler, Charlie Fox,. 
May taunt you wi' his Jeers aA* mocks : 
But gie hlm't het, my hearty, cocks! 

E'en oowe the caddie ! 
And send him to his dicing-box 

An* sportin* lady. 

Tell yon guid bluld o* auld Boconnock's. 
I II be his debt twa mashlum bonnocks, 
An' drink his health in auld NansftTlnnock*:^* 

Nhie times a week. 
If ho some scheme, like tea an' winnocks. 

Wad kindly seek. 

Cnnld he some commntatlon broach, 
I'll pledge mv alth in guid braid Scutch,' 
He need na fear their foul reproach, 

Nor erudition. 
Yon mixtie-maxtle, queer hotch-potch 

The CoaUUon. 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue; 
She's just a devil wi' a rung; 
An' if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part, 
Tho* by the neck she should be strung. 

She'll no desert. 

An* now, ye chosen Flve-and-Forty, 
May still your Mlther's heart support yex 
Then, tbo^ a Minister grow dorty. 

An' kick your plaice. 
Ye'U snap your fingers, poor an* hearty. 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honours a' your days, 
Wi* sowps o' kail and brats o' clalse. 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes 

That haimt St. Jamie's! 
Yonr humble poet sings an* prays 

While Rao his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

Let half-starved slaves in warmer skioa 
See future winex. rich cinMt*ring, rise; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies. 

But blithe and frisky. 
She eyes her freebom, nmrtial buys, 

Tak aff their Wlilsky. 

What tho' their Phoebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and licanty charms; 
When wretches range, in famish'd swunu^ 

The scented groves, 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their shonther : 
They downa bide the stink o' pout her; 
Their bauldest thought's a hank'ring swlthM 

Or stan^ or rin. 
Till skelp— a shot— they're, a* throwther, 

To save tneir skin. 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hin, 
('lap In his cheek a Highland gill. 
Say, such is royal George's will. 

An' there's the foe. 
He has nae thought but how to knt 

Twa at a blow. 






THE HOLY FAIR. 



Nae tiMt faint-hearted d6«Mlii«i teaso 10b ; 
DeatBr-anos, with fearleM tjt he seea blm; 
wr btinlf hand a welcome gtea him; 

An* when he fa's, 
His latMt draught o* breath&i* loa*tektn 
In faint hoszaa. 

Saces their solemn een mar steek 
Ajt raise a philosophic leeKt 
An' physlcallv causes seek, 

In dime and season ; 
Bat tell me Whlskv^'s name In Greek, 

I'U teU the reason. 

Scotland, mj anld, respected Mither; 
The' whyles ye molstiiy your leather. 
Till whare yon sit, on craps o' heather. 

Ye tine your dam : 
Freedom and Whisky gang tbeglther!— 

Tak afl your oraml 



THE HOLY FAIB.10 

A robe of seeming truth and trust 

Hid crafty Observation ; 
And secret nung with poison'd crust. 

The dirk of Defamation : 
A mask that like the gorget show'd 

Dye-varying on the pigeon ; 
And for a manlle largo and broad. 

He wrapt him in BeUgion. 

Bjfpoeritjf-a-la-mode, 

Upon a simmer Sunday morn. 

When Nature's face Is fair, 
I walked forth to view the com. 

An' snuff the caller air. 
The rising sfu owrs Galston mulrs, 

Wl' glorious light was gllntin' 
The hares were nirplin' down the furs. 

The lav'rocks they were chantiu' 
Fu' sweet that day. 

As Hghtsomely I glowr'd abroad 

To see a scene say gay, 
Three hizzies. early at the road, 

Cam skelpin' up tno way : 
Twa had manteeles o' doicfu' black, 

BuLane wi' lyart lining; 
The tnird that gaed a wee a-back. 

Was In the fashion shining, 
Fu' gay that day. 

The twa appear'd like sisters twin. 

In feature, form, an' claes: 
Their visage wither'd, lang, an' thin, 

An* sour as ony slao ; 
The third came up, ha]>-stap-an'-lowp. 

As light as ony lamble. 
An' wr a cnrchle low did stoop, 

As soon as e'er she saw mc, 
Fu' kind that day. 

Wl' bonnet aff. quoth I, *' Sweet lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me: 
I'm sure I've seen that bunnle face. 

But yet I canna name ye. 
Quo' she, an' langhin' as she spak, 

An' tak's me by the hands, 
" Ye, for my sake, ha'e gTen the feck 

Of a' the ten commands 

A screed some day. 

"My name is fun— yo«r cronle dear. 

The nearest friend ye ha'e : 
An' this is inkinerstition here. 

An' that's Hypocrisy. 
I'm gaun to Mauchlinc Holy Fair, 

To spend an hour in daflln'; 
Gin ye'll go there, yon rnnkled pair. 

We will get famous Inughhi* 
At them this day." 



, Quoth I, " wr a* my heart, lU do't : 
I ril get my Sunday's sark on. 
And meet you on the holy spot ; 

Faith, we'sc hae line remarkin' I" 
Then 1 gaid hame at crowdle-tlme. 

And soon I mode me ready ; 
For roads were clad, frae side to side, 
wr mony a weary body. 

In droves that day. 

Here farmers gash. In riding gralth, 

Uaed hoddin by their cottars ; 
There, swanklos young, In braw brald-clalth. 

Are springln o'er the gutters. 
The lasses, skelpin' barotlt, thrang. 

In silks an' scarlets glitter; 
wr sweet milk-cheese In monle a whang. 

And farls bak'd wl' butter, 

Fu' crmnp that day. 

When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up by ha'pence, 
A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 

And we maun draw our tlppcnoe. 
Then In we go to see the show. 

On every side they gathcrhi'. 
Some carrying deals, some chairs an' stools. 

An some are busy blethriu' 

Right loud that day. 

Here stands a shed to fend the show'rs. 

An' screen our contra Gentry, 
Their racer Jess, an twa-three more, 

Are bllnkln' at the entry. 
Here sits a raw of tlttlln' jades, 

wr heavln' breast and bare neck. 
An' there a batch of wabster lads, 

Blackguardin' frae Kilmarnock, 
For fun this day. 

Here some are thinkln* on their sins, 

And some upo' their claes ; 
And curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Anither sighs an' prays ; 
On this hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screw'd-up grace-proud faces; 
On that a set o* chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin' on the lasses 
To chairs that day. 

O happy is the man an' blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him !) 
Wha's ain dear lass, that he likes best. 

Comes cliukln' down beside him ! 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair-back. 

He sweetly does compose him; 
Which, by degrees, slips roimd her neck, 

An's loof upon her bosom, 

Unkeiin'd that day. 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation; 
For Moodle speels the holy door 

Wi' tidings o' damnation. 
Should Homle, as In ancient days, 

'Mang sons o' God present him, 
The vera sight o' Moodie's face, 

To's am bet hame had sent him 
wr fright that day. 

Hear how he clears the points o' faith 

wr rattlin' an' thumpln' ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He's stampln' an' he's Jtimpln' ! 
His lengthen'd chin, his tnni*d-up snout, 

His eldritch sqneel and gesttires. 
Oh, how they fire the heart devout. 

Like cnntharidian plasters. 
On sic n day ! 

But hark ! the tent has chang'd its voice: 
There's peace and rest nae langer : 

For a' the real Judges rise. 
They canna sit tor auger. 
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BURNS' rOETICAL W0BK8. 



Smith opens ont his cauid harangues 

On practice and on morals; 
An' an the godly poor in thrangs, 

To gie the Jars an* barrels 
A Uf t that day. 

What signifies his barren shine 

Of moral pow'rs and reason ? 
His English style, an* gesture fine. 

Are a clean oat o* season. 
Like Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some anld pagan Heathen, 
The moral man be does define. 

Bat ne*er a word o* faith in 

That's right that day. 

In gald time comes an antidote 

Anftinst sic polson'd nostrum: 
ForTeebles. frae the water-fit, 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he's got the word o' God, 

An* meek an* mim has vlew'd it, 
While Common-sense lias ta'en the road. 

An' afr, an* up the Cowgate," 
Fast, fast, that day. 

Wee Miller neist the guard relieves, 

An* orthodoxy raibles. 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes. 

And thinks it auld wives* fables : 
But, faith; the birkie wants a mause 

So cannily he humes them ; 
Altho* his carnal wit and sense 
Like hafflns-ways o*ercomes him 
At times that day. 

ISow butt an* ben, the change-house fills, 

Wi* yill-caup commentators : 
Here's crying out for bakes and gills. 

And there the pint stoup clatters ; 
While thick an* tnrang, an* loud an' lang, 

Wi' logic, an' wi' Scripture, 
They raise a din. that in the end, 

is like to breed a rupture 

O' wrath that day. 

Leeze me on Drink! it gi'es us mair 

Than either School or College: 
It kindles wit, it waukens lair. 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 
Be't whisky gill, or penny wheep. 

Or ony stronger potion. 
It never falls, un drinking deep, 

To kittle up our notion 

By night or day. 

The lads an' lasses, blythely bent 

Tu mind baith Raul and body, 
Sit round the table wcel content. 

An* steer about the toddy. 
On this anc's dress, and ane's leak. 

They're makin* observation ; 
While some are cozic i' the neuk. 

An' forming assignations 

To meet some day. 

But now the Lord's ain trumpet touts, 

nil a* the hills are rairln', 
An*^ echoes back return the shouts: 

Black Russell is na sparin' : 
His piercing words, like Highland swords 

Divide the Joints an* marrow; 
His talk o* Hell, where devils dwell. 

Our very sanls does harrow 

Wi* fright that day. 

As vast, imbottom*d, boimdless pit, 

Fill'd fou o* lowin, brunstane, 
Wha*s ragbi* flame and scorchin* heat 

Wad melt the hardest whnn-stane ! 
The half asleep start up wi* fear, 

And think tney hear it roarin*, 
When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neighbour snorln* 
Asleep that day. 



'Twad bapwre lang a tale to tell 

How mimie stories past. 
An' how tbey eruwded to the yiU, 

When they were a* dismlst : 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an* caupa, 

Amang tlw f urms an^ benches ; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps. 

Was dealt about in lunches 

An* dawdsthat day. 

In comes a gaucie, gash goidwife. 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws her kebbuck an* her knife ; 

The lasses they are shyer. 
The auld guidmen, about the grace, 

Frae side to side they bother. 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays. 

And gi's them*t like a thether, 
Fu* lang that day. 

Waesncks ! for him that aets nae lass. 

Or lasses that hae naething ! 
Sma* need has he to say a grace. 

Or melvle his braw claithing! 
O wives be mindfu* ance yourscl' 

How bonnie lads ye wanted, 
An' dinna for a kebbnck-heel. 

Let lasses be affronted 
On sic a day! 

Now Clinkumbell, wi* rattlin* tow. 

Begins to Jow an* croon; 
Some swagger hame, the best they dow. 

Some wait the afternoon. 
At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 
Wi* faith an' hope, an* love an' drink, 

They*re a* in famous tune. 

For crack that day. 

How monie hearts this day converts 

O* sinners and o* lasses! 
Tlieir hearts o' stane, gin night, are ganc, 

As soft as ony fiesh Is. 
There's some are foa o* love divine ; 

There*s some are fou o' brandy ; 
An' mony jobs that day begin. 

May end in houghmagandie 
Some ither day. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK: 

A TRUE STORY. 

SoHR books are lies frae end to end. 
And some great lies were never jwnn'd* 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been kenn'd. 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And nail't wi' Scripture. 

But this that I am gann to tell. 
Which lately on a night befell. 
Is ]ust as trne's the De'U's in hell 

Or Dublin city : 
That e'er he nearer comes onrsel' 

'S a mnckle pity. 

The Clachan yiil had made me canty— 

I was nae fou, but Just had plenty; 

I stacher'd whiles, but yet took tent aye 

To free the ditches; 
An* hillocks, stanes, an* bushes, kenn'd nve 

Frae ghaists an' witches. 

The rising moon began to glow'r 
The distant Cunnock hills out-owre ; 
To count her horns, wi* a' my pow'r, 

I set mvsel* * 
But whether she had three or four, 

I cooldna tell. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORNBOOK. 



t was come round about th« hiH, 
And todlin down on Willie's mlU, 
Setting mj stall wl' a* mj skill. 

To keep me sldter: 
Tho* leeward wlurles, against mr will, 

I took a bicker. 

I there wi* Something did forgather. 

That put me in an eerie swlther: 

An' awftt' scythe, ont-owre ae shoather, 

Clear-danghng, haug; 
A three-taed leister on the ither, 

Lay, large an' lang. 

Its statore seem'd lang Scotch ells two. 
The qneerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For nent a wame it had awa; 

And then, its shanks. 
They were as thin, as sharp, an' snm' 

As cheeks o* brunks. 

* Uoid-een,' qno* I ; * Friend I hae ye been maw 

in', 

* When ither folk are bnsy sawin' ?'i3 
It seem'd to mak* a lUnd o' stan*, 

Bat naething spak : 
At length, says I, 'Friend, where ye gutin? 

WUi ye go back ?' 

It spak right howe,— *My name in Dontii, 
But be iia fley'd'-^juoth I, * Uuid faith, 
Ve're maybe come to stap my breath : 

But tent me, bllllc : 
I red ye weel, tak care o* skaith, 

See, there's a guliy!' 

* tlnidman,* qao' he, ' pnt ap your whittle, 
I'm no designed to try its mettle : 

Bttt if I did I wad be kittle. 

To be mislear'd, 

1 wad na mind it, no, that, spittle 

Oat owre my beard.' 

* W^M, weel I' says I, 'a bargain be't ; 
Come, gie's your hand, an' sae we're gree't ; 
We'll ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

Come gie's your news ; 
This wnllei' ye hae been mony a gate, 

At mony a liousc. 

* Ay, ayt* oao* he, an' shook his head, 

* Its een a lang, lang time indeed 
^iu' I began to nick the thread. 

An* choke the breath ; 
Folk mann do something fur their bread. 

An'^sae maun Deutli. 

*Six thousand years are near hand fled, 
Sin' I was to tbe butch'ring bred. 
An' mony a scheme in vain's been laid. 

To stap or scar me ; 
Till ane Uombook'sM taen np the trade, 

An* faith, he'll waur me. 

* Ye ken Jock Hornbook, i' the Clachan. 
I>cii niuk his king's hood in a spleueiian ! 
He's grown sae weel acquaint wi' Bnchan>A 

An' ither chaoH, 
The weans hand ont their Angers iiiugliin* 

An* pottk my Iilps. 

' See, here's a scythe, and there's a dart, 
Tlicy hae plerc'a mony a gallant heart ; 
But Doctor Hornbook, wC^his art 

And cursed skill. 
Has made them balth no worth a * * * 

D • • • • haet tliey'II kill. 

*'Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 

I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less, I'm sure, I've hundreds slain; 

But deil-ma-care. 
It just play'd dirl on the bane, . 

But did nae malr. 



' Hornbook was by. wl' ready art. 
And had sae fortified the part. 
That when I looked to my dait. 

It was sae blant, 
Flent haet o't wad hae plerc'd tbe heart 

Of a kaU-ront. 

' I drew my scythe In sic a fory, 
I nearhand cowpit wl' my hurry. 
But yet the baald Apothecary 

Withstood the shock; 
I might as weel hae tried a quarry 

O* hard whin rock. 

* Ev'n then he canna get attended, 
Altho' their face he ne'er had kenn'd it. 
Just In a kail-blade, and send it. 

As soon he suielln't. 
Baith their disease, and what will aiunU it, 

At once he tells't. 

' An then a' doctors* saws, and whittles 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles. 

He's sure to liae ; 
Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As A B C. 

' (.'alces o' fossils, earths, and trees ; 
True sal-marinnm o' the seas ; 
The farina of beans and pease, 

He has't in plenty ; 
Aqua-fontis, what yeu please, 

He cyi content ye. 

' Forbyo some new, uncommon weapons, 

Urinus spiritus of capons; 

or mite-horn shavings, fliings, scrapiu^s ; 

Distili'd/>«rM; 
Sal-alkali o' midge-tall clippings. 

An' mony mae.* 

' Waes me for Johnny Ged's holei« now ; 

()uo' I, ' If that the news be true ! 

Ills bruw calf-ward where gowans grew, 

Sae white an* lionnie, 
Xae doubt they'll rive It wi' tlte plough : 

"Hiey'li ruin Johnnie !' 

The creature grinn'd an eldritch lauph, 
\iV says, ye need na yOke the pleugli, 
iUrk-yards will soon be tili'd enengh, 

Tak ye nae fear; 
They'll a' be trench'd wi niony a slii-ugh 

In twa-three year. 

■ Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae deatti, 
i'.y loss o' blood o' want of breath. 
This night I'm free to tak my aith. 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad a score i* their last claltli. 

By drap an' pill. 

' An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whose wife's twa nleves were scarce weel bred, 

CfUt tlppence-worth to mend lier iiead. 

When it was sair 
The wife slade cannle to her bed. 

But ne'er spake malr. 

.V country Laird had ta'en the batts, 
Or some carmurrlng in his gats ; 
His only son for Hornbook sets, 

An' pays him well : 
The lad, for twa gold ghnmer pets. 

Was laird hlmsel*. 

* A bonnle lass, ye ken her name. 

Some iii-brewn drink had hov'd her wamo ,• 
siic trusts hersel', to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook's care ; 
Horn sent her alf to her lang hame 

To hide it there. 
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* That's Just a swateb o* Hornbook's way • 
Thus cfoes he on from day to da^, 
Thus does ho poison, kill, an' slay, 

An's weel paid for't; 
Yet stops me o' iQy lawf a' prey. 

With his a • • • • dirt. 

But hark! FIl tell you of a plot. 
Though dlnna ye be speaking o't ; 
I'll nail the seU-conoehed sol, 

As dead's a herrin^, 
lieist time we meet, I'll wad a groat. 

He gets his farin* !* 

But just as he began to telL 

The auld kirk-luunmer strak the bell, 

Some wee short hour ayont the twal. 

Which rals'd us baith 
1 took the way that pleased mvsel*. 

And sae did Death. 



THE BBIGS OP AYR: 

A POEM. 
1N8CBIBSD TO J. BALLANTTNE, ESQ., AYB. 

The simple bard, rough at the rustic plough. 
gaming his tuneful trade from every bough; 
The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush. 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green 

tnorn bush : 
The soaring lark, the piercing red-breast shrill, 
Or deep-toned plovers, grey, wild whistling o'er 

the hill ; -* 

Shall he, nurst In the^asant's lowlv shed, 
To hardy independence bravely bred. 
By early poverty to hardship steeld. 
And train d to arms in stem misfortune's field- 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 
The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes 
Or labour hard the panegyric close. 
With all the venal soul of dedicating prose ? 
No ! though his artless strains he rudely sings. 
And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings. 
He glows with all the spirit of a Bard, 
Fame, honest fame, bis great, his dear reward. 
Still if some patron 8 generous care he trace, ' 
Skilled in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 
When Baliantyne befriends his humble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame. 
With heart-felt throba his grateful bosom 

The godlike \)ll8s, to give alone excels. 

*Twas when the stacks get on their winter 

hap. 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap: 
Potatoe bings are snugged up frae skaith 
Of coming winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The bees rejoicing o'er their simmer toils, 
Unnumber'd Irads an* flowers delicious spoils, 
Sealed up with frugal care in massive waxen 

piles. 
Are doom'd bv man, that tyrant o'er the weak. 
The death o^ devils, smoor'd wl' brimstone 

The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry side. 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide; 
The feather'd fleld-mates bound by Nature's 

tie. 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 
What warm, poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds!) 
(Nae mair the flower In field or meadow 



Nae malr the grove wi' airy concert rings. 
Except, perhaps, the robin a whistling glee, 
Prond o' the height o' some bit half-lang tree : 
The hoary moms precede the sunny days. 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide 

While thick the gossamer waves wanton in the 
rays. 



'Twas in that seuon, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward, 
Ae night, within the ancient kragh of Ayr, 
By whim inapired, or kaply prest wi' care ; 
lie left his bed, and to<A hia wwrward rotue. 
ShnpsoB'si' wneel'd the 



And down by Shnpsoa'si' wheel'd the left 

about : 

(Whether Impelle'd by aU-directlng Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate; 
Or whether rapt in meditatkn hlgh^ 
He wander'd out he knew not where nor whv). 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock, i< liad namber'd two, 
And Wallace toweri* had sworn the fact wan 

true: 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen sounding 

roar, 
Thro' the still night das&'d hearse along the 

shore: 
All else was hnsh'd in Nature's closed e'e : 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and tree: 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver l>eam. 
Crept, gently -crusthig, o'er the glittering 

stream. 
When, lo I on either hand the list'ning bard. 
The clanging sough of whistling wlugs lie* 

heard ; 
Two dnskv forms dart thro' the midnight air. 
Swift as the Gosi* drives on the wheeling barer 
Ane on th' An Id Brig his airy shape uprears. 
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers : 
Our warlock Rhymer instantly descry'd 
Tlio sprites that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside. 
(Thae Bards are second-sighted is nae Joke, 
An' ken the lingo of the sp'ritual folk: 
Fays, Hpunldes, Kelpies, a', they can explain 

them. 
And e'en the vera Dells they brawly ken them.) ' 
Auld Brig appear'd of ancient PIctish race« 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 
He seem'd as he wi' Urae had warsti'd lang. 
New Brig was bnskit in a braw new coat. 
That he, at Lon'on frae Ane Adaius, got : 
In's hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 
Wi' virls and whirlyglgnms at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round with anxiuus 

search 
Spying the time-worn flaws In every arch : 
It chanc'd his new-come neebour t»>ok his e'e. 
And e'en a vex'd an' angry heart had he ! 
Wi' thieveless sneer to see each modish mien 
He, down the water, gies hin^ thus gnid-e'en— 

AULD BRIO. 

I doubt na*, frien', y'll think ye're nae sheej;)- 
shank, 
Ance ve were streekit o'er frae bank to bank ; 
But gm ye be a brig as auld as me— 
Tho' faith that day I doubt ye'll never see— 
There'll be, if that day come. 111 wad a boddle, . 
Some fewer whlgmaleerles in your noddle. 

NEW BRIO. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little menso, . 
Just much about it wi' your scanty sense; 
Will your poor narrow foot-path of a street, 
Where twa-wheei-barrows tremble when they • 

meet. 
Your ruln'd formless bulk, o' stain an' lime. 
Compare wi* bonnie Brigs o' modem time ? 
There's men o' taste would tak' the Dncat- 

stream,20 
Tho' they should cast the very sark and swim. 
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' tliei 

view 
Of sic an ugly Gothic hulk as you. 

AULD BRIO. 

Concited gowk ! puff 'd up wi' windy pride ! 
This monie a year I've stood the flood an' tide ; . 
An' th© wi' crazy cild I'm sair forfalm, 
ni be a Brig when ye're a shapeless cairn! 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-thrce winters will Inform ye better 
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When heavy, dark, continaed. a-day rains, 
VfV deepening deluges o'crflow the ptahis ; 
When from the hills where springs tee brawling 

Coil, 
Or stately Logar's mossy foantains boll. 
Or where the Greenock wUids his moorland 

coarse 
Or haonted Oarpal^i draws his feeble soarce, 
Arotis'd by bliiiit*rlng winds and spotted 

throwes, 
In mony a torrent down his sna'-broo rowes; 
IVhilo crashing loe, borne on the roaring speat. 
Sweeps dams, an* mills, an* brigs, a' to the gate ; 
And from Gleubuck^' down to the Katton key,>3 
Aald Ayr, is just one lengthened tumbling sea : 
Then down ye*ll hurl, dell nor ye never rise ! 
And dash the gomlle jaaps up to the ponring 

skies ; 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost. 
That Architecture's noble art is lost ! 

NSW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say't 
o't 
Tbe Lord be thanklt that we've tint the gate 

o't! 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghalst-allurlng edifices, 
Hanging with threat'ning Jut, like precipices; 
O'er-arching, muuidly, gloom-inspiring coves, 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves : 
Windows ana doors, in nameless sculpture 

drest, 
With order, symmetry, or taste nnblest ; 
Torms like some bedlam statuary's dream, 
The craz'd creations of misguided whim ; 
Forms might be worshipp'd un the bended knee. 
And still the second dread command be free. 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or 

sea. 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
Of any mason, reptile, bird, or beast; 
Fit only for a doited monkish race, 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace ; 
Or coifs of later times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion. 
Fancies that our guid brugh denies protection, 
And soon may they expire, nnblest ;with resur- 
rection! 

AULD BRIO. 

t> ye, my dear-remember'd ancient yealings, 
Were ye but here to share my woimded feel- 
ings! 
Te worthy Proveses, an* mony a Bailie, 
Wha In the paths o* righteousness did toil aye ; 
Ye dainty Deacons, aiT ye douce Conveners, 
To whom our modems are but causey-cleaners ; 
Te godly brethren of the sacred gown, 
Wba meekly gae your hurdles to the smiters ; 
And (what would now be strange) ye godly 

writers : 
A* ye douce folk I've borne aboon the broo. 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or do! 
How would your spirits groan lii deep vexation, 
To see each melancholy alteration ; 
And agonizing, curse tlie time and place 
When ye begat the base, degenerate race ! 
Nae langer rev'rend men, their country's glory, 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a phiin braid 

story; 
Hm langer thrifty citizens, an* douce, 
If eet owre a pmt. or In the conncii-honse ; 
But staumrel corky-headed graceless gentry, 
The herryment and ruin of the country: 
Hen, three parts made by tailors and by bar- 
bers 

Wha waste your well-haln'd gear on d d 

new brigs and harbour ! 

KEW BRIO. 

Kow hand you there! for faith! ye've said 
enough. 
And muckie mair than yc can mak to through : 



As for your PHesthood, T shkll %iy bnt little, 

Corbies and Clergy are a shot right kittle : 

BHt, under favour o' your langer beard, 

Abuse o' Magistrates might weel Ije spared: 

To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 

To mouth ' a citizen,* a term o' scandal : 

Nae mair the council waddles down the street 

In all the pomp of Ignorant conceit ; 

Men wha grew wise priggin' owre hops an' 

raisins. 
Or gather'd lib'ral views In bonds and seisins, 
If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 
Had siiored them with a glimmer of his lamp. 
And would te Common-sense, for ence betrayed 

them, 
Plain dull Stupidity stept kindly In to aid them. 
What farther cllshmaclavcr might been said. 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to shed. 
No man can tell; but all before their sigh 
A fairy train appear'd Ui order bright: 
Adown the glittTing stream they featly danced ; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses 

f [lanced : 
, ooted o'er the wat'ry glass so neat. 
The infant Ice scarce bent oeneath their feet 
While arts of Minstrelsy among th/m rung. 
And soul-ennobling bards lieroTu ditties sung. 
O had M'Lauchlin,24 thairm-inspiring sage. 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage. 
When thro' his dear strathspeys they bore with 

Highland rage : 
Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs. 
The lover's raptured Joys or bleeding cares; 
How would his Highland lug been nobler fired, 
And even liis matchless hand with finer touch 

insplr'd I 
No guess could tell what Instrument appear*d. 
But all the soul of Music's pelf was heard * 
Harmonious concert rung in every part. 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the 

heart. 
The Genius of the stream in front appears, 
A venerable chief advanced in years ; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd. 
His manly leg with garter tangle bound. 
Next came the loveliest pair in all the ring, 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring: 
Then, crown'd with flow'ry hay, came Rural 

Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervId-beamlng eye . 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing hum. 
Led yellow Autumn wreath'd with nodding 

com; 
Then Winter's time-bleached locks did hoary 

show, 
By Hospitality with cloudless brow ; 
Next followea Courage with his martial stride. 
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide 
Benevolence, with mild benignant air. 
A femalc2Aforro came from the tow'rs of Stair I 
Learning and Worth in eoual measures trode 
From simple Catrlne, their long-lov'd abode; 
Last, white-rob'd Peace, crown'd with a hazel 

To rastic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken iron instruments ot death : 
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their kind- 
ling wrath. 



THE ORDINATION. 

For sense they little owe to fragal Heav'n-' 
To please the mob they hide the little giv'n. 



X. 

KiUTABifocK Wabsters. fldge and claw, 
An* pour your crceshie nations; 

An* ye wha leather rax an' draw, 
Of a' denominations. 
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Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an* a*, 
An there tak op toot statioiu ; 

Then aff to Bevble^M In a raw; 
An'.poiHr divine libations 

For Joy thte dtif. 

n. 

Cnnt Gonnnon-senm, that tonp o* Inni, 

tTan Ih wl' Maggie La(ider:<7 
Bat Ollphantss have made her jrell^ 

■An* Russeliso satr mlscaM her; 
This day, Macinlayso taks the flail, 

A:n ' he's the boy will bland her 1 
He'll clap a shangan on her tall, 

▲n^eet the balms to dand her 
wr dirt this day. 

m. 

VbOt baste an' tnra kbig David oWte^ 

•An' MM; wl' holv chingor; 
O' donbie verse come gle nsYotiF, 

An' skirl np the Bangor : 
^is day the Kirk kicks up a atoote. 

Na'e mair the knaves shall •nrisii^aet. 
For heresy Is in her power, 

And giorlOQSly she 11 whang her 
W pith th& day. 

Come, let a proper tBXt be i^ad. 

An' tonch It atf wl' vlgont, 
fiow graceless Hamsi leogh at his dad. 

Which made Canaan a nigger : . 

Or Phlnehas^di'ove the mardeiiUg'bliraC!, 

wr whore-abhorrtng rlgonr ; 
Or Zippora'h,*s the scaaldlng }ide, 

Was like a blaidy tiger 

rth' inn that day. 

V. 

There, try his mettle on the crfeed, 

An' bind him down wl' caatlon. 
That stipend is a carnal weed. 

He taks bat for the fashion ; 
An' gle him o*er the flock to feed, 

AiT pnnish each transgression-; 
Espeofal, rams that cross the breed, 

Gle them snfficient threshin', 
Spare them nae day. 

VI. 

IfoWanld ftttmamock, cock ttaytall, 

An' toss thy horns fu' canty ; .... 
Kae more thun'lt rowt ont-owre the oaldr 

Because thy pasture's scanty; 
For lapfa's large o' gospel kail 

ShuU mi thy crib in plenty. 
An' mnte o* grace, the pick-and wale, 

Ke gi'eoa by way o' dabity, 
But ilka day. 

ini«>fiatr by Babel's streams we*a weep, 

Tb think upon onr Zlon ; 
An' hing onr fiddles np to sleep. 

Like baby-clonts a diTln' ; 
Come, screw the pegs, with ttinefa' dmft 
■ An* o'er the thalrms be tryln' ; 
Oh, rare ! to see our clbiicks wheep, 

An a' like lamb-tails flyln' 
Fu' fast this day 

vin. 

Lang, Patronage, wl' rod o' aim. 

Has shored the Kirk's nndoin*. 
As lately Fenwlck,'* sair forfatrAr 

Has proven to its mln : 
Onr patron, honest man! Glencahmv 

He saw mischief was brewin' ; 
An* like a godly elect balm 

He's waled us out a tme ane 
An' sbund this di^. 



TTLt 



ITow Bobertsonw haranfttli 1H0B flsalr. 

Bat ateed yonr gap -for everi 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they'll think yon aefWt ; 
Or. nae reflection on yoarleia*. 

Ye may commence a shaver ; 
Or to the Netherton** repafi*, 

An' turn a carpet weaver 

Ail-hand this day. 



Matrle87 and yon were jvatttk mateift. 

We nevctr had sic twa dVonea; . • v-. 
Anld Morale did the Lalgh Kirk wttc^ 

JnSt like a wlnkln' bandnnis : 
An' aye he oatch'd the'tlther wrefk(h, 

To fry them in his candrnns : 
But now his honour mauh detacb, 

wr a' his brimstone sqnadrooa, 
Fast, fast, this day. 

XL 

See, see anld Orfhodoxy^s fa'es, 

She's swingein' through the city i 
Hark, how the nine-tafrd cat She piayst 

I vow it's unco pretty : 
There Learning, Wi' his QteeHaHtLUti^i 

Grunts out some Latin dftt j :. 
An' Common-sense is gann, she INQ^ 

To mak to Jamie BeattieS* , 
Her plaint this fl&y. 

XTI. 

Bnt tliere's iMorsllty lUmBel*, 

Embracing a' opinloha : . ^^ 
Hear, how he gies the tithc^^t^n, 

Between his twa companions; j. 
See, how she peels th'e skin an* fen, 

As ane was peelin' onions! . ^> . 
Kow there— they're packe4 an to IMIIi 

An' banish'd otfr domlAIons, 

Henceforth this da^. 

xm. 

haippy daV 1 lujfctee, TejfdfceV 

Come boujte aboutjihepoifeetr 
Morallt/s demure Aecoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
Macinlay, Russell, are the boys. 

That heresy can torture ; 
They'll gle her on a rape a Vcoim, 

An' cowe her measure shorter 

By the liead some da^. 

XIV. 

Come bring the tlt%er mtftdfldatn,' 

An'here'sforaoowflusiwa, ■_ 
To eveiT New Litfht*® ino«Ji«*ST«i, 

From this time forth ceMhslaiis 
If rtiair they deave us wi' their )flfei, 

Or Patronage Intrnsion, 
Well light a spnuk, an' c VVt Afh* 

We'll rin them all in fusion 
Like oil some day. 



THE CKliT. 

TO TBE BEV. ICB. JAHSS (fnVM. 

On his Text, Malacht, ch. IV. ret. i. "i**«flS9 
shall go forth, and grow up, Hke «a£vn ot «n 
stall." 



Right, Sir ! yonr text III prove it 
Thongh heretics may laugh: 

For instance ; there's yonrsel^ Jastaeiw, 
God knows, an' unoo call 1 

An* should some patron be so kind, 
As bless you wi* a kirk, ^ - i. 

I doubt, nae Sir, bnt then well floo, 
Ye're stilLas great a stlrk. 



ABDIUE8S TO V^ ]>£IL- 



Bat, if tbe lover's raptqr'd hoar 

Shall flvet be yoar lot. 
Forbid It, •▼ery heavenly power, 

Yov e'er ilMald be a sbot ! 

Tho% when some Uad, coimabial dear, 

Yoar but-and-ben. adorns, 
The like has been that yoa may wear 

A noble head of horns. 

And In yoar liu[, most rQveiiend Jam^s, 

To hear yoa roar 4lid rowtie. 
Few men o' sense wlQldonbt yoar clahns 

To rank amang th0 nowte, 

And when ye're namber'd wi* the dead, 

Below a grassy hiUoqk, 
Wl' jnstioe they may mfirk your hfiad— 

' Here Uea 4 ttpioif^ buUpclL V 



O Prince ! Oh cbi^toli vaamy throned pQW'n, 
That led the emttm^ ^n^him to war. 

O trod! whatorer title salt thee« 
Aold Homie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie, 
Wlia in yon cavern gnnj.an' sooliet 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges abont the bruastane eootte, 

To scaud^poor ^w*etches ! 

Hear me, an)d Hang^e, for a ^ee. 
An* let poor danme<l|; todies be : 
I'm sare oma'pTeasard It can gio, 

ETeq. to a deli, 
To skeip ap' scand poor dogs like Vfi», 

An' hef^r i)s ^qneel! 

QreaA ia thy pow'n tM' great thy Uxf» l 
Far kon'd and noted i^^ihy liame ; 
An* tho' yon lowin' heuak'9 tliy h^ff^e, 

Thoa tEaveb far : 
An' faith ! thou's neither lag nor lamo» 

Nor b^te nor scaur. 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin' lion. 
For prey, a' holes and corq^rs iryin'; • 
Whyles on the strong- wlng'd tempest. flyt9', 
Tirlln'tfiekirls; "^ 

Whyles, in the hnman bo^om pryin*. 
Unseen tJ^oa, Uiras. 

rve heard my reverend grannie say, 
In laneiy giens you like to stray ; 
Or where aold ruin'd castles gray, 

Kod to the moon, 
Yo fright the nightly wand rer's yf^7» 

YfV eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my grannie gammon. 
To say her prayers, douce, honest woman ! 
Aft yont the dyke she's heard you bnnunin', 

Or, rastlln', thro' v^ beoi^jdes comin', 

wr he<»y j gi56Mt 




The cudgel In my nleye did Jibakej 
Each bristl'd hafi>flM>d^,Hke a ^M^{^ 
When wi' an eMrltdhstoier, <)aeidb»-qtiftick— 

Awa ye sqriatb^r'd.nkell c^j^ 
On wmst]|i)g wiqga^ 

Let warlocks grim, an' wither'd hftgii 

Ten bow wi' jea» oi xigweeA iwgyii 



Ihey skim (be mairfl) and ^vg • 

WfiKi<»ea speed: 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagaea, 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thence countra wives, wi' toll an* pain, 
May plunge and plunge the kirn hi valo: 
For, oh ! the yellow treasure's ta'en 

fiywitohbigskUl: 
An' dawtit, twalrplnt Uawkie'a gaes 

As yetal's the MIL 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse, 
On young gnidman, fond, koeq, an' ajt^auM* 
When the best wark-lume V the Itav^ 

By cantrip wit. 
Is instant made no worth a looMb 

Just at the bit. 

When thowes dissolve the snawy hoordi 
An' float the jinglin' Icy-boord, 
Then wator-kelpies haunt the loordi 

By your direction. 
An' nigh ted travellers are alhired 

To their destnietlon. 

An' aft your moss-traversing Sponkl^a 
Decoy the wight that late and drunkit : 
The bleezin', curst, mischievous monkejV* 

Delude his eye^ 
nil in some mirv slough be sunk ia% 

Ne^er mair to rise. 

When masons* mystic word AQ' gdP* 
In storm an' tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat yoar rage maMi4(0Bi. 

Or, strani^ to tell. ; 
Tho youngest brother ye wad whi]^- 

A£(strvisl^^tp.I)eUI 

Lang syne, in Eden's bonnie. yard. 
When youthfu' lovers flrs^-were paliijit 
An' aU the soul of love, the^ shatfid,; * 

The raptoMAoar, 
Sweet on the fragrant flpwery swAtrd. 

In shad:^ bower: 

Then you, ye auld, snec-drawing dog I 
Ye came to Paradise incog; ' • • 

An' played on man a corsed brogue, 

(Black be yoar fa'!) 
An' gied the infant world a sbog< 
'Haistrtiliieda*. 

D'ye mind that day, ffheH in a:ht4||» 
Wi' reekit dads, and reewltgUa« 
Ye did present your smootie phiz 

'Mang better fou:« 
An* sklented on the man of Us. 

Your spitefu' Joke.r. 

An' how ye gat him i' your tlinlly 
An' brak him ont o' house, an' IBmL' 
While scabs and blotches, djkd hjm.I^ 

wr bitter daw; '^^ 
An' lowsed bis lUtongned vrlcked scawl. 

Was warstr av^'^ 

But a' your doings to reliearM, 
Your wily snares anTiechttn* fMreeii 
, Sin' that day MlchaelM did yoa pieNS^ 

Down to this tiwm, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongne, or laraa^ 
In prose or rhyme* 



An' npwj^aold Gloetq. I,kW»iS5tW*Wn! 
To yourwaS pit; 



A certain Bardie** raAlin', d^ri 
Some luckless hour. 



ifadriaV 



Batlfalth; he'll, tarn. a> corner JUdEinl, 
And cheat you yet, 

But 
O wad _ 

Ye aibuisB might— I dlnna ken^ 
8H11 hae a sfake-^ 
I'm wae to think upon yo^ den, 
Sven for yoar talw I 



, fare ye weeli aald liTlckle-benl 
:i ye tak a thoagiit and med,* {' 



. ^f 



Hi 



BDRNS' POETICAli WORKS. 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS OP POOR 
MAILIE, THE AUTHOR'S ONLY PET 
YOWE. 

AN UNCO UOCBNFU' TALE. 

As MaDIe. an' her lambs thcgither, 
Were ae day nibbling on tlie tether, 
Upon hur cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she waraled in the ditch: 
There, groHning. dying, slic did lie, 
When Hughoc*! he came doytin by. 

"WI' fflowrto* een, and lifted ban's, 
Poor Htighoc like a statue stnn's : 
He saw her days were near-hand ended, 
But wue's ujy heart I he could no mend It! 
He gaped wide, but naething spak! 
At length poor Mailie silence brak. 

'O thon, whose lamentable face 
Appears to m urn my waefu' case I 
My dying words attentive hear, 
An' bear them to my Master dear. 

' Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
O, bid him never tie them mair 
Wi' wicked strings o* hemp or hair! 
Bntca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will : 
So may his flock Increase, an' grow 
To scores o' iambs, an' packs o^woo' ! 

' Tell him, he was a master kin', 
An' aye guid to me an' mine : 
An' now my dying charge I gle him. 
My helpless lambs I trust them wi' him. 

'O bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives ! 
But gie them gtild cow milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to fend themsel' ; 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi* teats 0' hay an' rips o' corn. 

* An' may they never learn the gates, 
Of Ither vfle. wanrestfu' pets ! 

To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal. 

At stacks o' pease, or stocks o' kail. 

So may they, like their ffreat forbears, 

For niony a year come tpro' the shears : 

So wives will gie them bits o' bread. 

An' bairns greet for them when they're dea4 

*My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 

bid him breed him up wi* care I 
An' if he live to be a beast. 

To pit some havlns in his breast ! 

An' warn him, what I winna name. 

To stay content with yowes at hame ; 

An' no to rm an' wear bis cioots. 

Like ither menseless, graceless, bnites. f 

* An' neist my yowie, silly thing, 
Otiid keep thee from a tether string ! 
O, may thon ne'er forgather up 

Wi* only blastlt, moorland toop : 
But aye keep mind to moop an' mell ' 
Wi' sheep o* credit like tliysei' ! 

'An' now, my balms, wi' my last breath, 

1 lea'e my blessing wi* you balth ; 
An' when you think npo' your mlther, 
Mind to be kin* to ane anlther. 

* Now, honest Hughoc, dinna fail 
To tell my master a' my tale ; 

An' bid him bum this cursed tether. 
An*, for thy pains, thou*se get ray blether * 

This said, poor Mailie turn*d her head, 
▲nd closed her eeu am&ng tlie dead. 



.»•• 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY. 

Lament in rhyme, lament m prose, 
Wi' saut tears trickling down your nose ; 
Our bardie's fate is at a close. 

Past a* remead ; 
The last sad cape-stane o' his woes ; 

Poor Mallio's dead ! 

It's no* the loss o' warls gear 
That could sae Mtter draw the tear. 
Or mak our bardic, dowle, wear 

The monming weed : 
He's lost a friend and ilcebonr dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

Thro* a' the town she trotted by him ! 
A lang half-mile she could descry* him ; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when she did spy hhn. 

She ran wi' speed ; 
A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Tlian Mailie dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o' sense. 
An' could behave herscV wl' monse ; 
I'll say't she never brak a fence. 

Thro' thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lancly. keeps the spence 

Sin' Mallio's dead. 

Or. If he wanders up the howe. 
Her living Image In her yowe. 
Comes bleating to him, owre the knowe, 

For bits o' bread ; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe 
For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o' moorland tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' hairy hips: 
For her forbears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the Tweed ! 
A bonnier flesh ne er cross'd the dips 
Than Mailie dead. 

Wae worth the man who first did shapo 
That vile, wanchancle thing— a rape I 
Itmaks guid fellows grin an' gape, 

WI' chokin' dread ; 
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi* crape. 
For Mailie dead. 

O, a' ye bards on bonnie Doon ! 
An* wh» on Ayr your channters tune t 
Come, Join the melanchollons croon- 

O Robin's reed ! 
His heart will never get aboon 

His MaiUe dead. 



TO JAMES SMITH. 

* Friendship! mysterious cement of the soul! 
Sweet'ner of life, and solder of society! 
I owe thee much!' Blatr, 



Deab Shith, the sleest, paukle thief. 
That e'er attempted stealth or ricf. 
Ye surely has some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts; 
For never a bosom yet was prlef 

Against your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun an' moon. 
And every star that blinks aboon, 
Ye've cost me twenty pair o' shoon^ 

Just gaun to see you : 
And every ither pair that's done, 

Mair ta'en I'm wi' yon. 

That anld capricious carlin, Nature, 
To mak amends for scrimpit stature, 
She's tnrn'd yon aff, a linman creature 

On her first plan. 
And in ber freaks, on every feature, 

She's wrote, the Man. 



TO JAMES SMITH. 



IS 



Jast now I've taen tho fit o' rhyme, 
My barmie noddle's working prime, 
My fancy yerklt ap sablime 

Wi* hasty summon ; 
Hae yo a leisure moment's time 

To hear what's comin' ? 

Some rhyme a neebonr's name to lash ; 
Some rhyme (vani thought !) for neodfu* cash; 
Some rhyme to court the coimtra dashi 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I never fash: 

I rhyme for fun. 

The star that rules my luckess lot. 
Has fated me the russet coat. 
An* damned my fortune to the groat: 

But m requit, 
Has bless'd me wi' a random shot 

O countra wit. 

This while my notion's ta'en a sklent, 
To try ray fate in guid black prent ; 
But still the mair I'm that way bent. 

Something cries ' Hoolie ! 
I red yon, honest man, tak tent ; 

Ye'U Shaw your folly. 

'There's ither poets, much your betters. 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hae thought they had ensured their debtors 

A' future ages ; 
How moths deform in shapeless tatters. 

Their unknown pages.' 

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs, 
To garland my poetic brows! 
Henceforth I'll rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang. 
An* teach the lanely heights an' howes 
My rustic sang. 

rn wander on. with tentless heed 
How never-halting moments speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread; 

Then, all unknown, 
ruiay me with th' inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 

But why o' death begin a tale ? 
J^st now we're living, sound an' halo. 
Then top and maintop crowd the sail. 

Heave care o*er side ! 
And large, before enjoyment's gale. 

Let's taJt' tho tide. 

This life, sae far's I understand. 
Is a' enchanted fairy land. 
Where pleasure is the magic wand. 

That, wielded right, 
Make hours like minutes; hand in hahd. 

Dance by fu' light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield : 
For, ance that flve-an*-forty's speel'd. 
See crazy, weary, joyless elld, 

Wi wrinkled face, 
Comes hostln', hirplin*. owre the field, 

Wi' creepin' pace. 

When ance life's day draws near the gloamin*, 
Then fareweel vacant careless roamin' ; 
An' fareweel cheerf n* tankards foamin', 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel dear, deluding woman! 

The joy of joys ! 

O Life ! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Toung Fancy's rays the hilts adorning! 
Cold pausing Caution's lesson scorning. 

We frisk away, 
Uke school-boys, at the expected wafning; 
To joy and play. 

We wander there, wo wander here, 
We e^e the rose upon tbe brier. 



Unmindful that the thorn Is near, 

Amang the leaves : 
And though the puny wound appear, 

Shart while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flowery spot. 
For which they never toiled nor swat. 
They drink the sweet and cat the fat. 

But care or pain ;• 
And, haply, eye the barren Imt 

With high disdain. 

With steady aim, some Fortune ehve ; 
Keen Hope does every sinew brace : 
Thro* fair, thro' foul, they urge the race. 

And seize the prey: 
Then cannle, in some cozie place. 
They close the day. 

An' others, like your humble servan'. 
Poor wights ! nae rules, or roads observin' ; 
To right or left, eternal swervin'. 

They zig-zag on ; 
Till curst wl' age, obscure an' starvln', < 

They aften groan. 

Alas! what bitter toil an' stralnin— 
But truce with peevish poor complaining! 
Is Fortune's fickle Luna waniug ? 

£'cn let her gang ! 
Beneath what light she lias remaining, 

Let^s sing our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door. 
And kneel, ' Ye Powts!' and warm implore, 
Tho' I should wander Terra o'er. 

In all her dimes. 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 
Aye rowtli o' rhymes. 

' Gie dreeplng roasts to countra lairds, 
Till icicles hing frae their beards: 
Gie fine braw does to fine life-guards, 

An' maids of honour ! 
An* yill an' whisky gte to calrds. 

Until they sconner. 

'A title, Dempster<2 merits it; 
A garter gie to Willie Pitt ; 
Gie wealth to some be-ledger*d cit. 

In cent, per cent. 
But give me real, and sterling wit. 

An' I'm eontent. 

* While ye are pleased to keep me hale, 
I'll sit down o'er my scanty meal, 
Be't water-brose, or mnslln-kall, 

Wi' cheerfu' face. 
As lang's the Muses dinna fail 
To say tho grace.' 

An' anxious e'e I never throws 
Behint my lug, or by my nose ; 
I jouk beneath misfortune's blows, 

As well's I may: 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, an* prose, 

in rhyme away. 

' O ye douse folk, tha/. live by rule. 
Grave, tideless-bloodeo ealm and cool, 
Compar'd wi' yon— O fo^l! fool! fool! 

How much unlike ! 
Your hearts are jnst a standing pool, 

Your lives, a dyke! 

Nae hair-brain'd sentimental traces 
In your unletter'd nameless faces! 
In arioio trills and graces 

Ye never stray, • • 

But ffravusimo, solemn basses 

Ye bum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye're wise, 
Nae ferly tho ye do despise 
The hairum-scairum, ram-stara boys, 

The rattUn* squad : 
I see 7<m w^rd cast yowc «^^v~ 



u 



BURNS* 7Q£:T{CiJ4 W0BK8. 



Whilst I— bat I shall haa4 m^ t^ier^^ 
Wi' yon I scarce gang <my wbere^ 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair. 

But q,iiat n J sang, 
Content wi* yoa to mak a pair, 

WlMMToVlgaog* 



▲ PBEAM. 

-* Thoughts, words, and dieeda» tbfl statnte blames 

with reason; . , ^. ^ ^ * 

Bat surely dncant were ne'er lndlcte4 treason.' 

eOn reading, tn the pnbUe pajwn, the iMtmate'i 
Ode with the other parade o( Jane 4, 1786, the 
author was no sooner dropt asleep, than he 
Imagined himself transported to the birth-day 
levee ; and in his dreaming fancy, made the 
f ollowinoir 44tfrcM.] 

I. 
Omi>-M0BNiN* to yonr Malesty > 

May heaven aagment your bUsses, 
On every new birth-day ye see, 

A humble ooet wishes! 
My barkfl^P liei^< <^t your levee, 

On sic a day as this is. 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amany the birth-di^ dressea 
Sae fine ttiia day. 

u. 
I see ye*re complimented thrang. 

By mony a lord an* lady, 
" God save the King!'* 's a cuckoo sang 
That's unco easy said aye ; 
The poets, too; a venal gang, 

Wi^ rhymes weel tnniM an' ready. 
Wad gar ydu trow ye ne'er dq wrajqg, 
But aye, unerring steady, 
On(»)ca,dAy' 

Forme! before a monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I wlnna flatter ; 
For neither pension, post, nor ptftce* 

Am I yoar humble dehtoor: 
So, nae reflection cm Tonr grace. 

Your kingship to bespatter; 
There's moni« wanr beam o' the rac«. 

An' alblins ane been better 

Than yoa this day. 

rv, 
Tis verytruc'my sovereign king 

My skill may well be doubted; 
But facts are chlels that wlnna dtaig 

An' downa be disputed: 
Your royal nest,** beneath yonr wing, 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted. 
An' now the third part o* the string) 

An less, will gang about it 
Than did ae day. 

V. 

Far be't frae me that I aspire 

To blame yonr legtslatton. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation f 
But faith! ImucKledoubt,iiiyStre, 

Ye've trusted minltlratloii 
To chaps, wha. In a bani of ^yre, 

WadlMttar flU'd their at^tiow ^ 

TUui eoorts ^oa diu; 

■VI. 

An' now ye've gien anld Britain peace ; 

Her broken shintfto plafsterr ■ 
Yonr salr taxation does her fl«lee^ 

TiU she has scarce a tester; 
For me, thank God, my Itt^'a a leajie 

Nae barnin wearing fasted. 
Or, faith! TSar, thalTwi' the geese, 

I shortly bMat to post^ . 



vn. 



I'm no mistrusting Willie Pttt, 
When taxes he enlarget^ 
goldialloi 



An' Will's a true goldlaUQw's get, 

A name not envy spurges). 
That he Intends to pay your oe^t. 

An' lessen a' your chatiges ; ' 
But God sake I let nae saving flit 

Abridge your boniue b&rgesM 
An'bo4tathl8d«sr 

viu. 

Adieu, my Liege ! may freedom geek 

Beneath yonr high protection ; 
An' may ye rax Corruption's nee^ 

An' gid her for dissection! 
Bat since I'm bore, Fll no neglect. 

In loyal, trne affection. 
To pay your Queen, with due ret^pect. 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 

iz. 
Hail, Malesty Most Excellent J 

While nobfes strive to please ye, 
Will ye accept a compliment 

A simple poet gles ye ? 
Thae bonnie bairntime, Heav'n has lent, 

StiU higher may they heeze ye, 
In bliss, till fate someday ts sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 

X. 

For you, young potentate o' WateSf 

I tell your Highness fairly, 
Down plieasure's stream, wl' awelUng aut^ 

I'm tauld ye're driving rarefy; ^ * 
Bnt some day ye may gjoAw your n«U9» 

An' cnrse your foUy sairly. 
That e'er ye brak Diana's pales. 

Or rattl'd dice wl' Charlie, 
By night or ^. 

XL 

Yet aft a ragged cowte's been knewn 

To mak a noble alTer: 
So, ye may doncely fill a throne, 

For a' their cUsh-ma-claver : ^ 
There, hlm<* at Aglncourt wha ahatM, 

Few better were or brayor i ^ ^ 
And yet wl' fumy queer Sir dFohOi^ 

He was an unco shaver 

For nMHUie a day. 

XII. 

For you, right rev'rend Oanahur|j«' 
Nane sets the lawn-sleei^e streeter, 

Altho' a ribbon at your lug 
Wad been a dress completer: . 

As ye disown yon paught V" dog- 
That bears the keys of Peteft 

Then, swith I an' get a wife to hmg. 
Or. troth ! ye'll stain the vdtre 
Some InekteM aaj> 

xnt. 

Breek«,<«Ilftarn, 
eawwaartner; 
rlorioos jpffley^sitem *a*i 
^-eel rig^dror TenusT fe« 
But first hang out, tiM sM ' 

Your hymeneal charteil 
Then heave aboard your grapple aim. 




iSfs 



.-■« 



Ye, laatly. bonnie bbtaaoiu ft' 
Ye royal lasses dainty. 



taa ti8t6^. 
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eer na BrilMlt boys «Kr*s 
lings are aiico scant n,r% : 
srman gentles are batlnui\ 
'*re better Jast than want aye 
On OBJ day. 

ess yon a*! consider now, 
9 anco mackle dailtet : 
re the conrse o* life be throtlgb 
ety be bitter santet ; 
bae seen their coggle foa, 
yet hae tarrow't at it ; • 
the day was done, 1 trow, 
laggen they hae clautet 
Ftt' clean that day. 



THE VISION. 

DUAK FIB8T.M 

had closed the winter day, 
.ers qaat their roaring play, 
ger*d maakiu ta*en her way 

To kaiUynrds green, 
lithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

ireshor*s weary flingln'-tree 

lang day had tired me . 

au the day had closed his o*o. 

Far r the west, 
le spence, right |>ensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

, lanely, by thn ingle-cheek, 

d ey'd the spewing reek, 

.'d wi' hoast-pruTuking snieek. 

The aaid clay biggrin*; 
rd the restless rattons squeak 

Aboat the riggiu*. 

this mottie, mistjf cltme, 
ard mus'd on wasted time, 
lad spent my youthfu' primes 

Aji* done nae-thlni;, 
,ngln* blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 

to gnld advice but harkit, 
, by this, hae led a market, 
tted in a bank and clarkit 

My cash account t 
lere, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a* th' amount. 

ted, mutt'ring, blockhead! coof! 
ay'd on high my waakik loof, 
ir by a' you starry roof. 

Or some rash aith, 
henceforth, would bo rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath— 

I click ! the string the sneck did draw; 
! the dour gaed to the wA* ; 
my Ingle-lowe I saW. 

Kow bleezln* bright, 
outlandish hizzle, braw. 

Come full in sight. 

edna doubt, t held my Whisht : 
int aith, haif-form'd, Tras^msh'tt 
'd as cerie's I'd been dosht 

In some wild ^en: 
weet, like modest worth, she blusht, 

And steppit ben. 

I, slender, leaf-clad. hoUy'4xmglia, 
ivlsted gracefn' ronml.nar brows t 
ler for some 8cottif h Jfnse 

By that same tovm; 
ae to stop those recMess tows, 

Would soon been brokeni| 

lir-brain'd, sentimefttal trace* 
.'ongLv marked in her facet 



A wildly-wlttjr, rttstle ffaeo 

Bhona foliupoa iMTi 
Her eye, ev'n tum*d on empty UMflai 

Beam'd keen wttli nonoitr. 

I>own flow'd her robe, a tarUn sheen. 
Till half a leg was scrimjpijr aeetl t 
And such a leg! my bonnie jeail 

Could only peer itt - 

Sae straught. sae taper, tight, and dean, 

Nane else came near it. 

Her mantle large of greenish hne. 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew \ 
Deep llghu and shades, both mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd to my astonished view, 

A well-known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost: 
There, mountains to the skies were tost ; 
Here, tumbling billows mark d the coast, 

with surging foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Doon poor'd down his far-(eteh*dfloodsi 
There, well-fed Irwlne stately thuds : 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his woods, 

On to the shore , 
And many a lesser torrent scuds. 

With seeming roar^ 

Low, in a sandy valley Spread, 
An ancient borough rear'd her head; 
Still, OS in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a race, 
To every nobler virtue bred. 

And polished grace. 

By stately tow'r or palaoe fair. 
Or ruins pendent in the air. 
Bold stems of heroes, here and tlietv, 

I could discern ; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem d to dare, 
With feature stern. 

My heart did glowing transport feeL 
To see a race^i heroic wheel. 
And bandish round the deep^ly'd steel 

In sturdy blows t 
While back-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their southnm foes. 

His CouNTRT's SAViou]i,st mark him well I 
Bold Richardton'sM heroic swell: 
The chief on Sark«4 who glorious fell. 

In high command! -. 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 
His native land. 

' There, where a sceptred Piotlsh shadeM 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, portray'd 

in colours strong! 
Bold, 8oldIer-featur*d, undismayed 

They strode along. 

Thro* many a wild, romantic groYe,ss 
Near many a hermit-fancy'd cove, 
(Fit haunts for friendship or for love 

In musing mood.) 
An aged Judge, I saw Tilm rove. 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awe, 
The learned sire and son I saw.*' 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore. 
This, all its source and ehd fo draw* 

That, to adore. 

Brydone's brave wardss t well eonid'sp^f, 
Beneath old Scotia's smllliig eye ; . 
Who call'd on Fame, low ptondlng by. 

To hand him on. 
Where many a patrtet-i&aseDA wslXajCb^s 
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IWANtaCOND. 

With mnstng-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the heav'nlV seeming fair; 
A wliisp'ring throb did witness bear, 

Of kindred sweet, 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet. 

* All hall ! mv own Inspired bard ! 
In me thy native mnse regard ! 
Kor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

Thus poorly low ! 
I come to give thee such reward 
As we bestow. 

* Know, the great genius of this land 
Has many a light, aerial band, 

Who, all beneath his high command. 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand. 

Their labours ply. 

*They Scotia's race among them share; 
Some nre the soldier on to dare; 
Some rouse the patriots up* to bare 

Corruption's neart ; 
Some teach the bard a darling care. 
The tuneful art. 

*Mong swelling floods of reeking gore. 
They, ardent, kindling spirits pour; 
Or, ^mi«I the venal senate's roar. 

They, sightless, stand. 
To mend the honest patriot-lore. 

And grace the liand. 

* And when the bard or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age. 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy. 
Or point th« in^lonclnsive page 
Full on the eye. 

* Hence Fnllarton. the brave and young; 
Hence Dempster's zeal-iuspired tongue ; 
Hence sweet harmonious Beattie sung 

His "Minstrel "lays; 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung. 
The sceptic's bays. 

*To lower order's are assign'd 
The humbler ranks of human-kind, 
The rustic bard, the lab'ring liind. 

The artisan ; 
All choose, as various they're inclin'd 

The various man. 

* When yellow waves the heavy grain. 
The threat'ning storm some strongly rein ; 
Some teach to meliorate the plain, 

Withtillage-skiU; 
And some instruct tlio sheperd-train. 
Blithe o'er the hill. 

* Some hint the lover's harmless wile ; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile ; 
Some soothe the lab'rer's weary toil 

For humble gains. 
And make his cottage scenes beguile 
His cares and pains. 

* Some, bounded to a district-space. 
Explore at large man's infant race. 
The mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard ; 
And careful note each op'ning grace, 
A guide and guard. 

* Of these am I— Coila nur name ; 
And this district as mine 1 claim, 
Where once the Campbells, chiefs of famc^ 

Held ruling pow'r, 
I mark'd thy embryo tuneful flame. 
Thy natal hour. 

* With future hope, I oft would gaz^. 
Food on thj little early ways, 



Thy rudely caroU'd chiming phra86t 

In uncouth rhymes. 
Fired at the simple artless lays 

Of othef times. 

* I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 

Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

* Or when the deep-green mantled earth 
Warm chertsh*d ev'ry flow'ret's birth. 
And Joy and music pouring forth 

In ev'ry grove, 
I saw thee eye the general mirth 
With boundless love. 

'When ripen'd fields, and azure skies, 
Called forth the reaper's rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their evening joys. 

And lonely stalk. 
To yent thy bosom's swelling rise. 

In pensive walk. 

' When youthful love, warm-blushing, strongi 
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along. 
Those accents, graceful to thy tongue, 

Th^ adorned name, 
I taught thee how to pour in song. 

To soothe thy flame. 

' I saw thy pulse's maddening play. 
Wild send tnee pleasure's devious way. 
Misled by fancy s meteor ray. 

By passion driven ; 
But yet the light that led astray 

was light from heaven. 

* I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
The loves, the ways of simple swains. 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends ; 
And some. In pride of Coila's plains, 
Become thy friends. 

• Tliou canst not learn, nor can I show. 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow ; 
Or wake the bosom-smelting throe, 

With Shcnstone's art; 
Or pour, with Gray, the moving flow 
Warm on the heart. 

• Yet all beneath th' nnrivall'd rose. 
The lowly daisy sweetly blows : 

Tho' large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade. 
Yet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

Adown the glade. 

• Then never murmur nor repine ; 
Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 
And trust me, not Potosi's mine, 

Nor kings' regard. 
Can give a bliss o'ermatching thine, 
A rustic Bard. 

' To give my counsels all in one, 
Thy tuneful flame still careful fan ; 
Preserve the dignity of man, i 

With soul erect; 
And trust, the TTniversal Plan 
Win aU protect. 

* And wear thou this.'— she solemn said. 
And bound the holly round my head ; 
The polish'd leavesl, and berries red,. 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thought, she flea 

In light away. 



TAM 8AMS0N*S ELEOT. 



ADDRESS TO THE UNCO QUID OR THE 
RIGIDLY RIGHXEOUS. 

* My son, these naxims make a rule, 

And lamp tbem aye thegittier; 
The Rigid Righteous is a f ooL 

The Rtgtd Wise anither ; 
The <4eane8t corn that e'er was dlght 

May bae some pyles o' caff in ; 
Bae ne'er a fellow-creatnre sUght 

For random fits o' daffln.— * 

/A>/omon.— Eccles. ch. yii. yer. 18. 



I. 

O TE wha are sae gnid yoarser 

Sae picas and sae holy, 
Ye've nonght to do but mark and tell! 

Yoar neebour's fauts and folly 
Who life is like a weel-gaun mul, 

8upplied wi* store o' water, 
The heapit happter*s ebbing still. 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

n. 
Hear me, ye venerable core. 
mA.B coansel for poor mortals, 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glalkct Folly's portals ; 
I, for their thoughtless, careless sakes, 

Would here propose defences, 
Their donslo tricks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

III. 
Tc see your state vfV theirs compared, 

And shudder at the niffer. 
But cast a moment's fair regard, 

What makes the mighty differ ? 
Discount what scant occasion gave 

That purity ye pride in, 
And (what's aftmair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hidin'. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop. 
What ragings must his veins convulse. 

That still eternal gallop; 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' yonr tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail, 

It maks an unco lee-way. 

V. 

See social life and glee sit down, 

All Joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite transmogrified, they're grown 

Debauchery and drinking : 
O would they stay to calculate 

Th' eternal consequences; 
Or your more dreaded hell to state. 

Damnation of expenses! 

VI. 

Te high, exalted, vlrtaoas dames, 

IV'd up In godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor frailty names. 

Suppose a change o' cases; 
A dear iov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination— 
But, let me whisper 1' your lug, 

Ye're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman ; 
Tho' tliey may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human ; 
One point must still be greatly dark 

The moving tcfiu tliey do It ; 
And just as iamciy can ye mark 

How far perhaps they rae it. 



VIII. 



Who made the heart, 'tis He alona 

Decidedly can try vu. 
He knows each cord— Its various tonet 

Each spring— its various bias : 
Then at the balance let's be mate, 

We never can adjust it ; 
What's done we partlv may compate, 

But know not what^s resisted. 



TAM SAMSON'S** ELEGY. 

" An honest man's the noblest workof God.' • 
/V)p«. 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the deil ? 
Or great M'Kinlay«o thrawn his heel? 
Or Itobertsonoi again grown weel 

To preach an' read? 
' Na, waur than a' !' cries ilka chleL 

'Tarn Samson's dead!* 

Kilmarnock lang may grunt an' grane. 
An' sigh, an' sab, an' greet her lane. 
An' deed her balms, man, wife, and wean, 

In mourning weed ; 
To death, she's dearly paid the kane, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

The brethren of ths mystic level, 
May hing their head in woefn' bevel. 
While by their nose the tears will revel, 

Like ony bead ! 
Death's glen the lodge an unco devel, 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

When winter muffles up his cloak. 
And binds the mire up like a rock ; 
When to the lochs the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed; 
Wha will they station at the coek? 

Tam Samson's dead! 

He was the king o' a' the core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore. 
Or up the rink, like «lehu roar, 

In time o' need ; 
But now he lags on death's hog-score, 
Tam Samson's dead ! 

Now safe tho stately sawmont sail. 
And trouts bedropp'd wi' crimson hail. 
And eels well kenn'd for souple tail, 

And geds for greed. 
Since dark in death's flsh-creel we wail, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

Rejoice, ye birring paitricks a' ; 
Ye cootie moorcocks, crousely craw ; 
Ye maukins, cock your fnd f u' braw, 

Withouten dread; 
Yoar mortal fae is now awa', 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

That waef u' mom be ever monm'd, 
Saw him in shootin' graith adorn'd 
While pointers round impatient bum'd 

Frae couples freed ! 
But, och ! he gaed and ne'er return'd ! 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

In vain auld age his body batters; 
In vain the gout his ancles fetters : 
In vain the burns came down like waters 

An acre braid ! 
Now ev'ry auld wife greetin', clatters, 

Tam Samson's dead! 

Owre mony a weary hag he limpit. 
An' aye the tither shot he thnmpet. 
Till coward death behind him jumpit, 

Wi' deadly felde; 
Now he proclaims wl' tout o' trupapet, 

Tam Samson's dead! 



BUBNS* rOKTIGAL WOBKS. 
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When at Ills heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd hit wented bottle-swaggert 
Bat yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wl'weel-«lqi'dh^i 
*L-d, five I* he dri, an* owre did itaggert 

Xun BiuDson'i dead I 

nk hoary hunter moumM a brlther ; 
Hk sportsman youth bemoan'd a farther \ 
Yon auld grey stane, amang the heather. 

Marks oat his head, 
TRiare Bams has wrote. In rhyming blether, 

Tarn Samson's dead! 

There loW he lies. In lasting rest ; 
Fwhaps npon his moald*rlng breast 
8ome spitef a' mairfowl bigs her nest, 

To hetch an' breed; 
Alas ! nae malr he'll them molest ! 

Tarn Itamson's dead. 

When Angnst winds the heather wave, 
And sportsmen wander by yon grave. 
Three volleys let his mem'ry crave 

0' poother an lead. 
Till Echo answer f rae her cave, 

Tiun SamsoA's dead ! 

Heav'n rest his saal, whare*er be be \ 
Is th* wish 0* mony mae than me : 
He had twa faats, or nu^ be three, 
Tet what remead? 
Ae social, honest man want wo : 
Tam Samson's dead I 

THE EPITAPH, 
Tam Sa]CSOK*8 weel-wom clay here lies, 

Ye canting zealots, spare him! 
If honest worth in h^ven rise, 

Ye'U mend or ye win near him. 

FBS GONTBA. 

Oo. Fame, and canter ]fke a fllly 
Thro* a' the streets an' neaks o' Killle,«« 
Telle very social, honest bllUe, 

To cease his grievln', 
For yet, onskaith'd by death's gleg goUie, 

Tam Samson's livin*. 



II. 



HALLO WEED.ca 

[Tme following poem will, by many readers, be 
well enough onderstood; bnt for the sake of 
those who are unaoqnainted with the manners 
and traditions of the country where the scene 
is cast, notes are added, to give some accoaht 
of the principal charms and spells of that 
night, so big with prophecy to the peasantry 
in the West of Scotland. Iiie passion of pnr- 
Ing into futurity makes a striking nart of the 
history of human nature in its mae state, in 
all ages and nations; and it may be some en- 
tertainment to a philosophic mind, if any such 
should honour the author with a perusal, to 
see the remains of it among the more uuen- 
Ughtened in <mr own] 

• Yes ! let the rich deride, the poor disdain, 
The simple pleasures of tpe lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm, than all the gioas of art.' 

Upon that night, whed fairies light. 

On Cassills pownans** dance. 
Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze. 

On sprightly coursers pranoe ; 
Or for roTzean the route is ta*en. 

Beneath the v^oovi'a pale beams ! 
,There, up the cQve,tf to stray an rove 

Amang the rocks and streams, 
Tojport that night. 



Amang the homUe winding banks 

Where Doon rins, wimplm', dear. 
Where Bbucbsv anee rurd the martial ranks; 

And shook ht»<Mralck spear, 
Some merry, friendly, eountra folks. 

Together did convene. 
To bum their nits, an' pou their stocks, 

An' haad their Halloween, 

rvC bUthe that night. 

ni. 

The lasses feat, an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when their fine: 
Their faces blithe, fn' sweetly kythe 

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin^; 
The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babf, 

Weel knotted on their garteui 
Some unco blate, an' some wi' ea\»% 

Gar lasses' hearts gang startm* 
•^Wbyles last at night. 

IV. 

Then first and foremost through the kail 

Their stocks67 maun a' be sought ance 
They stick their een, an' graip. ap' wale, 

For mucklo anes and straught aiifik 
Poor hav'rel Will feU alf the drift. 

An' wander'd thro' the bow-kau« 
An' pou't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 

v. 

Then, straught or crooked, vird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a* throu'ther; 
The vera wee things, todlin", rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther; 
An' gif the custoc's sweet or sour, 

wr Joctelegs they taste them ; 
Syne cozloly, aboun the door, 

Wi' cannle care, they've plac'd them 
To lie that nignt. 

VI. 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a» 

To pa' their stalks o' com ;«• 
But Kab slips out, and jinks about, 

Behind the mncklc thorn; 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Loud skirl'd a^ the lasses; 
But her tap-pickle maist was lost, 

When kittlin' In the fanse-houses* 
Wi' him that night. 

vxi. 

The auld guld wife's weel-hoordet nits'* 

Are round an' round divided. 
And monie lads, an' lasses^ fktef , 

Are there that night decided: 
Some kindle, couthle, side by side, 

An' burn thegither trimly ; 
Some start awa' wi' saucy pride, 

An' Jump out-owre the ctiimlie 
Fa' high tha( night, 

vni. 

Jean slips in twa wi' tentie e'e ; 

Wha 'twas, she wadna teU} 
But this is Jock, an* this is me, 

She says in to hersel' : 
He blecz'd owre her, and she owre him. 

As they wad never mair part; 
Till, fufif I he started up the lum, 

An' Jean had e'en a sair heart 
To see't that night. 

XX. 

Poor Willie, wi* his bow-kail runt. 

Was brunt wi' primste Mallle; 
An' Mallle, nae doubt, took the dront, 

To be compar'd to Willie : 
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3IaU*s nit Iftf oat wf* prid«M* fllnff. 

And her alii fit It brunt it ; 
While WiUle lap, and swoor bj jlng, 

Twas Just the way he wanted 
To be tbat nigHt. 



Nell had tke fanae-honse \n her mlB\ 

She pits harael* an Rub (u ; 
In loving breeze they aweatly Join, 
Till white In ase they're Bobbin* ; 
Nell's heart was daocui' at the view. 

She whlsper'd Rob to look for't : 
Bob, stowlinSf prie'd her bonnie moa' 
Fa' cozle In the neak for't. 

Unseen that night. 

3a. 
Bat Herran sat behlnt their backs, 

Her thoaghts on Andrew Bell ; 
She lea'es tliem gashln' at their cracks, 

And slips oat by hersel' : 
She thro' the yard the nearest taks, 

Aji' to the kiln she goes then, 
An' darkllns gralplt for the banks. 

And In the blue clao'i throws then. 
Right fear't that night. 

XII. 

An' aye she wln't, an' ay she swat, 

1 wat she made nae laukln' : 
Till something held within the pat 

Guld L— d ! oat she was quakin' ! 
But whether 'twas the Dell hlinser, 

Or whether It was a bank-en'. 
Or whether It was Andrew Bell, 

She did na* wait on talkln' 

To spier that night. 

xin. 
Wee Jennie to her Grannie says, 

" Will ve go wi' me, grannie ? 
I'll eat the applets at tne glass. 

I gat frae uncle Johnle y' 
She fuff't her pipe wi' sic a lant, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin'. 
She notlc't no, an aizlo brunt 

Her braw new worset apron 

Out thro' that night. 

XIV. 

»• Ye little skelple-limmer's face! 

How daur ye try sic sportln'. 
As seek the loul thief onie place. 

For him to spae yoar fortune V 
Nae doubt but ye may got a sight ! 

Great cause yc hao to fear It; 
For monie a ano has gotten a fright, 

An' lived an' died deleret 
On sic a night. 

XV. 

*' Ae halrst afore the Shemt-moir, 

I mind 't as weel's yestreen, 
I was a gilpey then, I'm sore 

I was na past fyftecn : 
The simmer had been caald an' wat. 

An' stuff was unco green: 
An' aye a rant in' kirn we gat. 

An' just on Hallowe'en* 

It feU that nlgbt 

XVI. 

*• Our stlbble-rlg was Rab M*t}nwn, 

A clever, sturdy fallow ; 
His sin gat Epplc Sim wl' wean. 

That liv'd in Achmacalla: 
He gat hemp-seed, 'S I mind It weel, 

An' he made nnco light o*t; 
But mony a day was by hlmsel', 

He was sae salrly frighted 

That vera night.'* 



ZTIX. 

Than op gat tochtln* Janla Flack, 

An' he swora by hU coasclenca* 
That he could saw hemp-aeed a peck ; 

For it was a* but nonsense ! 
The auid guid-man raoght down the pock, 

An' out a handfu' gle nlm; 
Syne bade him ulp frae 'maag the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane see'd hkn, 
An' tiy't that night. 

xvtn. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks, 
Tho' he was something sturtin , 

The grape he fdr a harrow taks, 
Ajt haurls at his curpln : 

An' ev'ry now an' then he says, 
^' Hemp-seed, I saw thee. 

An' her that is to be my lass, 

Come after me, and draw thee. 
As fast this night." 

XIX. 

He whlstl'd up Lord Lennox* march,* 

To keep his courage cheerie ; 
Altho' hU hair began to arch. 

He was sae fley'd an' eerie ; 
Till presently he hears a squeak, 

An' then a grane an' grnmle ; 
He by his shouther gae a keek, 

An^ tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder shout, 

In dreadfn' desperation ; 
An' young an' auid cam rinnln* out. 

To hear the sad narration : 
Ho swoor 'twas hilchin' Jean M'Craw, 

Or Crouchfo Merran Humphie, 
Till stop ! she trotted thro' theai a' ; 

An' wha was it but Grumphla 
Asteer that night ! 

XXI. 

Meg fain wad to the bam haa fane, 

To win three wechts, o' naething;?^ 
But for to meet the deil her lane. 

She pat but little faith in; 
She gies the herd a pickle nits, 

An twa red-cheekit apples. 
To watch, while for the bam sha lets, 

In hopes to see Tam Kipples 
That vera night. 

xxn. 

She turns the kej wl' cannle thraw, 

An* owre the tnreshcrid ventores; 
But first on Sawnie gies a ea' 

Syne bauldiy in she enters; 
A ratton rattled up the wa* 

An' she cry'd " L— d preserva her!" 
An' ran thro' middle-hole an'- a' 

An' pray'd wl' xeal fervour. 
Fa' last that nignt. 

XXIII. 

They hoy't out Will, wl' sair advlcid: 

They hecht him some fine braw ane : 
It chanc'd the stack he (addom'd thnoa,?* 

Was tlmmer-propt for thrawm' , 
He taks a swlrue anld moss-oak. 

For some black, groosome carlln*; 
An* loot a wince, an' drew a stroke. 

Till skin m blypes cam haurlin' 

Airs nleves that night. 



XXIV. 

A wanton widow Laezle was, 

As canty as a klttUn* ; 
But Och I that alsht, amang the IhAwt, 

She got a feaifff settUn* I 
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An* thy anld days may end in staryln*, 

For ray last foa, 
▲ lieM>it stlmpart, I'll reserve ane' 

Laid by for yon. 

_We've worn to crazy years thegither; 
We'll toyte about wl* ane aulther ; 
Wi' tentle care I'll fl't thv tether, 

To some bam'd rig, 
Whare ye taiay nobly rax yonr leather, 

Wi' SQia' fatigue. 



TO A MOUSE, 
,05T Tmwnro hbr up iw hkb nest with the 

PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1787. 

Web, sleekit, cow'rln', tlm'rons beastie, 
Oh, what a panic's in thy breastie I 
Thou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wr bicleering brattle! 
I ivad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi'mard'ringpattle! 

I'm truly sorry man*s dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union. 
An' Jmstifles that ill opinion. 

Which makes thee startle 
A.t me, thy poor earth-born companion. 

An' fellow-mortal ! 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beastie, thou mann live! 
A daimen icker in athrave 

'8 a sma' request* 
I'll get a blessin' wl' the lave. 

And never miss't! 

Thy wee bit honsle, too, in ruin ! 
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin'! 
An' uaething, now to big a new ane, 

O' foggagc green ! 
An' bleak December's winds ensnin', 

Baith smell and keen! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste. 
An' weary whiter comin' fast, 
An'cozie nere, beneath the blast, 

Tiion thought to dwell, 
Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 
Out thro" thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble! 
2iow thott's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But lioiise or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,1 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o^mice an' men, 

Gang aft a^ley. 
An' lea'e ns nought but grief and pain, 

For promts d Joy. 

Still thou art blest, eompar'd wi* me ! 
The present only toncheth thee : 
But Och ! I backward cast my e'e 

On prospects drear; 
An' forward, though I canna see, 

1 guess an' fear. 



A WINTER NIGHT. 

'Poor naked wretches, wheresoleryon are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm! 
How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides 
Your loop\i and wiudow'd raggedness, defend 

you 
From seasons snch as these V^Shatspere, 

When biting Boreas, fell and donre. 
Sharp shivers through the leaflesi bow'r; 



When Phoebus gl'es a dM»t-llv*dglow*r 

Far south the lift, 
Dbn-dark'nlng throuKli the flaky show'r 

Or whiriiug drift: 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked, 
Poor labour sweet m sleep was locked. 
While bums wi' snawy wresths up-choked, 

WUd-eddylng swirl. 
Or through the mining outlet bocked, 
Down headlong hurl. 

List'ning, the doors an' wtnnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the «arlc cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

O' winter war. 
And through the drift, deep-Ialrlng sprattle 

Beneath a scaur. 

Ilk happing bird, wee helpless thing, 
That in the merry months o' spring, 
Delighted me to hear thee sing. 

What comes o' thee? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chlttering wing 

An' close thy e'e? 

Ev'n yon, on mnrd'ring errands toil'd, 
Lone from your savage homes cxll'd. 
The blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd, 

My heart forgets, 
Willie pitiless the tempest wild 

iioro on you beats. 

Kow Phoebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark muffled, view'd the dreary plain; 
Still crowdincr thoughts, a pensive train, 

itosc in my soul. 
When on my car this iilaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn stole— 

• Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 
And freeze, ye bitter-bit lug frost; 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows; 
Not all your rage, as now, united, shows 
More hard uiikindncss, unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice unrepenting. 
Than heaven-lllumin'd man on brother man be- 
stows ! 
See stern Oppression's iron grip. 
Or mad Ambition's gory hand. 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip. 

Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a land! 
Even in the peaceful rural vale. 
Truth weeping, tells the mournful tale. 
How pampered Luxury, Flatt'ry by her side. 
The parasite empoisoning her ear. 
With all the servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide ; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil npholds the glitt'ring show, 
A creature of another kind. 
Some coarser substance, imreflned, 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, 
below. 
Where, where is Love's fond, tender throe, 
With lordly Honour's lofty brow. 

The powers ye proudly own ? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name. 
Can harbour, dark, the selfl h aim. 

To bless himself alone? * 

Mark maiden-innocence a prey 

To love-pretending snares. 
This boasting Honour turns away, 
Shunnhig soft IMty's rising sway. 
Regardless of the tears, and unavailing pray'rs! 
Perhaps, this hour, in Mis'ry's squalid nest. 
She strains your infant to her Joyless breast. 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rock- 
ing blast! 
Oh ye ! who, sunk in beds of down ! 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create. 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate. 
Whom friends and fortune qoite disown I 
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BCBKS* POETICAL WORKS. 



II. 



Happj, ye sons of basy life, 
Who, ennal to the bustiing strife. 

No other view rcf^rd ! 
Ev'n when the wiHhcd end's denied. 
Yet wliilc the l)usy means arc plied, 

They bring their own reward : 
Whilst 1, a lio)>c-abandou'd wigbt, 

Unfitted with an aim. 
Meet ev'ry sad returning night 
And jojicsA morn the t^&me ; 
Yuu, bustling, and Jnstling. 
Forget each grief and pain: 
I listjess. yet resistless, 
Find ev ry prospect vain. 

III. 
IIow blest the solitary's lot. 
Who, nll-forgcttlng. all-forgot, 

Witiiin his hnml)ie celU 
The cavern wild with tangling roots, 
Sits o'er his newly gather d fruits, 

Beside liis crystal well! 
Or haply to his ev'ning thought. 

By unfrequented stream, 
The w lys of men are distant brought, 
A fHint collected dream ; 
Willie praising, and raising 
Uii thoughts t(» heav'n on high. 
As wand'ring, meand'ring. 
He views the solemn sicy. 

IV. 

Than I, no lonely hermit placed 
Where never human fuutstep traced. 

Less tit to play the part ; 
The iucicy moment to hnprove. 
And just to stop, and Just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But. ah ! those pleasures, loves, and Joys, 

Which I too Iceeniy taste, 
The solitary can despise. 
Can want, and yet be blest! 
He needs nut, he heeds not. 

Or human love or hate, 
Whilst 1 here, must cry here. 
At perfidy Ingrato ! 

V. 

Oh! enviable, early days. 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown ! 
How ill exchanged fur riper times. 
To feel the follies, or the crimes. 

Of others, or my own : 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport. 

Like linnets hi the bnsh, 
Ye little knuw the ills ye court. 
When manhood is your wish! 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active men engage ! 
The fears all, the tears all. 
Of dim decliulug age ! 



WINTEB. 

A SUtGB. 

The wintry west c Aends its blast. 

And hail and rain does biaw ; 
Or tlio stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet and snaw: 
While tnmbilng brown, the bnrn comei down, 

And roars frue bank to brae; 
And bird and beast in covert rest, 

And pass the heartless day. 

n. 

"The sweeping blast, the sky o'eroftst,***! 

The juy less winter-day. 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

'^au ail the pride of AUy : 



The temsest's howl. It soothes mj soul. 

My grief it seems to Join, 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine i 



\ 



III. 



Thou Power Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine f ulflL . 
Here, firm, I rest, they must be best, 

Because they arc thy will I 
Tlien all I want (Oh, do thou grant 

This one request of mine 1) 
Since to enjoy thou dost deny, 

Assist me to resign. 



THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO R. AIKBN, BSQ. ■ 

* Let not ambition mock their useful toll. 
Their homely Joys and destiny obscure ; 

Nor grandeur hear, with a disdislnful smile, 
The^hortJt)nt simple annals of the poor.*— olraty, 

I. 
Mt loved, my honour'd, mnch respected 
friend. 
No mercenary bard his homage pays: 
With honest pride I scorn each semsh end: 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and 
praise : 
To vuu I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

the lowly train in life's sequester'd scene ; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways; 
What alken In a cottage would have been ; 
Ah ! tho' his worth unknown, far happier there, 
1 ween. 

II. 
November chill blaws loud wl' angry sough ; 
The short'ning winter-day is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating f rae the pleugh : 
The black'nlng trains o' craws to their re- 
pose: 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 
Tliis night his weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, liis mattocks, and his noes, 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does bame^ 
ward bend. 

in. 
At length his lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ! 
Th' expectant wee thhigs, toddlin* stacher 
thro' 
To meet their dad, wl* flichteria* noise an* 
glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin' bonnllr. 
His clean hearth-stauo, -his tnrlftle wife's 
smile. 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee. 
Does a' his weary carklng cares beguile. 
And makes him quite forget his labour and his 
toil. 

IV. 

Belyve tho elder bairns come drapping in. 
At service out amang the farmers roun'. 
Some ca' the plough, some herd, some tentie 
rln 
Acannleerrandtoanoebor town; /- 

Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkliu* in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to show a bra' new 
gown. 
Or deposit her sair-won penny fee. 
To help her parents dear, if tney in liardshlp be. 

V. 

Wi' Joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 
An' each for other's weelfare Idndly spiers: 

The social hours, swift-wing*d unuotie'd fleet; 
Each tells the oncos that he sees or Ueanv 



THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT. 



The parents, partial, ere their hopeful years; 

Anticipation forward points of view. 
The mother, 1' her needle an' her shears. 
Oars aald daes look amalst as weers the 
new; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

VI 

Their master's an' their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obey ; * 

* And mind their labours wl' oydcnt hand. 

And ne'er tho' out o' sight, to Jauk or play; 
An' Oh ! be sure to fear the Lord alway 1 

An- mind your duty, duly, morn an' night! 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang astray. 

Implore his conusei and assisting might: 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord 
aright r 

VII. 

But, bark ! a rap com^s gently to tho door. 

Jenny, wha kens the meanin' go the same, 
Ten how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convey her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek; 
Wi heart-struck anxious care, inquires his 
name. 
While Jenny Hafllins is aTraid to speak; 
Weel pleas'd the mother hears it's nae wild, 
worthless rake. 

VIII. 

Wr kindly welcome, Jenny brings him ben : 
A strappln' youth ; he taks the mother's 
e'e; 
Blithe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta'en ; 
The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and 
kye. 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wl' 
Joy, 
But blate and laithfu', scarce can weel be- 
have; 
The mother wl' a woman's wiles can spy 
What makes the youth sae bashtu an' sae 
grave ; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's respected like 
the lave. 

IX. 

Oh happy love ! where love like this is found ! 
Oh heart-felt raptures! bliss beyond com- 
pare! 
I've paced this weary mortal round. 
And sago experience bids me this declare— 
IX Heav'n a draught of heavenly pleasure 

spare. 
One cordial In this melancholy vale, 
'TIS when a yonthfni, loving modest pair, 
In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the 
ev'ning gale.' 

X. 

Is there, in human form, that bears a heart— 
A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and truth I 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts! dissembling 
smooth ! 
Arc honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd? 
Is there no pity, no relenting rutti. 
Points to the parents fondling o'er their 
child ! 
Then paints the rnhi'd maid, and their distrac- 
tion wild? 

XI. * 
But now the supper crowns their simple 
board. 
The halesomo parritch, chief o' Scotia's 
food; 
The soune their only hawkle does afford. 
That Vont tUe hallan snugly chows her 



The dame brings forth. In compllmental mood. 
To grace tJie lad, her weel-haln'd kehbnck 

An' aft he's prest, an' aft he ca's It raid; 
The frugal wife, garrulous, will tell. 
Bow 'twas a towmond auld, sin' 'lint was i* th« 
belL 

XIL 

The cheerfn* supper done, wl* serlons face. 

They, round the Ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wt' patrlarchael grace. 
The bfg ha'-BibIc, ance his father's pride: 
His bonnet rev'rently Is laid aside. 

His lyart haflcts wearing thin an' bare: 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zion 
glide, 
He wales a portion with judlclons care ; 
And 'Let us worship Uon!' he says with so- 
lemn air. 

xni. 

They chant their artless notes in simple guise ; 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim: 
Perhaps ^ Dundee's ' wild warbling measures 
rise. 
Or plaintive 'Martyrs,' worthy of tho 
name: 
Or noble ' Elgin ' beets the heav'n-ward flame, 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays: 
Compared with these, Italian trills are tame ; 
Tho tlckl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Nae unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

XIV. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page. 

How Abram was tho friend of God on high ; 
Or. Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalok's ungracious progeny. 
Or how the royal bard did groaning He 

Beneath the stroke of Heav'n's avenging 
ire; 
Or, Job's pathetic plaint and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune tho sacred lyre. 

XV. 

Perhaps the Christian volume Is the theme,— 
How guiltless blood for guilty man was 
shed ; 
How He, was bore in Heaven the second 
name. 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his head: 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 
Tho precepts sago they wrote to many a 
land: 
How he, who lone in Patmos banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand; 
And heard great Babylon's doom pronounced by 
Heaven's conunand. 

xvr. 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's etebnal 
King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband 
prays ; 

Hope * springs exulting on triumphant 
wlngs,82 

That thus they all shall meet In future days: 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sis'h or shed the bitter tear, 
Together hymning their (Creator's praise, 
In such society, yet still more dear; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 
sphere. 

XVII. ^ 

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's 
pride. 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men aj^piay the congregations wide, 

Devottou'a ev't^ t 
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THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE KIKETIETH PSALM. 



The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 
From pomp and pleasnre torn ; 

Bat Ob! a blest relief to those 
That weai'y-laden moaro !** 

A PRAYER 

Of ¥HS rS06P£CT OF DEATH. 
I. 

Tnou nnknown Almighty Cause 

Of all my hope and fear ! 
In whose dread presence, ere an houTt 

Perhaps I mast appear ! 

II. 
If I have wandor'd in those paths 

Of life 1 ought to Shan— 
As something loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I have done— 

ni. 
Thon know'st that Thoa hast formed me 

With passions wild and strong ; 
And list'ning to their witching voice 

Has often led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where haman wealtness has come short, 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do thon. All-good ! for such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 

V. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have. 
But Thou art good ; and goodness still 

Dellghteth to forgive. 
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STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

Why am I loath to leave this earthly scene? 
Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of joy with draaghts of ill be- 
tween : 
Some gleams of sanshine *mid renewed 
storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For guilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arms; 
1 tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, ' Forgive my foul offence I' 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But, should my author health again dispense, 

Again I might desert fair vlrtne's way ; 
Again In folly's path might go astray : 

Again exalt the brnte and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray. 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan ? 
Who sin so oft have moom'd, yet to temptation 
ran ? 

Oh Thon grMit Governor of aH below ! 

if I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 

Or still the turanlt of the raging sea: 
With that controlling poWr assist ev'n me. 

Those headlong furious passions to confine ; 
For all nnflt I feel my pow'rs to be. 

To rule their torrent in the hallowed line ; 
Oh, aid me wltb Thy help. Omnipotence Divine ! 



LTINO AT A BXVCREin) FBXBaiD^S BOI»B ONB 

NIGHT, THB AUTHOU LEFt TBS FOLLOW1KO 

VERSES, 

IN THS BOOX WHERE HE SLEPT. 

X. 

O THOU dread Pow'r, who relgn*8t above, 

I know thon wilt me hear. 
When for this scene of peace and love; 

1 make toy jprayer tlneere. 



n. 



The hoary sire—the mortal stroke 
Long, long he pleased to S|i«re, 

To bless his little filial flock. 
And show what good men are. 

m. 
She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes taui fears, 
Oh bless her with a mother's joys. 

But spare a mother's tears ! 

IF. 

Their hope, their stay, their darling yoath, 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 
Ble»s him, thou God of 4ov« and trntli, 
Up to a parent's wish! 

V. 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band, 

With earnest tears I jtray, 
Thon know'st the snares on ev^ry band. 

Guide thou their steps alway ! 

VI. 

When soon or late they reach that coast, 

O'er life's rough ocean drlv'n, 
May they rejoice, no wanderer lost 

A family in Heav'n t 



THE FIRST PSALM. 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 

Hath happiness In store. 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 

Nor learns their guilty lore I 

Nor from the seat of scornful prid« 
Casts forth his eyes abroad, 

But with hnmilify and awe 
Still walks before his Gcm>. 

That man shall flonrlsh like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

The fruitful top is apread on high. 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in gnllt, 
Shall to the groimd be cast. 

And, like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n them peace and rest. 

But hath decreed that widcedtneh 
Shall ne'er be truly blest. 



A PRAYER, 
tlNDEft THE PRESSCltB OF VTOtCHT AKQL'fStt. 

Oh THOU Great Being! what thou art 

Surpasses me to know: 
Yet sure am 1, that known to lliec 

Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before Thee stands: 

All wretched and dlstrest; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my sonl 

Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou, Almighty, canst not act 

From cruelty or wrath ! 
Oh, free my weary eyes from tears, 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise design ; 
Then man my sovi with firm resolves. 

To bear and not repine. 



THE FIRST SIX "^TERSES OF THE 
NINETIETH PSALM. 

Oh THon, the first, the greatest Friend 

Of all the haman race I 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Thetr stay and dirMMng-plaoe! 
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BURNS* POETICAL WORKS. 



Before the mountains heav'd their heads, 

Beneath Tliy forming hand, 
Before thlspond'roas globe itself 

Arose at Thy command ; 

That Pow'r which rals'd, and still upholds 

This universal frame, 
From countless, nnbegfnning time, 

Wus ever still the same. 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so vast. 
Appear no more before Thy sight, 

Tban yesterday that's past. 

Thou gav'st the word : Thy creature, man, 

Is to existence bronght: 
Again Thou say'st ' Ye sons of men, 

Keturn ye into nought!' 

Thou layest them with all their cares, 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood Thou tak'st them off, 

With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow'r. 

In beauty's prWe array'd ; 
But long ere night, cut down, it lies 

Ail wither'd aud decay'd. 



By human pride or cunning drlv'if 

To mls'ry's brink, 
Till wrench'd of every stay but Heaveil^ 

He, rnin'd, sUik ! 

Ev'n thou who raorn'st the Daisy's fatCi 
That fate is thine— no distant date ; 
Stern Rain's plongh-share drives, elate 

Fnll on tiiy bloom. 
Till crush'd beneath tlie furrow's weigliti 

ShaUbe thy doom t 



DAISY. 

THE PLOUGH, IX 



TO A MOUNTAIN 

ON TURKniO ONE DOWN WITH 
APRIL. 1786. 

Wee, modest, crimson -tipp'd flow'r, 
Thon's met me in an evil hour. 
For 1 maun crush aniang the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my pow'r. 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas ! it's no thy neibor sweet. 
The bonny lark, companion meet! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet ! 

Wr spreckl'd l)roa8t. 
When upward-springing, blithe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfully thon glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield. 
High shelfring woods and was maun shield: 
But thou beneath the random bleld 

O' clod or stane. 
Adorn the hlstle stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thv snawie bosom sun-ward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share nptears thy bed, 
Aud low thon lies ! 

Such Is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade ! 
By love's simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust. 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple bard, • 
On life's rough ocean luckless starr d ! 
Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is giv'n. 
Who long with wants and woes has striv n, 



TO RUIN. 

I. 
All hall ! inexorable lord ! 
At whose destruction-breathing wordf 

The mightiest empires fall! 
The cruel, woe-delighted train. 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A sullen welcome, ail! 
With stern-resolv'd, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart; 
For one has cut ray dearest tic, 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low'riiig and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread . 
Though thick'ning and biack'ning, 
Round my devoted head. 

IL 

And thou grim pow'r, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh hear a wretch's prayer! 
No more I shrink appall'd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid. 

To close this scene of cjire ! 
When shall my soul, in silent peace, 

Resign life's Joyless day ; 
3dy weary heart its throbblngs cease, 
Cold mouldering in tlie clay? 
No fear more, no tear more, 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
£nclas()ed, and grasped 
Wlthm thy cold embrace ! 



TO MISS LOGAN, 

WITH BEATTIE'S POEM, AS A KEW-YEAS'S GIFT 
JAN. 1, 1787. 

Again the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv'n. 

And you, tho' scarce In maiden prime. 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hall ; 
I send yon more than India boasts 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithless lore 
Is charg'd, perhaps, too true; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prore 
An Edwin still to you! 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

MAY , 1786. 

I. 
I LANG hae thought, my youthfu' Friend, 

A something to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae other end 

Than just a kind memento; 
But how the subjec, theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine; 
Perhaps it may turn out a song, 

Perliaps turn out a sermon. 

II. 
Ye'll try the warld f u' soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me, 
Ye'll find mankind an unco squad, 

And muckle they may grieve ye : 



OK A SCOTCH BARD. 
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For care and trouble set sronr thought, 
£*en when voitr end's attained : 

An a' yoar vfuws may come to nought, 
Where ev'ry nerve is strained. 

III. 

ru no say men are villains a* ; 

The real, liardcn'd wicked, 
Wha hae nae chdck but human law 

Are to a few restricked : 
But och ! mankind are unco weak, 

An' little to be trusted ; 
If self the wavering balance shake, 

Its rarely right adjusted > 

IV. 

Yet they wha fa' in fortune's strife. 

Their fate we should na censure. 
For still th' important end of life 

They equally may answer; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortlth hourly stare him ; 
A man ray tak a neibor's part, 

Yet hae nae cash to spare him. 

V. 

Aye free, aff han', your story tell, 

when wi' a bosom crony ; 
But still keep something to yoursel* 

Ye scarcely tell to ony. 
Conceal yoursel' as weel's ye can 

Frac critical dissection ; 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man, 

Wi' sharpen'd siy inspection. * 

VI. 

The sacred lowe o' weel plac'd lore, 

Luxuriantly indulge it ; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it: 
I waive the quantum o' the sin. 

The hazard of concealing; 
But, och! It hardens a' within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

VII. 

To catch dame Fortune's golden smiley 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That's Justified by honour; 
JNot for to hide it in a hedge, 

JNot for a train-attendant; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of belirg independent. 

VIII. 

The fear o' hell's a hangman's whip. 

To hand the wretcti in order ; 
But where ye feel your honour grip, 

Let that aye be your border; 
Its slightest touches. Instant pause— 

Debar a' side pretences ; 
And resolutely k^eps Its laws, 

Uncaring consequences. 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere. 

Must sure become the creature : 
But still the preaching cant forbear. 

And e'n the rigid feature: 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range. 

Be complaisance extended : 
An' Atheist's laugh's a poor exchange 

For I^eity offended. 

X. 

When ranting round in pleasure's ring, 

Religion may be blinded; 
Or, if she gie a random sting. 

It may be little minded: 
But when on hfe we're tempest driv'n, 

A conscience but a canker— 
A correspondence flx'd wi' Heav'n, 

Is sure a noble anchor ! 



XI. 



Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting; 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth. 

Erect your brow undaunting! 
In ploughman phrase, * God send you speed, 

Still daily to grow wiser ; 
And may you wtter reck the rede. 

Than ever did th' adviser I 
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OX A SCOTCH BARD, 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES. 

A' TE wha live by sowps o' drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-cUnk, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Come mourn wi' me ! 
Our blllle's glen us a' a jink. 

An' owre the sea. 

Lament him a' ye rantin' core, 
Wha dearly like a random splore, 
Xae mair he'll join tt.o merry roar, 

In social key ; 
For now he's ta'en anither shore, * 

An' owre the sea. 

The bonnie lasses weel may miss him, 
And in their dear petitions place him, 
Tlie widows, wives, an' a' may bless him, 

Witearfu'e'e: 
For weel T wat they'll sairly miss him 

That's- owre the sea. 

fortune, they ha'e room to grumble ! 
Had'st thou ta'en aff some drowsy bummlef 
Wha can do nought but fyke an' fumble, 

*Twad been nae plea : 
But he was gleg as uny wumble. 

That's owre the sea. 

Auld cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' stain them wi' the saut. saut tear, 
'Twin mak her poor auld heart, I fear. 

In flinders flee ; 
He was her laureate monie a year. 

That's owre the sea. 

He saw misfortune's cauld nor-west ; 
Lang mustering up a bitter blast; 
A jiUet brak' his heart at last, 

III may she be ! 
So, took a berth afore tho mast. 
An' owre the sea. 

To tremble under fortune's eummock. 
On scare a bellyfu' o' druramock, 
Wr his proud independent stomach 

Could ill agree ; 
So row't his hurdles in a hammock, 
An' owre the sea. 

He ne'er was gt'en to great misguiding. 
Yet coin his pouches wad na bide in ; 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hidmg; 

He dealt it free : 
The muse was all that he took pride in. 

That's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodies, use him weel. 
An' hap him in a cozie biel: ■ . i. 

Ye'U find him aye a dainty chiel. 

And fou o' glee : 
He wadna wrang'd the vera Dell, 

That's owre the sea. 

Fareweei, my rhyme-composing blUie 
Your native soil was right ill-whiilies ; 
But may ye flourish li(i a lily. 

Now bonnilie ! 
I'll toast ye In ray hindmost gilUe, 

Tho^owre thesea! 
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TO A HAGGIS. 

Fair fa' ronr honest, 8onsio face, 
Great chieitahi o* th« pnddin-race ! 
Aboon them a* ye tak your place, 

Palnch, tripe, or thatrm: 
Weel are je worthy of a graee 

As laug's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdles like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need, 
While thro' yonr pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

His knife see rastic labour dight. 
An' cut you up wi' ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright, 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, oh what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, ricti I 

Then horn for horn, then stretch an' striye, 
Dell tak the hindmost, on they drive. 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes belyf e 

Are bent like irarns ; 
Then auld goidioaii, maist like to rire, 

^Bethankit ' hums. 

Is there that o'er his French ragoat, ' 
Or Olio that wad staw a sow. 
Or fricassee wad her spew, 

Wi' perfcet scunner, 
Looks down wi' sneering, scoi-nfu' view. 

On sic a dinner ? 

Poor devil! see him owre his trash, 
As f reckless as a witber'd rash. 
His spindle-shank a gaid whip-lash, 

His nieve a nit : 
Thro' bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit! 

But mark the rustic, hag^s-fed. 
The trembling earth resounds his tread, 
Clap in his walie nelve a blade. 

He'll make it whissle; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will sned. 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

Ye pow'rs wha mak mankind yonr care. 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld iicotland wants no skinklng ware 

That Janps In Inggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratefu' pray'r, 

Gie her a Haggis! 



A DEDICATION. 

TO OAVIK HAMILTON, KSQ. 

Expect na. Sir, In tj?is narration, 

A fleechingt fleth'rin, dedication, 

•To roose you up, an. ca' yon gnid. 

An' sprung o' great an' noble blnid, 

Because ye're surnaraed like his grace,83 

Perhaps related to the race*. 

Then when I'm tired— and sac are ye, 

Wi' mqny ^ fuisome, sinfa' lie, 

Set u[f a face, how I stop short. 

For fear your modesty be hurt. 

This may do— maun do. Sir. wi* them wha 
Hann please the great folk for a womefou* * 
For me, sae iaigh 1 needna bow. 
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough* 
And when I dinna yoke a nalg. 
Then, lord be thankit, I can beg : 
Sae I shall say, and that's nae Aatt'rin,* 
It's Just sic poet an' sic patron. 

The Poet, some gnId angel help him, ' 
Or else, 1 fear some ill ano skelp him; 
He may do weel for a' he done yet. 
But only he's no Just begun yet. 



The Patron. (Sir, he mann torsive me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me) 
On ev'ry hand It will allowed be. 
He's Just— ntio better than he should be. 

I readily and freely grant, 
He downa see a poor man want ; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it, 
What ance he says he wiuua bi^eak It; 
Ought he can lend he'll no refuse it ; 
Tillaft his goodness is abused; 
And rascals whiles that do liim wrang, 
Ev'n that, he does na mind it laug; 
As master, landlord, husband, fatner, 
He does nae fail his part in cither. 

But then, na thanks to him for a' that ; 
Nae godly symptom ye can ca' that ; 
It's naethlng but a milder feature. 
Of our poor, sinfu' corrupt nature; 
Ye'll get the best o' moral works, 
Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks, 
Or hunter's wild on Ponotaxi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he's the poor man's fiicnd In need, 
The gentleman In word and deed. 
It's no thro' terror of damnation; 
It's Just a carnal Inclination. 

Morality, thou deadly bane. 
Thy tens o' thousands thou hast slatn ! 
Vain is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No— stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuse a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro' a winnock frae a wh-rc, 
But point the rake that taks the door; 
Be to the poor like onic whunstane. 
And haud their noses to the grnnstane 
Ply ev'rj' art o' legal thieving: 
No matter,— stick to sound believing! 

Learn three-mile pray'rs. an' halfnnlle gracei- 
Wi' weel-spread lodves, an lung wry faces; 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan. 
And damn a' parties but your own; 
I'll warrant tnen. ye're nao deceiver, , 
A steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

O ye wha leave the springs of Calvin, 
For guralie dubs of your ain delvfn! 
Ye sons of heresy and error, 
Ye'll some day sqneel in quaking terror I 
When Vengeance draws the sword in wrath. 
And in the fire throws the sheath; 
When Ruin, with his sweeping besom. 
Just frets, till Heav'n commission gies him; 
Wnlle o'er the harp pale Misery moans, 
And strikes the evcr-deep'ning tones. 
Till louder shrieks, and heavier groans! 

Your pardon. Sir, for this disgresslon, 
I maist forgat my dedication ; 
But when divinity comes cross me. 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapour, 
But I maturely thought it proper, 
When a' my work I did review, ; 

To dedicate them, Sir, to you: 
Because (ye need na tak it 111) 
I thought them something like yonrsel'. 

Then patronise them wi' yonr favour. 
And your petitioner siiall e ver— 
I had amaist said, ever pray. 
But that's a word I need na say: 
For prHyin' I hac little skill o't ; 
I'm baith dead-sweer. an' wretched ill o't ; 
But I'se repeat each poor man's pray'r, 
That kens or hears about you. Sir— 

^* May ne'er misfortune's cowling bark, 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Clerk t 
May ne'er his gen'rous, honest heart. 
For that same gen'rous spirit smart ! 



ADDKSS0 TO XDINBUBOU. 
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Hay Kennedy's far-hononrM name 
lianff beet his hymeneal flame, 
nil Hamilton's at least a dlzen. 
Are by their canty flrestde risen ; 
Five bonnle lasses ronnd their table. 
And seven braw follows, stont an* able 
To serve their king and country wecl, 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel ! 
May health and peace, with inntual rOiySi 
Shine on the evening o* his days : 
Tin his wee carlle John's Icr-oe, 
When ebbuiR life nac matr shall flow. 
The last, sad, monrnful rites bestow !" 

I will not mind a lany conclusion, 
Wr comnllraentary effaslon, 
Bat whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and fayoors, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Your much hidcbted, humble servant. 

But If (which pow'rs above prevent!) 

That iron hearted carl Want, 

Attended in his grim advances, 

By sad mistalies, and blaclc mischances, 

while hopes, and joys, an^ pleasures fly him, 

Make you as poor a dog as I am. 

Your humble servant then no more; 

For who would humbly serve the poor ? 

But by a poor man's hopes In Heaven ! 

While recollection's power Is given, 

If, in the vale of humble life. 

The victim sad of fortune's strife, 

I, thro' the tender gushing tear. 

Should recognise my master dear. 

If friendless, low we meet together. 

Then, Sir, your hand— my friend and brother i 



TO A LOUSE. 

ON SEEING ONB ON A LADT'S BONNBT AT OHUBCH. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlin* ferlie ? 
Your impudence protects you sairly • 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace; 
Tho', faith! I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin', blastit wonner. 
Detested, shnnn'd by sannt an' sinner. 
How dare you set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 
Oae somewhere else and seek your dinner. 

On some poor body. 

Swlth, In some beggar's haffet squattle : 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and sprattle, 
Wi' Ither kindred, jumping cattle. 

In shoals and nations: 
Whare horn or bane ne'er dare unsettle 

Yonr tliick plantations. 

Now baud you there, ye're out o* sight. 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight; 
Na, faith ye yet ! ye'll no be right 

Till ye've got on It, 
The vera tapmost tow'ring height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 

My sooth ; right bauld ye set yonr nose out, 
A.s plump and grey as onle grozet ; 
Oh for some rank, mercnrlal rozet. 

Or fell, red smsdn m, 
I'd gl'e you sic a hearty dose o't. 

Wad dress your droddnm ! 

I wad na been surprised to spy 
You on an auUl wife's flannen toy; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On's wylleooat ; 
But Miss's fine Lunardi,i4 flel 

How dare ye do't? 

O Jenny, dlnna toss yonr head. 
An' set yonr beanties a' abread! 



Ye llttl« ken wluit eorsed ipeed 
The bustle's reakln* I 

Thae winks and flngen ends, I drea4, 
Are notice takln* I 

O wad some power the giftie gie as 

To see ourselis as others see uh ! 

It wad frae monie a blunder free as, 

And foolish notion : 
What airs in dress an' gait wad lea'e as. 

And ev'n devotion 1 



ADDBSSS TO £DXNBUBOH. 

I. 
Edina ! Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and towers. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet. 

Sat Legislation's sovereign powers! 
From marking wildly-scatter'd flowers. 

As on the banks of Ayr 1 stray'd, * 
And singing, lone, the flng'rlng hours, 

I shelter m thy honour'd shade. 

II. 
Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 

As busy Trade his labour plies ; 
There Architecture's noble pride 

Bids elegance and splendour rise ; 
Here'Jnstlce, from her native skies. 

High wieldH her balance and her rod; 
There learning, with his eagle eyes. 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 

III. 
Thy sons, Edina! social, kind. 

With open arms, the stranger hall ; 
Their views enlarg'd, their lib'ral inin<}, 

Above the narrow, rural vale; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merit's silent claim ; 
And never may their sources fall! 

And never envy blot their name ! 

IV. 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn 

(Jay as the gilded summer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn. 

Dear as tho raptur'd thrill of Joy ! 
Fair Burnet*^ strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heav'n's l>eantles on my fancy shine: 
I see the Sire of Love on nigh. 

And own his work Indeed divine ! 

V. 
There, watching high the least alarms. 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar; 
Like some bold vet'ran. grey in arms. 

And mark'd with many a seamy scar: 
The pond'rous walls and massy bor, 

Grira-rising o'er the rugged rock. 
Have oft withstood assailing war. 

And oft rcpell'd th' invader's shock. 

VI. 

With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome. 
Where Scotia's kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes ! had their royal homey 
Alas ! how changed the times to corao!^ 

Their royal name low In the dust ! 
Their hapless race wild-wand'ring roam, 

Tho' rigid law cries out, 'twas just ! 

VII. 

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors. In days ofyore. 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruln'd gaps 

Ota Scotia's bloody uon bore : 
E'en I who sing In rustic lore, 

Haply, my sires have left their shed. 
And faced grim danger's loudest roar. 

Bold-following where your fathers ledt 

vin. 
Edina! Scotia's' darling seat! 

AH hall thfr palaces and tow'rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat legMatlon'f 0oy*ni<n pow'rs ! 



BURNS* POETICAL WORK& 



From marking wUdlr soatUi'd lk>m% 
As on the t>anlu of Avr I ttraj^l, 

And.8lnginir, lone, the uog'rin|r noors, 
I sheltered in thy honoar'd snade. 



EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK. 

Air OLD SCOTTISH BABD, APRIL IST, 1785. 

While briers an' woodbines baddlng green. 
An' paltricks scraichin* load at e'en. 
An' morning poassie whiddin' seen. 

Inspire my mas. 
This freedom in an unknown frien' 

I pray excuse. 

On Fasten-e'en we had a rqcldn' 
To ca' the crack and weave oar stocliin' ; 
And there was muckle fan and Jokln', 

Ye need na. doalyt ; 
At length we liad a hearty yokin* 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang, amang the rest, 
A boon them a' it pleas'd me best, 
Tliat some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife ^ 
It thlrl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

I've scarce heard ought described sae weel 
What gen'rons manly bosoms feel : 
Thought I, ' Can this be Pope, or Steele, 

Or Seattle's wark?' 
They tauld me 'twas an old kind chiel 

About Mnlrkirk, 

It pat me fldgin'-fain to hear't. 
And sae about him there I spler't. 
Then a* that ken't him, round declar'd 

He had inglne. 
That nane excell'd it, few cam near't, 
It was sae fine ; 

That, set him to a pint of ale, 
An' either douce or merry tale, 
Or rhymes an' sangs he'd made himsel*, 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness and Tevlotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then up I gat. an' swoor an aith, 
Tho' I should pawn my pjeugh an' gralth, 
Or die a cadger pownie's death. 

At some dyke back, 
A pint an* glU Fd ^e them balth 

To hear your crack. 

But, first an' foremost, T could tell, 
Amalst as soon as I could spell, 
I to the crambo-jingle fell; 

Tho' rude an' rongh, 
Yet crooning to a body's sei'. 

Does weel enough. 

I am nae poet, in a sense. 
But lust a rhymer, like by chance, 
An' hae to learning nae pretence. 

Yet, what the matter? 
Whene'er my muso does on me glance, 

I Jingle at her. 

Your critic folk may cock their nose, 
And say, 'How can yon e'er propose. 
You, wna ken hardly ferses frae prose, . 

To raak a sang?' 
Bat, by your leaves, ray learned foes, 

Ye're maybe wrang. 

What's a' your Jargon o' your schools, 
Your Latin names for horns an' stools; 
If honest nature made you fools, 
_ ,^ What sairs your grammars? 

Yo d better taen np spade and shoots. 

Or kaappin-bammers. 



A set o* doIL ooDoelted haslies. 
Confuse their Drains in college cusses ? 
They gang in stirks. and come oat asses, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An* syne they think to climb Pamassos 

By dint o* Greek I 

Gie me ae spark o* nature's fire! 
That's a' tho learning I desire; 
Then tbo* I droge thro' dub an' mire 

At pleugh or cart, 
Hj muse, tho* bamely in attire. 

May touch the heart. 

Oh for a spunk o' Allan's riee, 
Or Ferguson's the bauld and slee. 
Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be. 

If I can hit it! 
Tliafwonld be lear eneugh for me t 
If I could get it» 

Now, Sir. if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends I b'lieve are few. 
Yet, if your catalogue be fon* 

I'se no insist. 
Bat gif ye want ae friend that's true, 

I'm on your list. 

I wlnna blaw about mysel' ; 
As Ul I like my faults to tell ; 
But friends and folk that wish me well. 

They sometimes roose me 
Tho* I maun own, as monie still 

As far abuse me. 

There's ae wee faut they whyles lay to me, 
I like the lasses— (iude forgle me! 
For monie a plack they wheedle frae me. 

At dance or fair ; 
Maybe some Ither thing they glo me 

They weel can spare. 

But Mauchline race, or Mauchline fair, 
I should be proud to meet yon there ; 
We'se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forgather, 
An' hae a swap o' rhyrain'-ware 

wi' ane anlther. 

The four-gill chap, we'se gar him latter. 
An' kirsen him wi' reekin' water; 
Syne we'll sit down an tak our whltter. 

To cheer our heart ; 
An* faith, we'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa' ye selfish warly race, 
Wha think that havlns, sense, an' grace, 
Ev'n love and friendship should give place 

To catch the plack I 
I dinna like to see your face, 

JNor liear your crack. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms. 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms, 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

* Each aid the others,* 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers ! 

Bnt, to conclude ray lang epistle. 
As mv anld pen's worn to the grissie : 
Twa Unes frae yon wad gar me flssle. 

Who am most fervent, 
While I can either sing, or whissle. 

Your friend and servant. 



TO THE SAME. 

APRIL 21, 1785. 

Whilr new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake, 
An' pownies reek In pleugh or braik. 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take. 

To own I'm debtor 
To honest-heartcd auid Lapraik, 

For his kind letter 



IPO WILLIAM SniPSOK. 



! 



I^orjesket salf, With w6Ary tegs. 
Rattiin' the corn oat-owre the rigs, 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten hours" bite, 
Mj awkward mnse sair pleads and begs* 
I would na write. 

The tapetless ramfeezled hizzie. 
She's 9titt at liest, and something laz j, 
Quo' she, * Ye ken we've been sae busy 

This month an' malr. 
That, troutb ! mj head is grown right dlzzie, 
An' something soir.' 

Her dowff excuse pat me mad : 
•Conscience/ says I, 'ye thowless jad 
I'll write, an' that a hearty bland, 

This vera night ; 
So dinna ye affront your trade. 

But rhyme it right. 

' Shall banld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' manldnd were a pack o' cartes. 
Boose you sae weel for your deserts. 

In terms kae friendly. 
Yet ye'll neglect to shaw your parts. 

An' thank him kindly ?' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 
An' down gaod stumble in the ink : 
Quoth I, 'Before 1 sleep a wink, 

I vow ril close it; 
An if ye winna mak* it clink, 

By Jove, l"ll prose It." 

Sae I've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither. 
Or some hotch-potch that's rightly neither. 

Let time raak proof ; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean afl-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho fortune use you hard and sharp ! 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

WI' gleesome touch ! 
Ne'er mind how fortuae waft and warp ; 

She's but ab-tch. 

She's gien me monle a jirt and fleg. 
Sin' I could striddle owre a* rig! 
But, by the Lord Jtho' I should beg, 

Wi' iyart pow, 
m laugh, an' shig, an* shake ray leg, 

As lang's I dow ! 

Now comes the sax and twentieth simmer, 
I've seen the bud upo' the timmer. 
Still persecuted by the limmcr, 

Frae year to year ; 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer, 

I, Rob, am here. 

Do ye envy the city gent, 
Behint a kist to lie and sklent. 
Or purse-proud, big wi' cent, per cent. 

And muckle wame, 
In some bit brugh to represent 

A bailie name ? 

Or is't the panghty. feudal Thane, 
VfV ruffled sark and glancin' cane, 
Wha thinks himself nae sheep-shank bane, 

But lordly stalks 
While caps an' bonnets aff are taen. 

As by he walks ? 

' O Thou wha gles us each gnid gift ! 
Gio me <)' wit and sense a lift. 
Then turn me if thou please adrift 
Thro' Scotland wide ; 
Wi' cits nor lairds I would na' shift, 
In a' their pride!* 

Were this the charter of onr state, 
* On pain' o' hell be ricb and great. 



Damnatfontliiil wonld be onr fate, 

B«rond remead : 
But, thanks to Heav n ! that's no the gate 

We learn our creed. 

For thus the royal mandate ran. 
When first tho human race began. 
The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
' Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan. 

An' none but her 

O mandate glorious and divine ! 
The followers o' the ragged Nine, 
Poor glorious devils ! yet may shine 

In glorious light. 
While sordid sons of Mammoth's light. 

Are dark as night. 

Tho' here they scrape, an' squeeze, an* growU 
Their worthless nlevelu' of a soul 
May In some future carcase howl 

The forest's fright; 
Or in some dav-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 

Then may Lapraik and Bums arise. 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes, and Joys, 

In some mild sphere. 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties. 

Each passing year! 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON. 

OCHILTBEE. 

May, 1785. 
I OAT your letter, winaome Willie ; 
Wi' gratef u' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly. 

An' unco vain. 
Should I believe, ray coaxin' billie. 

Your flatterin' strain. 

But I'se believe ye kindly meant It, 
I sud be lalth to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, side tins sklented 

On my poor musie : 
Tho' In sic phraisin' terms ye've penn'd It, 
I scarce excuse ye. 

My senses wad be in a creel. 
Should 1 but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' AUan or wi' Gilbertfleld, 

Th% braes of fame ; 
Or Fergnsson, the writer-chiel, 

A deathless name. 

(Oh Fergnsson ! thy glorious parts 
lU suited law's dry musty arts! 
My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye E'nbrugh gentry ! 
The tithe o' what ye waste at cartes, 

wad stow'd his pantry !) 

Yet when a tale comes i' my head. 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 
As whiles they re like to be my dead, 

(Oh, sad disease !) y 

I kittle up my rustic reed : ' 

It gles me ease. 

Auld Coila, now, may fldge fu' fain, 
She's gotten poets o' her ain, 
Chiels wha their ciranters winna haln. 

But tunc their lays. 
Till echoes all resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

Nae poet thought her worth his while, 
To set tier name in measnr'd style ; 
She lay like some nnkenn'-d of isle 

•Beside New-Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil 
Be>s«uth Magellan 

Bamsay an' famous Fergnsson 
Gled Forth an' Tay a lift aboon ; 



Yarrow an* ISreed to monU ft tOM^ 
Owre ScoUand ri^s^ 

While Irwin, Lngar. Ayr, an' Dpon, 
>'ae body slngt. 

Th' niissns, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tun^fa'Jine; 
But, Willie, set yonr tit to mine, 

An' cock your crest. 
We'll srar our streams and bumles shine 

Up wr the best! 

We'll sing ould Coila's plains an* fells. 
Her moors red-brown wi heather bella, 
Her banks an* braes, her dens an' dells, 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bnre the gree, as storr tells, 

Frae southron billies. 

At Wallace' name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring tide flood I 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace' side. 
Still presshig onward, red-wat-shod, 
Or glorious died ! 

Oh sweet are Coila's haughs an* woods. 
When Hntwhites chant among the buds, 
An' jinking hares, in amorous whids, 

Their loves enjoy. 
While thro' the brae the cushat croods 

Wlthwailfn'cryl 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree, 
Or frost on hills of Ochiltree ' 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or blinding drifts, wild-furious flee, 
Dark'nlng the day ! 

Oh, nature! a' thy shows an' forms 
To feeling, pensive nearts hae charms! 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an*^ light, 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The lang, dark night; 

The muse, nae poet ever fand her, 
Till by himsel' he learn'd to wander, 
Adown some trotting burn's meander 

An' no think lang. 
Oh sweet, to stray, an' pensive ponder 

A.heart-felt sang! 

The warly race may drudge and drive» 
Hog-shouther, jnndle, stretch, an strive; 
Let me fair nature's face de^crivc. 

And I, wl' pleasure, 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive. 

Bum o'er their treasure. 

Farcweel, *my rhyme-composing brither!' 
We've been owre lang unkenu'd to itlier. 
Now let us lay our heads thegither. 

In love fraternal! 
May envy wallop in a tether. 

Black fiend, infernal. 

While highlandraen hate tolls and t«xes ; 
While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxies; 
While terra flrma on her axis 

Diurnal turns. 
Count on a friend, in faith and practice. 

In Kobert Burns. 

POSTSCRIPT. 
Mt memorv's no worth a preen; 
I had araaist* forgotten clean. 
Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this New-Light,87 
'Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to light. 

In days when mankind were but cftllans 
At grammar, logic, an' sic Ulents, 
'ThQy took nae pains their speech to valance. 



fitmKS* l*OEmCA][i WOR&S. 

In thae auld times, they thought the moofi, 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon. 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Gaed past their viewing. 
An' shortly after she was done. 

They gat a new ane. 



This past for certain, undisputed; 
It ne'er cam 1' their heads to doubt it. 
Till chiels gat up an' wad confute it, 

An'ca'ditwrang; 
An' muckle din there was about it, 

Baith loud and langf. 

Some herds, weel learn'd npo' the beuk. 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas the auld moon tum'd a neuk. 

An' out o' sight. 
An' backlins-comln', to the louk. 

She grew mair bright. 

This was deny'd— it was afHrm'd: 
The herds and herseis were alarm'd; 
The rev'rend grey-beards rav'd an' stofm'd. 

That beardless laddies 
Should think they better were infonn'd 

Than their auld daddies. 

Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks : 
Frae words an' aiths to clours an nicks J 
An' monie a fallow gat his licks, 

Wi' hearty crmit; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks. 
Were hang'd an' brunt. 

This game was play'd in monie lands, 
An' Auld-Llght caddies bare sic hands, 
That, faith, the youngsters took the sandk 

Wr nimble shanks. 
Till lairds forbade, by strict commands. 

Sic bluidy pranks. 

But New Light herds gat sic a cowe. 
Folk thought them rnln'd stlck-an'-atowe» 
Till now amaist on ev'ry knowe, 

Ye'll find ane placM; 
An' some, their New Light fair avow. 

Just quite Darefac'd. 

Nae doubt the Auld Light flocks are bleatln'; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' sweatln' ; 
Mysel', I've even seen them greetin* 

Wl' girnln' spite. 
To hear the moon sae sadly lie'd on 
By word an' write. 

But shortly they will cowe the loons ! 
Some Auld Light herds in neibor towns 
Are mind't In things they ca' balloons, 

To tak a flight. 
An' stay a month araang the ihoons 

An' see them right. 

Guid observation they will gle them : 
An' when the anld moon's paun to lea'e them 
The hindmost shalrd. they'll fetch It wl' them 
An' when the New-Light billies see them, 
1 think they'll crouch! 

Sae. ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is naething but a 'moonshine matter!* 
But tho' dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tnlzie, 
I hope, we bardies ken some better 

Than mind slo brulzle. 



Or rules to gi'o. 
But spak their tbonghU in plain 
Like you or om. 



braid Lallans, 



EPISTLE TO J. RANKINE,w 

ENCLOSmO 80HB FOSMS. 

Oh rough, rude, ready-witted Rankhiei 
The wale o' cocks for fun and drinkln' I 
There's mony godly folks are thlnkln, - 
Your dreams" an' tricks 

WUl «.»<. y... KggJS^ej Mljjlnj^,^ 



JOHN BARLErCORN. 



» 



Yc hae sae monie cracks an* Miits, 
And in yoar wicked, drunken rants, 
Te mak a devil o' the saunts. 

An' fill them foa. 
And then their faUings, flaws, an* tranta, 

Are a' seen thro'. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare It ; 
That noij robe, O dinna tear it ! 
Spare't for tholr sakes wha aften wear itt 

Tiio lads hi black ! 
But your curst wit, when it comes near tt, 

Klves't aff their back. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye'ro skaithlng, 
It's just the blue-gown badge* an' claithiug 
O' saunts ; tak that, yc lea'e them naething 

To ken them by, 
Frae ony unregenerate lieathen 

Like you or I. 

I've sent you here some rhyming ware, 
A' that I bargain'd for an' mair ; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

1 will expect 
Yon 8ang,89 ye'U seu't wl cannle care, 

And no neglect. 

Tho* faith, sma* heart hae I to sing! 
Hy muse dow scarcely spread her wiag ! 
I've play'd mysel a bonnle spring, 

An'danc'dmvflUJ 
I'd better gaen and sair'd the king 

At Bunker's Hill. 

'Twas ae night lately in my fun 
I gaed a roving wi' the gun, 
An' brought a paitrick to the gnu)« 

A bonnie hen. 
And, as the twilight was begnn. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt; 
I straikit it a wee for sport, 
Ke'er thinkin* they wad fash me for't ; 

But, deil-ma care ! 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 

Some anid ns'd hands had ta'en a note, 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot; 

I scorn d to lie ; 
So gat the whissle o* my groat. 

An' pay't the fee. 

But, by my gun, o' guns the wide, 
An' by my ponther an* my hall. 
An' by my hen, an' by her tall, 

I vow an' swear ! 
The game shall pay o'er moor an* flale. 

For this, nelst year. 

Aft soon*s the dockln'-time is bj. 
An' the wee pouts begun to cry. 
Lord, I'se hae sportiir by an' by 

For my gowd guinea: 
fd the Dudukin kye ' 



Tho' I should herd 



For*t,inVlrgiBi4. 

Trowth, the V ha4 melkle for to blame I 
Twas neither broken wing nor limb. 
But twa-three drap* about the wame, 

Scarce thro' the feathers; 
An' baith a yellow George to claim. 

An* thcS* thetr Utotbers I 

It pits me aye as mad'a a hare « 
So I can rhyme nor write nae maIr, 
But pennyworths again is fair, 

Wn«n tbne's expedtent ; 
Meanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Yoof most obedient. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN.*® 

▲ BALLAD. 
I. 

There were three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, 

An' the v hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

II. 
They took a plough and ploogh'd him down. 

Put clods upon nis head. 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

. lU. 

But the cheerful spring came kindly op, 

And show'rs began to fall; 
John Barleycorn got np again. 

And sore surpris'd them aU. 

IT. 

The sultry suns of summer eame, 

And he grew thick and stfong: 
His head weel arm'd wi' pointed ^Mwm, 

That no one should him wrong. 

T. 

The sober autumn enter'd mlld« 

When he grew wah and pale ; 
His bending joints and drooping head 

Show'd he began to fail. 

VI. 

His colour sicken'd more and mer^ 

He faded into age ; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their dea^y nge. 

vu. 
They've ta'en a weapon, long and sharp. 

And cut him by the knee ; 
Then tied him fast upon a oart, ' 

Like a rogue for forgerle. 

YUI. 

They laid him down upon his ^«ek. 

And cudgell'd him full sore ; 
They hung him np before the storm, 

And turn'd hhn o'er and o'er. 

IX. 

They filled up a darksome pit 

with water to the brim, 
They heaved in John BarleyeoffD, 

There let hhn sink or swim. 



They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe. 
And still as signs of life appear'd 

They toss'd him to and iro. 

XL 

They wasted o'er a scorching flaipQi 

The marrow of hla bones; 
But a miller used him worst of aU^ 

For he cmsh'd him between t^o ftoow 

XTL 

And they hae ta'en his very heart's blood 
And drank it round and round ; 

And still the more and mpue th^y dranl^, 
Their J07 did inore al^oimd. 

xzn. 
John Barleyeora was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise, 
For if yon do hut taste his blood, 

'Twul make yo«r covage rise, 

xnr. 
'Twill make a man forget his woe ; 

'Twill heighten all ^ifs Joy ; 
Twin make the widows hesJt to atoff, 

Tho' the tear -wH ta her ^grt. 
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XV. 



Then let ns toast John Barleycorn, 
Each roan a glass in hand; 

And may his great posterity 
Ne'er fall in old ScoUaudl 



A FRAGMENT. 
Tune—" Killicrankio." 

Whex Guildford good onr pilot stood, 

And did our helm tliraw, man, 
Ae night, at tea. began a plea, 

Within America, man : 
Then np thcj gat the maskin-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 
An* did nae less, in fnll congress, 

Than quite refuse onr law, man. 

II. 

Then thro* the lakes Montgomerj takes, 

I vrat he was no slaw, man ; 
Down Lowrle's burn he took a turn, 

And Carleton did ca\ man : 
But yet. what-reck, he, at Quebec, 

Montgomery-like, did fa\ man ; 
Wi' sword in hand, before his band, 

Amang bis enemies a\ man. 

in. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage, 

Was kept at Boston Ha', man ; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er the knowe 

For Philadelphia, man : 
Wi' sword an' gun he thought a sin, 

Guid Christian blood to draw, man ; 
But at New-York, wi' knife and forl^ 

Sir-loin he hacked sma', man. 

IV. 

Burgoyne gaed np, like spur an' whip. 

Till Fraser brave did fa', man ; 
Then lost his way, ac misty day, 

In Saratago shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as lang's he dought. 

An* did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save 

He hong it to the wa', man. 

y. 

Then Montague, an* Guildford too. 

Began to fear a* fa', man : 
And SackvUle donre, wha stood the stoore. 

The German Chief to thraw. man ; 
For Paddy Burke, like onle Turk, 

Mae mercy had at a*, man ; 
An* Charlie Fox threw by the box. 

An* lows'd bis tlnliler Jaw, man. 

VI. 

Then Rockingham took up the game ; 

Tin death did on him ca'. man : 
When Shclbnme meek held up his chee 

Conform to gospel law, man. 
Saint Stephen's boys, wI* Jarring noise. 

They did his measures thrnw, man, 
For North and Fox united stocks. 

And bore him to the wa', man, 

vn. 

The clubs an* hearts were Charlie's cartes, 

He swept the stakes awa*. man. 
Tin the diamond's ace, of Indian race, 

Led him a salr/aujrjMi«. man: 
The Saxon lads, wi' lond placads. 

On (Chatham's lioy did ca', man :* 
An* ScorlHud drew her pipe, an* blew, 

*' Up, Willie, waur them a*, man I 

VIII. 

Behind the thpne then Grenvllle's gone. 

A secret word or twa. man; 
While slee Dnndas arous*d the class 

Be-north the Bonuui wa, man: 



An* Chatham*s wraith, in heavenly graith, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man) 
Wi* kindling eyes, cryd, •• WilUe, rise ! 

Would 1 lia'e fear'd them a', man? 

IX. 

But word an* blow. North, Fox and Co., 

Gowrd Willlo like a ba', man. 
Till Southrons raise, and cuost their claise 

Behind him in a raw. man : 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An* did her wittie draw, man : 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt and blood 

To make it gold in law, man. 



SONG. 
Tune—^^ Corn Rigs are Bonnie.' 



It was upon a Lammas night. 
When com rigs are bonnie. 

Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 
I held awe to Annie: 

The time flew by wi' tentlcas heed, 
'Till tween the lute and early. 

Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed. 
To see me thro' the barley. 

II. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 

The moon was shining clearly ; 
I set her down, wi' right good will 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 
I ken't her heart was a' my ain; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owro' again, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

III. 

I lock'd her in ray fond embrace ;] 

Her heart was beating rarely; 
My blessing on that happv place, 

Amang the rigs o' barley! 
But by the moon and stars so bright, 

Tliat shone that hour so clearly. 
She aye shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o* barley ! 

IV. 

I hae been blithe wi' comrades dear; 

I hae been merry drinkin'; 
I hae been Joyfu' gath'rin gear; 

I hae been happy thinkhi': 
But a* the pleasures e*er 1 s^w, 

Tho* three times doubled fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a* 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

CHOBUS. 

Com rigs an* barley rigs. 
An* com rigs are bonnie : 

ril ne*er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 



SONG, 

C0MP08BD IN AUGUST. ' 

Tune—** I bad a horse, I bad nae mair.** 

I. 

Now westlin* winds, and slanght-ring guns. 

Bring autumn's pleasant weather: 
The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 

Amang the blooming heather : 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the plain. 

Delights the weary farmer ; 
And the moon sliines bright, when I rove Ji 
night. 

To muse upon my ebanner. 



SONG 



II. 
Tlie partridge lovea the frnltfnl fell : 

The plover loves the mountains : 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells j 

The soannjj hem the fountains: 
Thro' lofty groves the cushat roves, 

Tiie patn of man to shun it ; 
Tlie hiizcl bush ocrhangs the thrnslx. 

The spreading thorn the linnet. 

III. 
Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure find, 

Tlie savage ami the tender : 
Some soclul join, and leagues combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaunt,awayl tlie cruel sway, 

Tyrannic man's dominion : 
Tlie sportsman's joy, the niurd'ring cry. 

The flutt'ring, gory pinion! 

IV. 

But Peggy dea», the ev'nnig's clear, 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view. 

All fading-green and yellow: 
Come let us stray our gladsome way, 

And view the charms of nature; 
The rustling corn, the fruited thorn. 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

V. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk, 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 
I'll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how I love thee dearly: 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be as thou to me, 

Jdy fair, my lovely charmer! 



VIII. 



^ 



SONG. 

Tttne-" My Nannie, !" 

I. 
Behind yon hill, where Stinchar flows, 

Mang moors an' mosses many, O ! 
The wintry sun the day has clos'd. 

And ni awa' to Nannie, ! 

II. 
The westlin* wind blaws loud an' shrill ; 

The night's baith mirk and rainy, O! 
But I'll get my plaid and out I'll steal. 

An' owre the nilis to Nannie, O ! 

HI. 

My Nannie's charming, sweet, an' young ; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O ! 
May ill beta' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my JNannie O ! 

IV. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 
As spotless as she's bonnle, O ! 

The opening gowan, wet wi' dew, 
Nae purer is.than Nannie, O! 



A country lad is my degi^e. 
An' few there bo that ken me, 0! 

But what care I how few they be, 
I'm welcome aye to Nannie ! 

VI. 

My riches a's my penny-fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O! 

But warl's gear ne'er troubles me. 
My thoughts are a* my Nannie, O! 

VII. 

Our auld <3uidman delights to view 
His slieep an' kye thrive bonnle. O! 

But I'm as blithe that hands his plengbf 
An* has nae care t>ut Nannie, O ! 



Come weel. come woe, I care na by, 
111 take what Heaven will sen' me, 01 

Nae ithor care in life have I, 
But live, au' love my Nannie, 0! 



GR££N GROW THE RASHES. 

▲ FRAGMKNT. 
CHORUS. 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
Tlic sweetest hours that e'er I spend. 

Are spent amang the lasses, O ! 

I. 

There's nought but care on every han'. 
In every huur that passes, O! 

What signiftes the life o* man. 
An' 'twere ua for the lasses, 0! 
Green grow, &Q. 

II. 

The warly race may riches chase. 
An' riches still may fly them, 01 

An' though at last they catch them fast, 
Tlieir hearts can ne'er enjoy them, 0! 
Green grow, && 

III. 

But gie me a canny hour at e'en. 
My arms about my dearie, 01 

An warly cares, an' warly men. 
May a gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow, &c 

IV. 

For you so douse, ye sneer at this, 
Yti re nought but senseless asses, 0! 

Tlie wisest man the warld e'er saw, 
He dearly loved the lasses, O ! 
Gi*een grow, &c 

V. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears, 
Her noblest work she classes, O I 

Her 'prentice han' she tried on man, 
And tben she made the lasses, O I 
Green grow, &Q. 



SONG. 
Tune—" Jockles Grey Breeks.** 
I. 

AOAIK rejoicing Nature sees 
Her robe assume its vernal hnes. 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze. 
All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

CH0BCS.91 

And maun T still on Menie^ doat. 

And bear the sconi that's in her'e'e ? 
For it's jet. jet black and it's like a bawk, 

And it winna let a body be ! 

II. 

In y&ih to me the cowslips blaw. 
In vain to me the violets spring; 

In vain to me, in glen or sliaw. 
The mavis and the Imtwhite sing. 
And maun I stiU, <ke. 

III. 

The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' Joy the tentle seedsman stalks. 

But life to me's a weary dreaola, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. ' 
And maun I stUI^ 4eo« 
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lY. 



The wanton coot the water skims, 
AmaniT the reeds the ducklings cry, 

Hie stately swan majestic swims. 
And eyerythtog is blest bnt I. 

And maun I still, &c 



V. 

The shepherd steeks his faulding slap. 
And owre the moorlands whistle shrill, 

Wi' wild, unequal, wandering step, 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

And maun I still, &c. 

▼I. 
And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 

Blithe wankens by the daisy's Hide, 
And moults and sings on fluttering wings, 
A woe-worn ghalst 1 hameward glide. 

And maun I still, &c 

VII . 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl. 
And raging bend the naked tree; 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul. 
When nature all Is sad like me. 

CBOBUS. 

And maun I still on Menie doat, 
And bear the scorn that's in her e'e ? 

For lt*9 jet black, and it's like a tu^wk* 
An' It wlnna let a body be.o^ 



SONG. 

Tune— ''Uoslin Castle." 

I. 
The gloomy night i.s gathering fast. 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast, 
Yon murky clond is foul wi' rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain : 
The hunter now has left the moor. 
The scatter'd coveys meet secwre, 
While here 1 wander prwt wl* care, 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

II. 
The Antnmn mourns her ripening com, 
By early Winter's ravage torn; 
Across her placid, azure sky, 
She sees the scowling tempest fly ; 
Chill runs my blood to bear it rave,-~ 
I think npon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger 1 must dare, 
Tar from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

in 
Hs not the surging billow's roar, 
*Tis not that fatal deadly shore: 
Tho' death in every shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to fear ! 
But round my heart the ties are bound. 
That heart transpierced with many t^ wound; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear* 
To leave tho bonnie banks of Ayr. 

IV. 

Farewell, old Colla's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding valM; 
The scenes were wretched fancy rovM, 
Pursuing past unhappy loves ! 
Farewell, my friends! farewell, my foes! 
My peace with these, my love with those— 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell the bonnie mudu of Ayr! 



aova. 

a'Vme-"OUderoy." 

Frox thee, VUza, I m««t tfo. 
And from my native tiUcn ; 

The cruel fates between oi tttnrr 
A bictandte^ otei]|*k m^: 



Bnt boundless oceans roaring wide. 

Between my love and mc, 
They never, never can divine 

My heart and soul from tbef;. 

II. 

Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear, 

The maid that 1 adore ! 
A boding voice is hi mine ear. 

We part to meet no more! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor t^« 
That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thine that lAtest sigtil 



THE FAREWEluL, 

JAMES'S LOpaX^ Z4B* 



TO THE BRETHREN OF ST, 

BOLTON, 



Turn—''* Good night and Joy be wl' you aT* 

I. 
Adieu I a heart-warm, fond adieu,! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tiej 
Ye favour'd, ye enllghtend few. 

Companions of m^* social Joy! 
Tho' I to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing Forttme's sUpp'ry ba'. 
With melting heart, and brlmfnl eye, 

I'll mind you still, tho' far awa'. 

n 
Oft have I met your social band. 

And spent the cheerfhl fe9tltre ^iglllt; 
Oft, hononr'd with supreme cominsotfi 

Presided o'er the Huns of Light; 
And by that Hieroglyphic Bright, 

Which none but Craftsmen eversvr;. 
Strong Mem'ry on my heart shaB write 

Those happy scenes when far awa' ! 

Ui. 
May Freedom, Harmony, and Love, 

Unite you In the grand design. 
Beneath the Omniscient Eye above. 

The glorious Architect SQvlnel: 
That yon may keep th' nnerring line, 

StiU rising by the plummet's law, 
mi Order bright completely shine, 

Shall be my pray'r when far awa'. 

IV. 

And you. farewell ! whose meritq claiip. 
Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 

Hc.iv'n bless your honour d, noMe ntne. 
To Masonry and Scotia dear! 

A last request, permit me here. 
When yearly ye assemble a'. 

One round— 1 ask It with a tear- 
To him, the Bard that's far awa' 1 



1 



SONG. 

Tune—^'^ Prepare, my dear brethren, to the 

tavern let's fly." 

1 

No churchman am I for to rail and to write. 
No statesman nor soldier to plot or to fight. 
No sly man of business contitvhig a snare,— 
For a big-belUed bottle's the whole of oj^caro. 

XX. 

The peer I don't envy, I cive him his bow : 

I scorn not the peasant, tno' ever so low : 

But a club of good feOow«,lllte thee« th4U an 

here * ' 

And a botile like this, are my ^lery^and care. 

III. 
Here passes tho squire on his brother— his horse 
There centum per centum, thecH with his parse 
But see yqaTbe Crown, how It waves In tbt 

ale! 
ThereiaMr4^ftUiftdbQkt]aitiUeaaMiay.oare. . 



£L£Gt Oir CANADA- UJOltatSW ttettDEBSOK. 



IT- 



The wife (rfinj boaom, alas! she diddle! 
For svreet consoUtlon to ctisrch I dM Hji 
I found that old Solomoa proved it fair. 
That a big-bellied bottlers a cure for all eare. 

V. 

I once was persuaded a ventiire to make : 
A letter inform d me that aU was to wrecl: 2 
But the puny old landlord Jast waddVd np- 

With a glorious bottle that ended tty casts. 

. VI. 

* Life's cares tlMf are oomforts^M^^i itiazlm laid 

down 
By the bard, what d*ye call him, tftiat wore the 

black gown ; 
And faith 1 afree with tfa* old prtf^ to $. hair; 
Tor a big-bellled bottled a heaven ot'Cafe, 

[A Stanza added In a Mason Lodge.) 

Then fill ap a bumper and make it o^erftow^ 
And honours masontc prepare for to throw : 
May every true brother of the compass and 

square 
Have a big-belUed bottle when h&raM'd with 

care! 



WRITTEN m f^URS-CARBE B!^)lltAOE, 

ON KITHSIlMe. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou Gjad in russet weed. 
Be thou decli'd in silken stole. 
Grave these counsels on thy soul:— 

y Life is but a day at most, 
Sprung from night, in darkness lost 

,Hopc not sunslime every hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lower. 

As youth and love with sprightly daofiiii 

. Beneath thy morning star advance, 
Pleasure with her siren air 
. May delude the thoughtless palr^ . 
; Let prudence bless cnioymeni's com 
■ Then raptar*d alp, and sip It upw 

As thy day grows Wf^nn and high, 
; Life's meridian flaming nigh. 

Post thou spurn the humble va)e ? 
,' Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale? 

Check thy climbing step, elate, ' 

Evils lurk in felon wait: 
. Dangers, eagle-pinion*a bold, 

Soar around each olifFy hold, 
) While cheerful peace, with linnet^ 
) Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev'ning dose, 

Beck'ning thee to repose ; 

As life itself becomes disease, 
r Seek the chimney-nenk of case. 
• There ruminate with sober thought, 
' On all thou'st seen, and heard, and wroagbt; 
< And teach the sportive yonnkers rooML 
) Saws of experience, sage and sound. 
/ Hay, man's true, genuine esttaate, 
/ The grand criterion of hi*« fate. 

Is not, Art thou high or low? 

Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 

Did manv talents gild thy spun ? 

Or frugal nature grudge thee one? 
/ Tell them, and press it on ttielr mtttd, 
/ As thou thyself must shortly And, 
.The smile or frown of awful Reavii. 
V To virtue or to vice is giv'n, 
i Say. to be Just, and kind, and wise, 

There solid self-enjoyment lies; 

That foolish, selflsh, faithless wnya. 

Lead to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus reslgn'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting Meep ; 



Sleep, whence thou shatt ne*er awnk^ 
Night where dawn shalt never break, 
ml future life, fnture no more. 
To light and joy the good reste*^ 
Tb light and Joy unknown befora. 
Stranger, go, Heav'n be thy guMel 
Quod the beadsman of Nlth-slde. 



ODE. 

SACSBD TO THE XSMORT OF KBI. OIWAUX 

DwELLEB in yon dungeon dark. 
Hangman of creation! mark 
Who m widow-weeds appears. 
Laden with unbonourea years. 
Noosing with care a bursting parsd. 
Baited with many a deadly curse 1 

8TBOPHE. 

View the wlther'd beldam''s face— 

Can thy keen Inspection trace 

Aught of humanity 8 sweet, meYtfnlr SIMM? 

Not that eye, 'tis rhnem o'erflowt. 

Pity's flood there never rose. 

See those hands, ne'er stretchM to t&Ve, 

Hands that took— but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon^s Iron chest, 

Lo, there she goes, unpitled, and nnblett ; . 

She goes, but not to realms of everlMtmg test! 

ANTISmOPHX. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine ejeis 

(A while forbear, ye torturing fiendal). 

Seest tliou whose step unwilling btther bends ? 

No fallen angel, hurl'd frmn upper tkies ; 

'Tis thy trusty quondam mat^ 

Doom'd to share thy flery fat^ 

She, tardy, hell-ward pliM. 

BPODB. 

And are they of no more nvall. 

Ten thousand gUtt'rlng pounds A-yefif ? 

In other worlds can Mammon flul. 

Omnipotent as he Is here? 

O, bitter mock'ry of the pompous bief, 

While down the wretched vital part i^ dt)ttt(lt,. 

The cavc-lodg'd beggar, with a consMence eieAf, 

Expires in rags, unknown, and goetto HeaTeo. 



ELEGY ON 



CAPTAIN UATtaSW ^^- 
DERSOK, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD XHB FAtKNT FOft HIS 
HONOURS IMUEDLATSLT FROM AUMKHTT QlWl 

' But now his radiant course Is run. 
For Matthew's course waa bright : 

His soul was like the glorious ana, 
A matchless Heav'iuy light r 

O Death! thou tyrant fell and bloody ; 

The meiklc devil wl' a woodie 

Haurl thee hamo to this black smlddl^ 

O'er hurcheon hlde«i 
And like stockflsh come o'er his stndale 

wr thy auld sldeit 

He's gane! he's gane! h6*8 franos toM, 
The ae best fellow e'er waft born ! 
Thee, Matthew. Nature's sel' shall monm 

By wood and wild. 
Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 
JPraemanexll'd! 

Ye hills, near nelbonrs o* the stai^ifi 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Ye cliffs, the ha ants of sailing yearns, 

Where Echo slumbers 1 
Come join, ye Nature's sturdiest balms. 
My wailing numbers t 

Mourn. Ilka grove the cnshM kbtui t 
Ye haz'lly shaws ahd briery dienst 
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Te bnrnldl wlmplln* down your glens, 

Wi'^toddlln din, 
Or foaminfir Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lln to lin. 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lea; 
Ye stately fox-gloves fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonnille 

In scented bow'rs: 
Ye roses on your thorny tree. 

The first o* flow'rs. 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy blade 
Droops tvith a diamond at its head. 
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shedt 

r th' rustling gale, 
Ye mauklns, whiddin* thro' the glade. 

Come Join my wail! 

Monrn ye wee songsters o* the wood ; 
Ye groase, that crap the heather bud ; 
Ye curlews, calling thro* a clud ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick. brood— 

lie's gane for ever ! 

Monrn, sooty coots, and speckled teals ; 
Ye fisher heruns, watching eels i 
Ye duck and drake, wI' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Bair for his sake ! 

Mourn, clam'rlng cralks at close o* day, 
*Mang fields o' fiow'ring clover gay ; 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell the far warlds, wha lies in clay. 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye howlets, frae your ivy bow'r. 
In some auld tree, or eldritch tow r 
What time the moon, wi' silent glow'r, 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail thro* the dreary midnight hour 

Tin waukrife mom ! 

O rivers, forests, hills, and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard mv canty strains : 
But now, what else for me remains 

But tales of woe ? 
An* frae my e'en the drapping rains 

Maun ever now. 

Mourn, Spring, thou darling of the year! 
nk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 
Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear 

Snoots up Its head. 
Thy gay, green, fiow'ry tresses shear. 

For him that's dead! 

Thou, Autumn, wl' thy yellow hair, 
Tn grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, burling thro' the air 

The roaring blast. 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we've lost! 

Monrn him, thon Sun, great sonrce of light! 
Monrn, Empress of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling stamles bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he's ta'enhls flight, 

Ke'er to return. 

O.Henderson! the man! the brother! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 
And hast thou cross'd that unknown river. 

Life's dreary bound ? 
Like thee, where shall I And another. 

The worl4 around ? 

Ck> to your sculptured tombs, ye great. 
Id a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
Bnt by thy honest tnrf Til wait. 
Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 
\ E'er lay in earth. 



&UBN0* POETICAL WOBKS^ 



THE KPlTAFS. 

Stop, passenger!— my story's brief; 

And truth I shall relate, man ; 
I tell nae common tale o' grief— 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast. 
Yet spum'd at fortune's door, mux ; 

A look of pity hither cast— 
For Matthew was a poor jnan 

If thou a noble sodger art. 
That passest by this grave, man ; 

There moulders here a gallant heart — 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha wheel had won thy pnUse- 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at friendship's sacred ca', 

Wad life Itself resign, man; 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa'— 

For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thon art staunch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man ; 

This was a kinsman o* thy ain— 
For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire. 
And ne'er gnid wine did fear, man; 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire— 
For Matthew was a queer man. 

If ony whiggish, whlngin sot, »• 

To Dlame poor Matthew dare, man; 

May dool and sorrow be his lot — 
For Matthew was a rare man. 



LAMENT OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS;. 

OV THE APPROACH OF SPRIK0. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green 

On every blooming tree, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er the grassy lea: 
Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 

Now lav'rocks wake the merry mom, '^ 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r. 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis wild wl' many a note, 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn's budding in the glen, 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland, 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
But I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun He In prison Strang. 



'.! 






I was the Queen o* bonnle France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fu' lightly rase I In the morn. 

As blithe lay down at e'en: 
And I'm the sovereign of Scotland,. 

And mony a traitor there ; 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman !' 

My sister and my fae. 
Grim vengeance, yet, shall whet a sword' 

That thro' thy soul shall gae ! 



(' 
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BURKS* POSTtCAL WOftttS 



'*rye seen tae mony changefn' yean. 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men. 

Alike unknowing and ankuown: 
Unheard, nnpitied, nnreliev'd, 

1 bearalane my lade o* care. 
For silent, low un beds of dnst. 

Lie a that would my sorrows shard. 

"And last, (the sum of a* my griefs I) 

My noble master lies in day : 
The flow'r araang our barony bold. 

His country's prid6. his country s stay 
In weary being now I pine, 

For a' the U^ of Ufe is dead. 
And hope has left my aged ken. 

On forward wing for ever fled. 

"Awake thy last sad voice, my harp. 

The sound of woe and wild despair; 
Awake, resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep fn silence everraalr! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend. 

That flllest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mtrkest fl^oom. 



** In poverty's low barren vale ; 
Thick mists, 



luyir unrruii voxc: 

obscure, involv'd me roimil' 
Tho- oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found : 
Thou found'st me like the morning laa. 

That melts the fogs in limpid air. 
The friendless bard and rustic song. 

Became aUke thy fostering care. 

" O ! why has worth so short a date ? 

While villains rip^n grey with tiipe 
Hust thou, the n6Die, gcnTous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime? 
Why did l live to spo that day ? 

A day to me so full of woe ! 
O ! had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low! 

*'Tho bridegroom raav forget the bride 

Was made his we<lacd wife yestreen ; 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an nonr has been; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles so sweetly on her knee ; 
But I'll remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for me !** 



LI N E St 

8KKT TO SIR JOHK WIUTEFOIU), OT WHJTEFOBD, 
BART., WITH THB FOLLOWINQ rOSM. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st. 
Who, save thy mind*s reproach, nought eaxthly 

fear'st. 
To thee this votive offering I impart, 
** The tearful tribute of a broken heart.'* 
The friend thou valued'st. I the patron loved ; , 
His worth, his honour, all the world appro.V*di. 
We'll mourn till we, too, go as be is gone, , : 
And tread tlie dreary path to tiiat dark wotld 

unluiowu. 



T:^VM O' SHAKTEH: 

A TALE. 

Of Brownyis and of BogUis full is this Bake. 

—Gamn Ikhigltu. 

Whrn chapman billies leave the street. 
And drouthy neibours, neibonrs meet, 
As market-clavs are wearing late. 
An* folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While we set bousing at the nappy. 
An' gettin* fou and unco happy, 
We think na on the lang Sicots milei« 
The mosses, waters, flaps, and styles, 



That lie between ns and onr hamd, 
Whare sits our sulky, sullen dame. 
Gathering her brows like gathering stomL 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm 

This truth f and honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he frue Ayr ac night did canter, 
(Anld Ayr, wham neNer a town surpasses. 
For honest men and bonny lasses.) 

O Tarn ! had'st thou but been sae wlae. 
As ta'en thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tanld thee wecl thou was a sJpellain, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blelltmi ; 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thou was na sober; 
That ilka melder, wi' the miller. 
Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on, 
The smith and thee koX roaring fbu OB ; 
That at the Lord's house, eV'n on Snnai(f, 
Thou drank wi' Kh-kton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesy'd, that late or soon. 
Thou would be found deep drown d in Doon ; 
Or catched wi' warlocks in the mirlc. 
By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet. 
To think how mony counsels sweet, 
How mony lengthen'd sage advioefl. 
The husband frae the wife despises I 

But to our tale :>-Ae market nlgbt 
Tarn had got planted, unco right; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing fhaeljr. 
Wi' reaming swats, that drank divinely 
And at his elbow, 8oater Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony; 
Tarn lo'ed him like a vera brither: 
They had been fou for weeks thogithorS 
The night drive on wi' sangs an clatter ; 
And aye the ale was growing better: 
The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi' favours, secret, sweet, and preciocM-;. / 
The Souter tauld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus: 
The storm without might rair and mstltt— 
Tam did nil mind the storm a whistta. 

Care, road to see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy ! 
As bees flee haihc wi' loads o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleaaons 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorwds, 
O'er a' the ills o' lifd victorious ! 

But pleasures are like popples q>xeadl» 
Yon seize the flower. Its oloom is shed I 
Or like the snow- tails in the riv^r, 
A moment white— (hen melts for ever ; 
Or like the borcaiis race. 
That flits ere you con point their plAce y. 
Or like the ralnbaw's lovely lorm 
Evanishing amid the storm.— 
Nae man can tether time or tide: 
The hour approaches Tam maun rld^: 
That hour, o^ night's black arch the key-skUMB, 
Hiat dreary hour he mounts his beast la ; 
And sic a night ho taks the road in, 
As no*^r poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last ; 
The rattlin' sho%vers rose on the blast: 
The speedy gleams the darkness swalloWd ^ 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder. l)^Uow*d; 
That ntfflit a child might understand, 
The dell had business on his hand. 

- Weel mounted on his grey mare, Meg-— 

t A better never lifted leg- 
Tarn Hkelpit on thro' dnn and mire, 

! Despising wind, and rain and fire ; 
Whiles holding fast his gutd blue bonnet; 

(Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scot's sonneU 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cuea» 
Lest bogles catch him unawares } 



ON SEEING A WOUNDED HABE UXB BY ME. 



Klrk-AUoway was drawing nigh. 
Wbare ghalsts and faoulets nightly cry-- 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Whare in the snaw ttie chftpman smoor'd ; 
And past the birks and meiUe stane, 
Whare dracken Charlie brak *s neck-bane ; 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 
Wliaro hnnters tand the marder'd balra ; 
And near the thorn, aboon the well, 
Whare Mnngo's mither hang'd horseL— 
Before him Doon pours ail his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll ; 
When glimmering thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Ailoway seem'd In a breeze ; 
Thro* ilka bore the beams were glancing. 
And loud resoandcd mirth and dancing- 
Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 
What dangers thou canst ma^o us scorn! 
Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil: 
Wi' nsqnebae well face the devil!— 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammle's noddle, 
Fair play, he cared na defls a boddle. 
Bnt Maggie stood right sair nstonish'd, 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, 
Hhe ventured forward on the light ; 
And, wowt Tarn saw an unco sight! 
Warlocks and witches jn a dance ; 
Nae cotillon brent new frae France, 
Bnt hornpipes, Jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their neels. 
A win nock-bunker in the east. 
There sat auld Nick in shape o* beast; 
I A towzle tyke, black, grim, and large. 
To gic them music was bis charge : 
He screw'd his pipes and gart them skiii. 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.— 
Coffins stood round like open presses. 
That shaw'd the deadtn their last dre89es; 
And by some devilish cantrip slight. 
Each in its cav^d hand held a light,— 
By which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes in gibbet aims: 
Twa span-lang, wee unchristen'd balms : 
A thief new-cntted frae a rape, 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape : 
Five tomahawks, wi* blude red-rusted ; 
Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted ; 
A garter which a babe had strangled: 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain son o' life bereft. 
The gray hairs yet stnck to the heft ; 
Wi' mair o* horrible and awfu' 
Which ev*n to name wad t>e unlawfn*. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd and carious. 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and londer blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew: 
They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleckit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her daddies to the wark. 
And linkit at It In her sark ! 

Now Tam, O Tam! had ih«y been qneans 
A' plump an* strapping, hi their teens ; 
Their sarks, instead o*^ere«tlde flanoen. 
Been snaw-white 8«v«iiteeh-hnnder linnen : 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were P)n9h o' gnid bloe ha4r, 
I wad hae gi'en tQem a9 Ai^ Imrdies: 
For ae blinK o' the ponnie burdies ! 
But wither'd beldams anid and droU, 
Bigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a crummoc)E 
I wonder didna turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kenn'd what was what fa* brawtte i 
There was ae winsome wench and waUe, 
That night enlisted in the core, 
(Lang aher kenn'd on Carrick shore t 



For mony a beast to dead she shot. 
And perfsh'd mony a bonnie boat. 
And shook balth melkle com and bem:, 
And kept the country side in fear,) 
Her cutty sark o* Paisley ham. 
That while a lassie she had worn. 
In longitude though sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was vauntie,— 
Ah I little kenn'd thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wi* twa pund Scots, (twas a' her ri^ea,) 
Wad ever grac d a dance of witches ! 

Bnt here my muse her wing mauil eour. 
Sic flights are far beyOnd her pow'r: 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang, 
(A sonpie Jade she was and strangl 
And how Tarn stood, like anc bewltdi'di 
And thought his very een cnricVd : 
Even Satan giow'red and fldg'd fu" fain, 
And liotch'd and blew wt' might and main, 
Tin flrst ae caper, syne anithcr, 
Tam tint his reason a' theglther. 
And roars out, " Weel done. Cutty eark!" 
And in an instant all wa? dark ; 
And scarcely had ho Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees blzz out wi' angry fyke, 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussie's mortal foes. 
When, pop ! she starts before their pose ; 
As eager runs the market crowd, 
When " Catch the thief !" resounds aloud; 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' monie an eldritch screech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! Ah, Tam ! thou'U get tliy fatrin ! 
In hell they'll roast thefe like a herrm! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comln 1 
Kate soon will be a woefn' woman I 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key staneM of the brtgt 
There at them thou thy tail may toss. 
A running stream they dare na cross! 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The flent a tall she had to shake ! 
For Nannie, far before the rest, 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle ; 
Bnt little wist she Maggie's mettle— 
Ae spring brought aff her master hale, 
But left behind her ain grey tail : 
The carllne ciaught her by the rump, 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stamp. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall reJMl, 
Ilk man and mother's son taHe heed ; 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd, 
Or cutty-sarks run in yonr mind. 
Think ye may buy the Joys o'er dear— 
Kemember lam o* Shanter's mare. 



ON SEEING A WOUNDED HABE LIMP BY 

HE, 

WHICH ▲ FBIJX>W HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

iNHtTMAK man ! curse on thy barh'roas ^, 
And blasted be ttif mnrder^Tming eye : 
May nevei pity soothe thee with a sigh. 

Nor ever pleasure glad thy drael heartT 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and fleM, 
The bitter little that of life remains: 
No more the thickiening brakes lind verdant 
plains. 

To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted 
rest. 

No more of rest, bnt now thy dying bed ! 

The sheltering rushes whlSdint o*«t tKi V«y^ 
The cold e&rtti xtUtiX^ XdVqmci '«qincb.'^fni«ii^ 



BUKNS' POETICAL WO&KS. 



Oft as bT winding Kith, I mnaing wait 
The sober eve, or liaii the cheerful dawn, 
I'll miss tb9e sporting o'er the dewy lawn. 

And carse the mfflau's aim, and moom thy nap- 
less fate. 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 

ON CBOWNINO HIS BUST AT EDNAM, BOX- 
BUBGSHIEE, WITH BATS. 

While virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the sod in frolic mood, 

Or tunes .£olian strains between : 

While Snmmer, with a matron grace, 
Retreats to Drybnrgh's cooling shade, 

Yet oft, dellglited, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blade : 

While Antnmn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head, 
Ann sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creature on his bounty fed: 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 
The hills whence classic Yarrow flows. 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows ; 

So long, sweet Poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreatli thou well hast won ; 
While Scotia, with cxciudinu tear, 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



EPITAPHS. 

ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 

Hrre sonter Hood in death does sleep~ 

To hell, if he's gane thitber, 
Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, 

He'll band it weel thegithor 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

Below these stanes lie Jamie's banes: 

O Death, It's my opinion. 
Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rln bitch 

Into thy dark dominion ! 



ON WEE JOHNNY 
Hicjacet wee Johnme. 

Whoe'er thon art, O reader, know, 
Tliat death hns mnrder'd Johnn^', 

An' here his body lies f n' low— 
For saul, he ne'er had ony 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER. 

O TE whose check the tear of pity stains. 
Draw near with pious rov'rencc ond attend! 

Here lie the loving husband's dear remains. 
The tender father and the gen'rons friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human woe ; 

The dauntless heart that fear'd no human 
pride;. 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

"For ev'n his failings leaned to virtue's side." 



FOR R. AIKEN, Esq. 

Kkow thou. O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much hononr'd name! 
(For none that knew him need be told) 
A warnier heart death ne'er made cold. 



FOR GAVIN HAMILTON. Esq. 
The poor man weeps— here (Savin sleeps, 

Wliom canting wretches blam'd: 
But with such as he— where'er he be. 

May I be saved or damn'd ! 



A BARD'S EPITAPH. 

Is there a whim-insplrfed fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for mle, 

Owro blate to seek, owre proud to snool. 

Let him draw near ; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 

Is there a bard of rustic song. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowd among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by I 
But, with a frater-feeling strong, 

Here heave a sigh. 

Is there a man, whose Judgment clear, 
Can others teach the course to steer. 
Yet runs,.himself, life's mad career, 

Wild as the wave : 
Here pause— and, through the starting tear, 
Survey this grave. 

The poor inhabitant below. 
Was quick to learn and wise to know. 
And keenly felt the friendly glow, 

And sober flame : 
But thoughtless follies laid him low, 

And stain'd his name ! 

Reader, attend— whether thy soul 
Soars fancy's flights beyond the polo. 
Of darldy grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit ; 
Know, prudent, cautious, self-control. 

Is wisdom's root. 



ON THE LATE CAPTAIN GROSE S 

PEREGRINATIONS THROUGH SCOTLAND, COLLECTINO 
THE ANTIQUITIES OF THAT KINGDOM. 

Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnnv (>roat's; 
If there's a hole in a' your boats. 

I redo you tent it : 
A chield's amang yon, takins: notes. 

And. faith, he'll prent It. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a flne. fat fodgel wight. 
O stature short, but genius bright. 

That's he, mark weel— 
And wow! he has an unco slight 

O' cauk and keeL 

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin. 
Or kirk, deserted by its ri^rgln. 
It's ten to ane ye'll find him snug in 
Some eidrich part. 
Wi dells, they say, Lord save's ! colleagnln* 
At some black art. 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chaumer, 
Ye gipsey-gang that deal in glamour. 
And you deep-read in hell's black grammar. 

Warlocks and witches; 
Ye'll quake at his conjuring hammer. 
Ye midnight bitches. 

It's tauld, he was a sodger bred. 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled: 
But now he's quat the snnrtle blade. 

And aog-skin wallet. 
And ta'en the Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

He has a fouth o' auld nick nackets ; 
Rusty airn caps and Jinglin' Jackets, 
Wad hand th« Lothians three in tackets, 

A towmont guid : 
And parrltch-pats, and auld saut-backets. 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder: 
Auld Tubal Cain's flre-shool and fender; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's ass ; 
A broom-stick o* the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wl* brass. 
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BUBNS' iPOSnCAL WORKS. 



Here, haply too, at remal dawn, 

Hume musljif bard maj stray* 
And eye the smoking; dewy lawn. 

And misty monntaln. grey; 
Or, by the reaper's nightly beam, 

Mlld-cheqoering thru' the trees, 
Bave to my darlcly dashing stream, 

Hoarse-sweinng on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs, and ashes cool. 
My lowly banks o'crspread, 

And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

• Their shadows' watery bed! 

I<et fragrant birks in woodbines drest. 
My craggy cliffs adorn ; 

And, for the little songster's nest, 
The close embow ring thorn. 

So may old Scotia's darling hope, 

Your little angel band, 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honoar'd native land ! 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken. 

To social flowing glassies, 
The grace be— '* Athole's honest men. 

And Athole'a bonnfe loiaes." 



OK SCABIKO SOME WATEB-FOWL, 

nr LOCH-TUlttT; 

A WILD iSCENE AllOKO THE BILLS OF OCBT&BITRE. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 
For me yoar 'watery haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow-creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly V 
Why disturb your social joys, 
Parent, flijal, kindred ticsV— 
Common friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free: 
4 Peaceful keep your dimpling waye, 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or, beneath the sheltering rock. 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, your proud, usurping foe, 
Would be lurd of all below ; 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stern of all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Hariiing you his prey below. 
In hU breast no pity dwells, 
Strong necessity compels. 
Bnt man. to whom alone U giv*n 
A ray direct from pitying heav'n. 
Glorious in his heart humane— 
And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wand ring swains, 
Where the mossy rivlet strays; 
f^r from human haunts and ways ; 
All on nature you depeiid. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or. if man's superior might. 
Dare invade your native right, 
On the lofty ether borne . .. 

Man wnh all bis pow'rs yon seem; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes and other springs'; 
And the foe yon cannot orave. 
Scorn at least to be his sla'ra. 



WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 

OVER THE CniMNRT-riECE Itf THE PAKLOUR OF 

TfiS IXir AT KEKMORE, TATUOuinX 

ADxiBora Nature in h^r wildest grace* 

These northern s^nes 'with weary fe^ I t^rtce : 

O-or mm irvriO«Q£ dak Mid mlpMf^^ 



Mv savage journey, carious, I porfiUL 
Till fam'd Breadalbane opens tQ my view-- 
The meeting cliffs ^ach c^ep-sunk gl/an divides. 
The woods, wild-scaitter d, clothe theii" ample 

. sides, 

Th* outstretching lake, embosomed 'mong the 

hills. 
The eyes with wonder and amazement Alls ; 
The Tay, meand ring sweet fn infant pride. 
The palace rising on its verdant side, 
The lawns wood-fringed In Nature s native taste ; 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless haste 1 
The arches striding o er the new-borne stream ; 
The village, glittenngin the moontlde beam— 



Poetic ardours in my bosom sweii. 

Lone wandering by the hermit's mossy cell: 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

The incessant roar of headlong timibling floods— 



Here Poesy might 'wake her heav'n-taught lyre, 
And look through nature with creative nre; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcllM, 
Misfortune's llghten'd steps might wander 'wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these londy bounds. 
Find balm to sooth her bitter rfuiUjuig wounds ; 
Here heart-struck Grief mignt heaven-ward 

stretch her scan. 
And injur'd Worth forget and pardoli nan.. 



•WRITTEN 'WITH A PENCIL, 
STANDING BY THE FALLS 6F FTSBS, KSAt ^X>CH- 

beSs. ' ' 

Among the heathy hills and ragged WP^ 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy ^qods^ 
Till full he dashes on the rocky moim^ . . 
Where, thro' a shapeless breach, hu tq^nn re- 
sounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents fl6w, 

As deep recoiling surges foam below, 

Prone down the Tock the whitening shoot 

descends. 
And viewless echo's car, astonlsh'd tends. 

Dim-seen, throagh rising mists, and careless 

showers. 
The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding, lowers. 
Htill thro the gap the struggling river tolls. 
And still below, the horrid cauldron boils— 



ON THE 9{RTH OF A 
POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BORN IN PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCl^ OF FAIOLT 

DISTRESS 

Sweet Flow'ret, pledge o' meikle love. 

And ward o' mony a prayer. 
What heart o' stane wad t nou na moye, 

Sae helpless, sweet, tod fair! 

November hirples o'er (he lea, 

Chill on thy lovely toiju ; 
And gane, alas! the 8n^*nng.trefr, 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives tbe rain to poiir. 

And wings the blast tp bl^i^. 
Protect thee frae the drivIdgsnow«r, 

The bitter frost and sniw? 

May He, the friend of wqe and w^xit, 
who heals life's various stottnd^ 

Protect and guard the mother inMrt, 
And heal her cruel woundsi 

But late she flourished, rooted f<^8t 
Fair on the snmmerniOrn : , 



SBCOSD E 

BJeit M UiT UoMB. (ban l«vU; gam, 

THE WHISTLE: 
Ai IIH RMlHiitlcjMWo Uinny of the Whiitle 



_ cniloiii, 1 ttuM hen gtn R,— In iha 
Am* Hi DcuBUk, wbu (In air" "■ ' 
with onr Juma ma RUlh, lh«n 
treat pcuwen, ud ■ miicldeii 
Bioehii*. Ba had a intlB sboaj 



putchleis chAmpIDD 



tliboth] 



u uliie, and whMVtr wai laii sbla u blow ii. 
rBTTbuilT ulH being dlublMI Of ihe potsacr of 
i« KuUle, m U Danr bK Ihg WKMIO M a 
. Hie Dane pradoenl eraden- 
Hi vfthont a ilula delaai. at 

— iWnhaim, Hlockbolin, MeKow, 

Wanaw, and atrani at tlu ^»j cooru In 
Uennanri and ehaUenied the Scot* lUccha- 
naliana to Ua HumaUta ol Iirinr hia proirem, 
latiuattAaHMtlaanmrkinioilij. Altec 
BMHT OTBittiRnn OB the panoC iMSosti. the 
San wa> enaniiilared 117 lUr Kohert Idmle, of 



4et. who had married ailster 

-- -- l}nrrMal^thalall<ll October. 

IfaL at Fnai>«aii«. UUWhlBtli «M once more 
contended IDr. aa related In the baDad, tt (hi 
preMut Mr Bobut lanrile, at Haxvellon 
Seberc SUdal, EHt„ ot Gleiiriddel.1InBBl deacen 
dut and npneennilTO at Waltw RlddcL "hr 
won the Whtaile. and In irhow famlli (t hat 

Cralnlarrach. Ilkewlie deaeendcd of'lho mal 

Sir Robert; which luCRentleiniincanledofiElu 

harO-wiMi hononra ol the Raid. 

isora of a Whlstlo, a Whbtle of worth, 

I ting of a WhlMle, Iho prida ot (he Korlh, 

WasVonght to the conn of onr good BcottW 

And long with thli WhliUe all Sanlaad ihat 



■■'arj Whiille'a j-oarohmUongs, to Scotland ge 
And drink them to hell. Sir I or ne'er tee m 
^OW PM'^haTO anng, and old chroniclB. telt, 
The >oD of great UxUi wa«'conqn^r^«llL' 
And yew on Uia WUille hli reqnieak ibrlll. 
TIU Rotwtt, tbeliord of the Calm and ibi 

■nil" ^!'^'*t »)c«orioni, the tmphr bai 



Desiring Olenriddel to jleld op the n»D t 
Or elte he would mutter the balds ol (he clIH, 

** By the goda ol (he andentt." OletiMddal >•• 
"Before I surrender M glorione »_Brl«», 
Ml cnnjore the Bhosl ot tiie great KortaMorj."^ 

81r Rotiert, a soldier, no sneoch coold pretend, 
Sakl. Tosa down (tie Whlitle, the jirlie at tW 
And hnce-deen in elaret. bod die or he a jleld. 



tighter the mon tlwr 






■btheAght, 



-a hero shoiild perUh In light I 
f hoahoa—ahd down lu tha 



nr bard.11ke a prophet inc 



Cmigdarroch, Ihoalt Joar when"cM«l!Sl Ihall 

nt II tUjIi ivonW llonrtah Immortal Inrhjo*, 

ome-oiio hotile more-and have at iBaEh- 

" Thy IbH. Ihat lUTe atraggled for Fraedfn 

nil lieroeinud'patrtoteeTer produce: 

IB a^Iil thon haiE won, by Tan miglHfeDd ot 



SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIB; 
n three liineii JouOIr o'erronr debtor, 
II nv pnli, aillr. mymii 
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BURKS* POETICAL WORKS. 



Hale be yonr heart, hale be yonr fiddle; 

Lang may yoar elback Jink and diddle. 

I 1'tuo cbeer you througli the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Tm balms* balms kindly cnddle 

Your auld grey hairs. 

But, Darld lad. I'll red ye'er glaiklt ; 
I'm tauld the Muse ye hae negieckit; 
An* gif it's sae, ye sad be llckit 

Until ye fyke ; 
Sic hanns as yon sud ne'er be faiklt, 

Be hain't wha like. 

5 or me, I'm on Parnassus' brink, 
ivin' the words tae gar them clink ; 
l¥hyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi* drink, 

Wi' jauds or masons ; 
An* whyles, but aye owre late, I think, 
Braw sober lessons. 

Of a* the thoughtless sons o* man, 
Commen* me to the bardie clan ; 
Except it be some idle plan 

0' rhymin' clink, 
Ibe deTil-hae*t, that I sud ban. 

They ever think, 

Vae thought, nae view, nae scheme of livin*; 
Vae cares to gie us joy or grievin' ; 
But Just the pouchie put the nieve In, 

An* while ought's there. 
Then, hiltie sklltie, we gae scrievin*, 

An' fasn nae inalr. 

Leeze me on rhyme ! its aye a treasure, 
Hy chief, amaist my « nly pleasure, 
At hame, a-flel*, at wark or leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie. 
Tho* rough an' raplock be her measure. 

She's seldom lazy. 

Sand to the Muse, my dainty Davie 
le warr may play yon roony a shavie ; 
But for the Muse, she'll ne'er leave ye, 

Tho' e'er sae poor, 
Na, even tho' llmpin' wi' the spavie 
Frae door to door. 



HAPPY FRIENDSHIP. 

HxRS around the ingle bieezing, 

Wha sae happy and sae free ; 
Though the northern wind blaws freezing, 

Frien*shlp warms baith yon and me. 



CB0BU8. 



Happy we are a* thegither, 
Happy we'll be anc an' a'; 
Time shall see us a' the blither 



[appy we'll be anc an' a'; 
ne shall see us a' the blitli 
Ere we rise to gang awa', 

See the miser o'er his treasure 

Gloating wi' a gt-eedy e'e ! 
Can he feel the glow o pleasure 

That around us here we see ? 

Can the peer, in silk and ermine, 
Oa' his conscience half his own: 

His claes are spun an' edged wi' vermin, 
Though lie stan' afore a throne ! 

Thus, then, let us a' be tassing, 

AfT our stonps o' generous flame ; 
An' while ronn' the board 'tis passing. 
Raise a sang in frieu'ship's name. 

Frien'ship maks ns a' mair happy, 
Frien'shlp gies ns a' dolight : 

Frlen'Khlp consecrates the drappie, 
Frien'ship brings us here to-night. 



I DREAM'D I LAY. 

. I drbau'd I lay where flowers were springing 
Oaily in the sunny beam; 
"^ List'ning to the wild birds singing, 
Bt a falUng cryttai ttreaiB • 



Straight the sky grew black and darihg; 

Through the woods the whirlwinds rave ; 
Trees with aged arms were warrhig. 

O'er the swelling, dmmlie wave. 

Such was mv life's deceitful morning. 

Such the pleasures I enjoy'd ; 
Bat lang ere noon, loud tempests storming 

A' my flow'ry bliss destroy'd. 

Though fickle fortune has deceived roe, 

(She promis'd fair, and perform'd but ill ;) 
Oi mony a joy and hope bereaved me, 
I bear a heart shall support me stilL 



SONG. 

Tune—*^ Bonnie Dundee." 

Iir Mauchline there dwells six proper yoimg 

Belles, 
The pride of the place and it's neighbourhood 

a', 
Their carriage and dress, a stranger would 
guess. 
In Lon'on or Paris they'd gotten it a*. 
Miss Miller is fine. Miss Markiand's divine. 
Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is 
braw: 
There's beauty and fortune to get wi' Hiss 
Morton, 
But Armour's the jewel for me o' them a*. 



OM -THB DEATH OF 
SIR JAMES HUNTER BLAIR. 

Tmc lamp of day, with ill-presaging glare. 
Dim, cloudy, sunk beneath the western wave; 

Th' inconstant blast howl'd thro' the darkening 
air. 
And hollow whistled In the rocky cave. 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell, 
Once the loved naunts of Scotia's royal 
train ;ioi 
Or mused where limpid streams once hallow'd 
well.i<« 
Or mould ring rains mark the sacred fane, los 

Th' increasing blast roar'd round the beetling 
rocks. 
The clouds, swift-wing'd, flew o'er the starry 
skv 
The groaning trees untimely shed their locks. 
And shooting meteors caught the startled 
eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 
And 'mongthe cliffs disclosed a stately form. 

In weeds of woe that frantic beat her breast. 
And raix'd her waillngs with the raving 
storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pnlses glow, 
'Twas Caledonia's trophied shield I vlew'd ; 

Her form majestic droop'd in pensive woe. 
The lightning of her eye in tears imbued. 

Reversed that spear, redoubtable in war. 
Reclined that banner, erst in fields imfurl'd. 

That like a deathfu 1 meteor gleam'd afar, 
And braved the mighty monarchs of tho 
world ! 

"Mv patriot son fills an nntimely grave !" 

With accents wild and lifted arms Fhe cried; 
" Low lies the hand that oft was stretch'd to 
save 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with honest 
pride. 

** A weeping country joins a wIdow*s tear, 
Tlie helpless poor mix with the orphan's cry; 

The drooping arts around their patron's bier. 
And grateful ^Kisace heayes tha heartfelt 
sigh! 



THE TWA HERDS. 



4» 



**1 saw mr sons resnme their anoient fire ; 

I saw fair Freedom's blossoms richlv blow! 
But, ah r how hope Is born bat to expire! 

Belentless fate has laid the gaardian low—^ 

**My patriot falls, bnt shall he lie onsang, 
while empty greatness saves a worthless 
name? 

No; every Mase shall join her tuneful tongue, 
And future ages hear his growing fame. 

"And 1 will Join a mother s tender cares. 
Thro' future times to make his virtues last. 
That distant years may boast of other 

Blairs'- 
Sbe said, and vanlsh'd with the sweeping 
blast. 



WRITTEN 

OK THE BLANK LEAF OF A COPT OF TRB POEMS, 
PRESENTED TO AN OLD 8WESTHKABT, THEN 
MAKRIED.104 

Once fondly lov'd, and still remembered dear, 
Sweet early object of my youthful vows. 

Accept this mark of friendship, warm, sincere, 
friendship, 'tis all cold duty now allows.— 

And when you read the simple artless rhymes. 
One friendly sigh for him, he asks no more. 

Who distant burns in flaming torrid climes. 
Or haply lies beneath th' Atlantic roar. 



THE KIRK'S ALABM.105 
A SATIBB. 

Orthodox, orthodox, wha believe in John 
Knox, 
Let me sound an alarm to your conscience ; 
There's a heretic blast has been blawn in the 
wast. 
That what is no sense must be nonsense. 

Dr. Macros Dr. Mac, should stretch on a rack, 

To strike evil doers wi' terror: 
To join faith and sense upon any pretence, 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad, I de- 

To meddle wl' mischief a-brewing ; 
Provost John is still deaf to the church's relief, 
And orator Bobio' is its ruin. 

D'rymple mild,»08 D'rymple mild, tho' your 
heart's like a child. 
And your life like the new driven snaw. 
Yet that winua save ye, auld Satan must have 

V6 

For preaching that three's ane an* twa. 

Rumble John.ios Rumble John, mount the steps 
wi' agroan. 
Cry the book is wi' heresy cramm'd ; 
Then lug out your larle, deal brimstone like 
adie. 
And roar every note of the damn'd. 

Simper James, no simper James, leave the fair 
Killie dames. 
There's a holier chase in your view ; 
I'll lay on your head, that the pack ye'U soon 
lead. 
For puppies like you there's bat few. 

Slnget 8awney,"» Singet Sawney, are ye hoord- 
ing the penny. 

Unconscious what evils await ; 
Wi' a jump, yell, and howl, alarm every sool, 

For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

Daddy Auli,ii2 Daddy Auld, there's a tod in the 
fanid. 
A tod mcikle waur than the clerk ; 
Tho' ye can do little skaith, ye'U be in at the 
death. 
And if ye canna bitej^e may bark. 



Davie Blaster,!!' Davie Blaster, if fora faint ye 
do master. 
The corps is no nice of recruits ; 
Yet to worth let's be just, royal blood ye might 
boast. 
If the ass was the king of the brutes. 

Jamie Ooose,iM Jomie Gosse, ye ha'e made but 
toom roose, 
In hunting the wicked lieutenant; 
But the Doctor's your mark, fur the Lord's haly 
ark; 
He has cooper'd and cawd a wrang pin in't. 

Poet WJUie,!!* Poet WilUe, gie the Doctor a 
volley. 

Wi' your "liberty's chain" and your wit; 
O'er Ilegasus' side ye ne'er laid a stride. 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he sh— 

Andro Goak,i!« Andro Gouk,ye may slander the 
book. 
And the book not the waur let me tell ye ; 
Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and 

And ye'll ha'e a calf's head o' sma' value. 

Bar Steenie.ii7 Bar Steenie, what mean ye 
what mean ye! 

If yell meddle nae mair wl' the matter. 
Ye may ha'e some pretence to bavins and sense, 

Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

Irvine side,!!* Irvine side, wl* your turkey-cock 
pride. 
Of manhood but sma' is your share; 
Ye've the figure, 'tis true, even yoar face will 
allow. 
And your friends they dare grant yoa nae 
mair. 

Muirland Jock,!!^ Muirland Jock, when the Lord 
makes a rock 

To crush common sense for her sins. 
If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal so fit 

To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will,i2o Holy WiU, there was wit 1' your 
skull. 

When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor; 
The timer is scant, when ye're ta'en for a saint, 

Wha should swing in a rape for an hoar. 

Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seize your splritaal 
guns. 
Ammunition ye never can need : 
Your hearts are the stuff, will he powther 
enough. 
And your skulls are storehooses o* lead. 

Poet Bums, Poet Bums, wi* yourpriest-skelplng 
turns. 

Why desert ye your auld native shire; 
Your muse is a gipsic, e'en tho* she were tlpsie, 

She could ca* as nae waur than we are. 



THE TWA HERDS. 

O A'TE pions godly flocks, 
Wecl fed on pasture's orthodox, 
Wha now will keep you frae the fox. 

Or worrying tykes. 
Or wha will tent the whaifs and crocki, 

About the dykes ? 

The twa best herds in a* the wast. 
That e'er ga'e gospel horn a blast. 
These five and twenty simmers past, 

! dool to tell, 
Ha'e had a bitter black out-cast 

Atween themsel*. 

O, Moody, man, and worthy Russell, 
How could you raise so vile a bustle ? 
Ye'll see how New-Light herds will whittle. 
And think it flxv^v 



BUANS' rOimOAL WOftKS. 



0. 9irf ! whae'er wad hae ezpeeklt, 
Yonr daty he wad sae neglecKit, 
Te wba were ne*er by laird resjpecUt, 
. To wear the pudd. 

Bat bj the brutes themselves elecklt, 
To be their guide. 

What flock wl' Moody's flock eonld rank, 
fiae hale and hearty every shank. 
Nae poison'd sour Arminfan stank. 

Be let them taste, 
Flrae Calvin's well, aye clear they drank— 

O sic a feast ! 

The thummart. wil'-cat. brock, and tod, 
Weel kenn'd his voice thro' a' the wood, 
He smelt their ilka hole and road, 

3aith out and in. 
And we^ he lik d to shed their bluld, 

And sell their skin. 

What herd like Rnssell tell d his ule ? 
His voice was heard thro' muir and dale, 
jSe kenn'd the Lord s sheep, ilka tail, 

er a' the height. 
And saw gin they were sick or hale, 

At the first sight. 

He fine a roangv sheep could scmb, 

Or nobly fling the gospel club, 

And Hew-Light herds could nicely drub. 

Or pay their skhi. 
Could shake them o er the burning dub ; 

Or heave them in. 

Sic two— O! do I live to see't— 
Sic famous two should disagreet*. 
iLn' names like 'villain,' 'hypocrite,' 
_^ Ilk Ither glen, 

Whfle New-Light herds wT' laughln' spite, 
Say neither'sliein'Ij 

A* ye wha tent the gospel fauld, 

There's Duncan, deep, ^nd Peebles, shaul, 

Bat chiefly thou. Apostle Aiild 

We trust in thee, 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld. 

Till they agree. 

Consider, Sirs, how we're beset. 
There's scarce a new herd that we get. 
But eomes frae that cursed set, 

1 winna name ; 

I hope frae heav'n to see them yet 
In flery flame ! 

Balrymple has been long our fae. 
He Oill has wraught us meilile wae. 
And that cnrs'd rascal ca'd Mc Quhae, 

And baith the Sliaws, 
That aft hae made ns black and bine, 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

Anld Wodrow lang has hatch'd mischief, 
We thought aye death wad bring relief. 
But he has gotten, to our grief, 

Ane to succeed him, 
A chield wha'll sonndly buff our beef : 

I meikle dread him. 121 

And raony a ane that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turn-<oats amang onrsel, 

Tliere Smith for ane, 
I doubt he's but a grey- nick quill. 

And that yell fin'. 

O ! a' ye flocks o'er a' the hjlls. 

By mosses, meadows, moors, and fell^ 

Come Join your counsel and your skills, 

To cow the lairds, 
And get the brutes the power themsels, 

To choose thetr herdi. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 
And Learaing In a woody dance. 
And that fell cur ca'd Common Sense, 

That bites sae salr. 
Be banleh'd o*er the sea to France : 

Let him bark tbere. 



Tben 
Mc 



»n §haw'8 jmd D' xyn^le's elooaenoe 



Mc Queari pithetic njianly sense, 

in4 Wd Mc Mjii*i,^ . , 

Wl' SmlUi, Wha ttrd' the heart can glitiiSe, 
May a* pack a& 



THE HENPECKD HUSBAHB. 

CuBS'n be the man, the poorest wretch In life. 
The crouching vassal to the tyrant wife, 
Who has no will but by her high permisaton; 
Who has not sixpence but In her possefsibn : 
Who must to her his dear friend's secret tell : 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse thi^ h;^ 
Were such the wife had fallen to my part, 
I'd break ber spirit, or I'd break her heart; 
I*d charm her with the magic of a switch, 
rd kiss her maids, and kick the pertena Mtelk 



ELEGY ON THE YEAB im. 

For lords or kings I dinna mourn. 
E'en let them die— for that they're bomt 
But, oh, prodigious to reflect, 
A towmon^ sirs, is gane to wreck 1 
O Eighty-eight, in thy sma' space 
What dire events ha'e taken place i 
Of what enjoyments thou has reft us! 
In wbat a pickle thou hast left us I 

The Spanish empire's tint ahead, 
An' my anld teethless Bawtie's dead ; 
The toolzie's tengh 'tween Pitt an* Fox, 
An' our gnldwlfe s wee birdy cocks ; 
The tane is game, a bluidy devil. 
But to the hen-birds unco civil ; 
The tither's dour, has nae sic breedin*, 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden 1 

Ye ministers, come mount the pu'plt. 
An' cry till ye bo hearse an' rnplt ; 
For Eighty-eight he wish'd you weeL 
An' gied ye a' baith gear an meal: 
E'en mony a plack, an' mony a peck. 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck ! 

Ye bonnle lasses dlght your een. 
For some o' you hae tint a frien' ; 
In Eighty-eight, ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye 11 ne'er hae to gl'e again. 

Observe the very nowt an' sheep, 
How dowfl an' dowie now they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itsel' does cry, 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry. 

O Eighty -nine, thou's but a balm. 
An' no owre fauld, I hope, to learn ! 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak' care, 
Thou now hast got thy daddy'^ chair, 
Nae hand-cufTd. muzzl'd, half-sha(±l*d Begent, 
But, like hirasel , a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow oui the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man ! 
As meikle better as you can. 



y E B S E S. 

WBITTEir OR A WINDOW OF TBS INN AT CABBON. 

We cam na here to view yomr warki 

In hopes to be malr wise. 
But only, lest we gang to hell, 

I may be nae surprise: 
But wneri we tirl'd at your door. 

Your porter dought nae hear as; 
Sae may. should we to hell's yetta aome 

Your bilUe Satan salr na ! 



MUSIKO OK THS BOABINO OCEAK. 



n 



UNES WBITTEN BX BUBNS. 
MTHILB ON HIS D£ATHBBD, tO JQHN KANKIVB.ATB- 
8HIRE, AND fOEWXBDBD TO BIK DUfSnUTELr 
AFTER THE POET'd t>SAtB. 

He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dead. 
And a green grassy hillock hides his head ; 
Alas I alas t an awful change indeed 



At a meeting of tke Bumfrles-thire Yolanteers, 
held to cotnraemorato the anniversary of Rod- 
ney's victory, April 12th, 1782, BufeNS was 
called upon for a song. Instead of which he 
delivered the following Lines :— 

Instead of a song, boys, 111 give yon a toast. 
Here's the memory of those on the tweltth that 

we lost ; 
That we lost, did 1 say, nay, by heav'n ! that we 

foaudi 
For their fame it shall last while the world goes 

round. 
The next in succession Til give you the King, 
Whoe'er would betray him, on high may he 

swing : 
And here's the grand fabric, uur free Constitn- 

tion. 
As bnilt on the base of the great Revolution ; 
And longer with Politics not to be cramm*a. 
Be Anarchy cnrs'd, and be Tyranny damn'd; 
And who would to Liberty e cr prove disloyal. 
May his son be a hangman, and ne his first trial. 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 
Bonny lassie will ye go, will ye go, will ye go. 
Bonny lassie will ye go, to the Birks of Aber- 

feldy? 

Now summer blinks oq, floiirery braes. 
And o'er the crystal streamlet plays, 
Come, let us spend the lightsome days 
In the blrks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, Ac 

While o'er their heads the hazels hing. 
The little birdies blythcly sing. 
Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the birlLS of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, Ac 

The braes ascend like lofty wa's. 
The foaming stream deep-roaring fa's, 
O'erhnng wi' fragrant spreading shaws. 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, Ac. 

The hoary cliffs are crown'd wl* flowers. 
White o'er the Ilnns the hurnie ponrs. 
And riHing, weets wi' misty showers 
The birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, Ac 

Let fortune's gifts at random flee. 
They ne'er shall draw a wish f rae me. 
Supremely blest wi' love and thee 
In the birks of Aberfeldy. 

Bonnie lassie, Sui. 



STRATHALLAN'8 LAHEKT. 

Thickest night o'erhangs iny dw«Uttig ! 

Howling tempests O'^r me rave ! 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling; 

Still surromid my lonely cave ! 

Crystal streamlets gently flawing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind. 

Western breezes, softly blowing. 
Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of right engaged. 
Wrongs injurious to redress. 

Honour s war we strongly wa,ged. 
But the heavens deny d success. 

Ruin's wheel has driven o*er ns, 
Not a hope that dare attend ; 

The wide world is ail before us— 
Bat a world without a friend I^^ 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND EOVEE. 
r«ii«— "Morag.'* 

Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 

The snaws the monntalns cover; 
Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland rover 

Far wanders nations over. 
Where'er he go, where'er he stmj. 

May Heaven be his warden : 
Return him safe to fair Stnttlisp^j, 

And bonnie Castle-Gordon! 

The trees now naked groaning. 

Shall soon wi' leaves be hinging; 
The birdies dowrie moaning, 

Shall a' 1)0 biythely singing, 
Hae I'll rejoice the lee lang Aaj^ 

When by his mighty wardeh 
My youth^s retnrn'd to fair Stratbspey; 

And bonnie Castle-Gordonl^s^ 



STAY, MY CHAHMER. CAN YOU LEAVE 

ME? 

Tune—^^ An OUle dubh clar-dhttbh." 

Stat, my charmer, can yon leave Bie ? 

Cruel, cruel to deceive mo ! 

Well you know how much you grieve me ; 

Cruel charmer, can yon goZ 

Cruel charmer, can yon go ? 

By my love so lll-reqnlted ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the panjts of lovers sllgoted; 

Do not, do not l^ave me sol 

Do not, do notle«T« mo <o ! 



RAVING WINDS AROUND HBB BLOW 

ING. 

Tune— "M'Gregorof Ruara's Lament" 

Ravino winds around her blowing. 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowihg, 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deplorlng— 
" Farewell, hours tnat late did m^aforo 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure : 
Hall, thou gloomy nifrht o! sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow t 

" O'er the post too fondly wandering; 

On the hopeless fature itonderlng; 
Chilly grief my llfe-bloo<l freezes. 
Fell (tespair my fancy seizes. 
Life, thou soul of every blessing. 
Load to misery most distressing, 

O how gladly i 'd resign thee. 
And to dark oblivion Join thee !'* 



MUSING ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

7ViT?f— " Drulmion dnbh." 

MufliNO on the roaring ocean. 
Which divides my love and me: 

Wearying heaven In warm devotion. 
For his weal where'er he be. 

Hope and fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to nature's law; 

Whisp'ring spirits round my putoif 
Talk of hiin that's farawa'. 

Ye whom sorrow never woimdad. 

Ye who never shed a tear, 
Care-tronbled, Jo7-snrroim<ta4.v 

Uandy 90bf \Qlw^^»^^MBc. 
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fiURNS' POiLTtCAL WotlKS. 



0«iltle night, do thott befriend me: 
Downy sleep the curtain draw ; 

Spirits kind, again attend me, 
Talk of liim tnat*s far awa\ 



BLYTHE WAS SHE 

Bltthe, blythe and merry was she, 
Blytbe was she but and ben; 

Blythe by the banks of Cm, 
And blythe in Glenturit glen. 

By Ochtertyre grows the alk. 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw; 
But Fhemie was a bonnier lass 

Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw, 
Blythe, &c. 

Her looks were like a flow'r in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn: 

She tripped by the banks of £m, 
As light's abird upon a thorn. 
Blythe, &;c. 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 

As ony lamb upon a lee ; 
The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Phemie's e'e. 
Blythe, &c. 

The Highland hills Tve wandered wide. 
And o'er the LowlandH 1 hae been ; 

But Phemle was the blythest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 
Blythe, &c. 



A ROSE-BUD BY 3IY EARLY WALK. 

A KOSE-Bxn> by my early walk, 
Adown a corn-inclosed bawk, 
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 
AU on a dewy mornhig. 

Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fled, 
In a' its crimson glory spread. 
And drooping rich the dewy head. 
It scents the early morning. 

Within the bush, her covert nest, 
A little linnet fondly prcst, 
The dew sat chilly on her breast 
Sao early in the morning. 

She soon shall see her tender brocf. 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wootf, 
Amang the fresh green leaves bedewed, 
Awake the early morning. 

80 thou, dear bird, young Jcanle fair ! 
On trembling string or vocal air. 
Shall sweetly pay the tender care. 
That tents thy early morning. 

80 thon, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ray 
That w^atched thy early momlng.wi'; 



WHERE BRAVTNa ANGRY WINTER'S 
STORMS 
3^e— "Nell Gow's Lamentation for Aber- 

caimy." 

Where braving angry winter's storms, 

The lofty Ochlls rise. 
Far In their shade my Peggy's charms, 

First blest my wondering eyes; 
As one who by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys. 
Astonished doubly marks its beam, 

With art's most polished blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester'd shade, 

And blest the day and hour. 
Where Peggy's charms I first snrvey'd, 

Wh«n first I felt their powjr! 



The tyrant Death, with grim eontft^ 
May seize my fleet(iif[ breath ; 

But tearing Peggy IMiCvty soul 
Mast be a stronger death. 



TIBBIE I HAE SEEN THE DAT. 
a^««— ''Invercanld's BeeL" 

Tibbie, I hae seen the day 
Ye would nae been sae sny; 

For laik o' gear ye lightly me. 
But troth, I care na by. 

Yestreen I met you on the moor, 
Ye spak nae. but gaed by like 8toim% 

Ye geek at me because I'm poofi 
But fient a hair care I, 
O Tibbie, I hae, Ac 

1 doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae the name o* clink, 
That ye can please me at a wink. 

Whene'er ye like to try 
O Tibbie, I hae, &.c. 

But sorrow tak him that's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows ony saucy quean 
That looks sae proud and bigh. 
O Tibt>ie, I hae, &c. 

Altho' a lad were e'er sae smart, 
If that he want the yellow dirt, 
Ye'U cast your head anither airt, 
And answer him fu' dry 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

But if he hae the name o' gear, 
Ye'il fasten to him like a brier, 
Tho' hardly he, for sense or lear, 
Be better than the kye. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

But Tibbie, lass, tak my advice. 
Your daddie's gear maks you sae nice : 
Tlie deil a ane wad spier your price, 
Were ye as poor as I. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 

There lives a lass in yonder park, 
I would nae gie her under sark. 
For thee, wi' o' thy thousand mark; 
Ye need na look sae high. 
O Tibbie, I hae, &c. 



CLARJNDA. 

CLARnn>A, mistress of my soul, 

The measur'd time is run ! 
The wretch Iteneath the dreary pole. 

So marks his latest sun. > 

To what dark cave of frozen night, 

Shall poor Syivander hie ? 
Depriv'd of thoe, his life and light, . 

The sun of all his joy. 

We part,— but by these precious drops. 

That fill thy lovely eyes 1 
No other light shall guide my steps. 

Till thy bright beams arise. 

She, the fair sun of all her sex, 
Has blest my glorious day : 

And shall a glimmering planet fix 
My worship to its ray ? 



THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM BCBNa 
Tane— " Seventh of November." 

The day returns, my bosom bums. 
The blissful day we twa did meet, 

Tho' winter wild in tempest toil'd. 
Ne'er gammw ton was half «ae sweet. 



THE BAKK8 OF ifttHL 
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Ulan ft* the prjde that loads the tide, 
And crosses o'er the sultry line ; 

Than kingly robes, thaj| crown and globes. 
Heaven gave me luorti II made thee mine. 

While day and night can bring delight, 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 
Whllo joys above, my mind can move, 

For thee, and tiiee alone, 1 live ! 
When that grim foe of lite below. 

Comes in between to make us part ; 
The iron liand that breaks our band. 

It breaks my bliss— it breaks my heart. 



THE LAZY MIST. 

The lazy lalst hangs from the brow of the hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill; 
How iangnid the scenes, late so sprightly, 

appear. 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year ! 
The forests arc leafless, the meadows are 

brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is flown : 
Apart let me wander, apart let me muse, 
How quick time is. flying, how keen fate pur- 
sues : 
How long I have llv'd— but how much liv'd in 

vain! 
How little of life's scanty span may remain : 
What aspects old Time, in his progi'ess, has 

worn , 
What ties cruel Fate in my bosom has torn ! 
How foolish, or worse, 'till our summit Is 

gain'd! 
And downward, how weaken'd. how darken'd, 

liow pahi'd ! 
This life's not worth having with all it can 

give— 
For something beyond It poor man, sure, mast 

live. 



O, WERE I ON PAflNASSUS* HILL. 
Tune—*" My love is lost to me." 

WERE I on Parnassus' hill! 
Or had of Helicon my fill ; 
That I might catch poetic skill. 

To sing now dear I love thee. 
But Nith maun be my muse's well. 
My muse maun be thy bonnie sel* ; 
On Corsincon I'll glower and spell. 

And write how dear I love the*. 

Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a' the lee-long simmer's day, 

1 couldna sing, 1 couldna say. 
How much, how dear, I love thee. 

I see thee dancing o'er the green. 
Thy waist sae jimp, thy limbs sae clean, 
Thv- tempting lips, thy roguish e'en— 
By heaven and earth I love thee ! • 

By night, by day, a flcld, at hame, 

T!ic thoughts o' thee my breast inflame; 

And aye I muse and sing thy name : 

I only live to love thee 
Tho' I wore doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 
Till my last, weary sand was run; 

'Till then— and then I love thee. 



I LOVE MY JEAN. 
7'i/n«— "Miss Admiral Gordon's Strathspey." 

Of a' the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west. 
For there tho bonnie lassie lives, 

The lassie 1 lo'c best : 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row, 

And mony a hill between ; 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' ray Joan. 



I see her In the dewy flowers, 

1 see her sweet and fair : 
I hear her in the tunefiU birds, 

1 hear her charm the air: 
There's not a bonnie flower that springs 

By fountain, shaw, or green. 
There's not a bonnie bird that sings. 

Bat minds me o' my Jean, 

THE BRAES 0' BALLOCHMYLE. 

The Catrine woods were yellow seen. 

The flowers decayed on Carrlne lee,i2a 
Nae lav'rock sang on hillock green, 

But nature sicken'd on the e'e. 
Thro' faded groves Marlai^s sang, 

Hersel' in beauty's bloom the wblic. 
And aye the wild wood echoes rang. 

Fareweel, the braes o Baliochmyle! 

Low In your wintry beds, ye flowers, 

Again ye'll flourish tresh and fair; 
Ye birdies dumb, m withering bowers, 

Again ye'il charm the vocal air. 
But here, alas ! for me nae mair, 

Shall birdie charm, or flowei*et smile : 
Fareweel, the bonnie nauKs of Ayr, 

Fareweel, fareweel ! sweet Baliochmyle! 



WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT. 

O Willie brew'd a peck o* mant. 
And Rob and Allan came to pree ; 

Tliree blyther hearts, that lee lang night. 
Ye wad na And in Chrlstendle. 

" We are na fou, we're nae that foa, 

But Just a drappie in our e'e. 
The cock may craw, the day may daw, 

And aye we'll taste the barley bree. 

Here are me met, three merry boys. 
Three merry boys I trow are we; 

And mony a liight we've merry been. 
And mony mae we hope to be ! 
" We are na fou," Ac. 

It Is the moon, I ken her horn. 

That's blinkln In the lift sae hie : 
She shines sae bright to wyle us hame 

Bat by my troth she'll wait a wee ! 
We are nae fou, &c. 
Wha flrst shall rise to gang awa, 

A cnckoid, coward loon Is he ! 
Wha last beside his chair shall fa'. 

He is the king amang us three ! 
We are nae fou, &c.i27 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 

1 GAED a waefu' gate yestreen, 

A gate, 1 fear, I'll dearly rue ; 
I gat my death frae twa sweet e'en, 

"Twa lovely e'en o' bonnie blue. 
*Twas not her golden ringlets bright ; 

Her lips like roses, wat wl' dew. 
Her heaving bosom, llly-white— 

It was her e'en sae bonnie blae. 

She talk'd, she smil'd. my heart she wll'd, 

She charmed my soul, I wist nae how; 
And aye tho stound. the deadly wpund. 

Cam frae her e'en sae bonnie blue. 
But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

She 11 aibtins listen to my vow : 
Should she refuse, I'll lay my dead 

To her twa e'en sae boimie blue. '28 

THE BANKS OF NTTH. 
Tune—** Roble Dtmna Gorach." 

The Thames flows proudly to the sea, 
Where royal cities stately stand; 

But sweeter flows the Nith to me, 
Where Ciunmins auce had hletucA.'ccaciSbKN&s. 
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BtTRKS- VOmOAL WOBKB. 



When shall I b«^ %h»t honoured iivp4t 
That whidintt stream I loye so dsax'! 

Mast wayward fortune's adyerae BAnd 
Fqit ever, ever keep me here? 

How lovely, JXith, thy froitf ai valeSt 

Where spreadbiff hawthdms Mtly hloom; 
How sweetly WUia thy slopinJB^ dales 

Where lambkins wander thro* the broom I 
Tho' wandering, now. must be my doom, 

Far from thy bonnie banks and braes, 
Hay there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days! 



JOHlf ANDERSON, MT JO. 
John Ain>ERSON, ray Jo, John, 

When wie were first acqneht, 
Your locks were hke the raven, 

Your bonnie brow was brent; 
But now your brow ts beld, Johi;i, 

Tour locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on yonr frosty poW, 

John Anderson my jo. 

John Anderson, my Jo, John, 

We clamb the hiU thegither; 
And mony a canty day, John, 

We've had wi' ane anither. 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

3nt hand in hand we'll go : 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo. 



THE JOLLT BEGGARS: 

A CANTATA. 
9ECITATIV0. 

Whkv lyui; leavea bestrew the yirdt 
Or wayerlng like the Baukle bira,>2S 

Bedim cauld lioreas' biast. 
When haitstanes drive wl' bitter skyto, 
And Infant frosts begin to bite. 
In hoary cranreuch drest ; 
Ae night at e en a meery core, 
O' randie, gangrel DodieS, 
In Poosie-Nansie's heid the splore. 
To drink their orra daddies: 
Wr quaffing and laughing. 

They ranted and they sang; 
Wl* jumping and thumping. 
The vera girdle rang. 

First, nlest the fire, in anld red rags, 
Ane sat, weel brac'd wi' mealy bags. 

And knapsack a' in order ; 
His doxy lay within his arm, 
wr usqnebac an' blankets warm- 
She blinket on ber sodgcr: 
An' aye he gives the tonsic drab 

The tither skelpin' kiss. 
While she held up her greedy gab, 
Just like an a'mons dish. 
Ilk smack still, did crack stiU, 

Just like a cadger's whip. 
Then staggering and swags^ring 
He roar^ this ditty uj)-^ 

Altt. 

J\ww— " Soldier's Joy.'* 

X. 

I AK a son of Mars who have been In many 

wars. 
And show my ctits and scars wherever 1 come ; 
This here was for a wench, and that other In a 

trench. 
When welcoming the French at the sound of the 

drum. 

Lai de dandle, Ac. 

My 'prenticeship I past where m; leader 

breath'd his last. 
When the bloody die was c^st oa the beigbts of 

Abram ;i*' 



I served oat my trade when the gallant garni 

wasolay'o. 
And the MoroMi low was laid at the sound of 

Una dram. 

LaX de dandliB, Ac 

in. 
I lastly was wltb GtirtiB,us among tbe 'floating 

batt'ries, - 

And there I left for witness an 4rm and 4 limb; 
Yet let my conhtryiieisd me, ititk BBiot to' bead 

me, T . 

I'd clatter my stamps at the sound of the dram. 
Lai de dandle, &c 

And now tho' I must beg with a wooden arm 

and leg. 
And many a tatter d rag hanghig over my bopi, 
I'm as happy with my wallet, my l>ottle and my 

callet. 
As when I us'd in scarlet to follow a dram. 
Lai de dandle, &c 

V. 

What tho* with hoary locks, I mast itand the 

winter shocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks often tUnes for a 

home, 
When tlic tother bag I sell, and the totlMt bottle 

tell, 
I could meet a troop of hell, at the sonnd of the 

drum. 

Lai de dandle, dtc, 

RECITATIVO. 

He ended ; and the kebars shenk, 

Aboon the chorus roar; 
While frighted rattons backward lenj^ 

And seek the benmost bore ; 
A fairy fiddler frae the nenk, 

He skirl'd out 'encore !' 
But up arose the martial chuck. 

And laid the loud uproar. 

AIB. 

Tune—'' Soldier Laddie." 

I. 

I ONCE was a maid, tho' I cannot teU when, 
And still my delight is in proper yoang nien; 
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daddie. 
No wonder I'm fond of n sodgcr laddie. 
Sing, Lai de lal, Ac ' 

The first of my loves was a swaggerhig bJLade, ^ 
To rattle tbe thundering drum Was hts trftde ; 
His leg TVas so tight, and his bheek Waa so 

ruddy. 
Transported I was with my sodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de laVAc 

« 

in. 

But the godly old chaplain left hUn itt the lurch. 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church, 
He ventnr'd tbe souL and I risked the bbdy, 
'Twas then I prov'd false to my sodger laddie. 

Shig, Lal de lal, Ac. 

TV. 

Full soon I grew sick of my sanoCffled sot. 
The regiment at large for a husband I got: 
From tho glided spontoon to the fife I was 

ready, 
I asked no more bat a sodger laddia. 

Sh)g,Laldelal,*c 

T. 

Bnt the peace It reduc'd me to beg in #ip4ir, 
Till I met my old boy at Cannlngham fair J ' 
His rags retpmental they ilattdrd iot^najti 
My heart it rejoic'd at my sodger laddie;. 

Sing, Lal deUl,ftQ. 



THB JOLLY BEOGABS 
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VI. 

And now 1 hare liv'd— I know not how long, 

And still I CUD Join in a cap or a song: 

Bat whilst with butb hands I can h(dd the glass 

steady, 
Here's to thee, my hero, my sodger laddie. 

mng, Lai de lal, &c. 

BECTTATIVO. 

Poor Merry Andrew In the nealc, 

Sat gnzzling wl' a tinkler hizzie : 
They mind't na wha the choras teak. 

Between themselves they were sae busy : 
At length wi' drink and coarting dizzy, 

He stoiter'd np and made a face ; 
Then tum'd, and laid a smack on Grizzle, 

Syne taned his pipes wi' grave grimace. 

AIB. 

7W-" Atild Sir Symon." 

Sib Wisdom's a fool when he's fon, 
Sir Knave is a fool in a session : 

He's there but a 'prentice I trow, 
But I am a fool by profession. 

3Iy grannie she bought mc a beak, 
And I held aw^ to the school'; 

I fear I my talent mlsteulc. 
But what will ye hae of a fool ? 

Tor drink 1 wonld venture my neck, 
A hizzie's the half o' my craft. 

But what could ye other expect, 
Of ane that's avowedly daftV 

I ance was tied ap like a stirk ; 

For civilly swearing and quaffln* 
I ance was abus'd in the kint. 

For touzling a lass i' my daffln. 

Poor Andrew that tnmbles for sport, 
Let naebody name wi' a jeer; 

There's ev'n, I'm taught, i* the court 
A tumbler ca'd the premier. 

Observ'd ye, yon reverend lad 
Make faces to tickle the mob ; 

He rails at our mountebank squad- 
It's rivalshlp just i' tlie job. 

And now tny conclusion I'll tdl, 
For faith I'm confoundedly dry ; 

Th^ chiel that's k fool for hhnsel', 
Qude Lord ! he far dafter than I. 

SECITAnVO. 

Then neist outspak a rancle carlin, 
Wha keut fu' weel to cieek the sterling. 
For monle a pursie she had hookit. 
And had in mony a well been duckit. 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie. 
But weary fa' the waefu' woodie ! 
Wi' sighs and sobs she thu^ hegan 
To wail her braw JMm BigUandman. 

AIB. 

Tune—^' O an ye were dead Goldman.'* 

I. 

A HioHLAND lad my love was bom, 
The Lawlan' laws ne heUd ih sdom; 
But he still was falthfn' to hfs dan, 
My gallant, braw John QIgtdafidman. 

CROBUS. 

Slng^ey my braw John Highlandman J 
Sing, ho my braw John HlghUhdittMl! 
There's not a lad in a* the Ian' 
Was match for my John HlghllmdkasQ; 

n. 
With his philibeg an* tartan plaid, 
An' gude claymore down by Bis side. 
The iadie9 hearts he did trepan. 
My gallant, mw John mghl»ndniBii. 
Hing, hey, At, 



xa. 



We ranged a' from Tweed to Sp^, 
An' ilv'd like l&rdi and ladies gay; 
For a Lawlan's face he feared "aotn, 
My gaUaat, braw John High1aminwi>. 
Sing, hey, Jtc 

IV. 

They banlsh'd him beyond the sea, 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheek the pearls ran, 

John Highlandman. 



Embracing my 



Sing, hey, &c. 



V. 



they catch'd him 9t th^ last* 

lun 



But, oh * 

And bound h&n m a dungeon fast; 
My cnrse upon th^m every one, • . 

They've hang'd my braw John mgMWWBiOT. 
Sing, hey, ^fec. 

VI. 

And now a widow, I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne'er return; 
No comfort but a hearty can. 
When I think 'on braw John Hlghlaaffinan. 
SiUg, hey, «ic. 

BECITATIVO. 

A pigmy scraper, wi' his fiddle, 

Wha us'd at trysts and fairs to dilddle. 

Her strappin* umb and gancy mtddle, 

(He reach d nae hl^Mi), 
Hadhol'd his faeartie like a riddle. 

An' blawu't on fire. 

Wi' hand on haunch, an' apwvd e'e.. 
He croon'd his gamut, one, two, pbxtttt 
Then in an Arioso key. 

The wee Ap(^ 
Set off wl' Allegretto glee 

His giga solo. 

AIB. 

Tune—'' Whistle owre the lave o't." 

I. 
Let me ryke up to dight that tear. 
An' go wi' me to be my dear, 
An' then yonr every care and fcior 
May whistle oWre the lave OT. 

CHOBUS. 

I am a fiddler to my trada. 
And a' the tunes tiiat e'er I play'd, 
Tlie sweetest still t6 wife or maid. 
Was whistle owre the lave ot. 

n. 
At kirns and weddings we'se he tbaip», 
An' 1 sae nicety's wc will fare ; 
We'll bouse ahoot till Daddie Cam 
Sings whistle o'er the lave o't. 
i am, Ac. 

m. 
Sae merrily the banes well pyke. 
An' sun oursel's about the dyke. 
An' at our leisure, when we like. 
We'll whistle o're the lave o t. 
J am, dec. 

IV. 

But bless me wl' yonr heaven o' ^UmaM, 
And while I kittle hair on thatrms^ 
Hunger, cauld, an' a sic harms. 
May whistle owre the lave o t- 
I am, Ac. 

BaBpiTATrvo. 
Her cfharms had struck a sturdy caird. 

As weel as poor gUtscraper; 
He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

And draws a rilsty rapier— 
He swoor by a' was swearing WOfrth^ 

To speet him like a piiver. 
Unless he wonld from that time fottSLs, 

Helhu^uialL bwc Itft «H«t . 
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WV ghastly e*e, poor tweedle dee 

Upon his hunkers bended, 
And pray'd for grace wl' rnef u' face, 

And sae the quarrel ended. 
But though his little heart did grieve, 

When round the tinkler prcst her, 
He feigned tQ jsnirtlo In his sleeve. 

When thus fl^ calrd addressed her. 

AIR. 

Tune—'' Clout the Cauldron," 
I. 

Ht bonnie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler in my station ; 
I've traveird round all Christian ground, 

In this my occupation. 
I've ta'en the gold. I've been enrolled 

In many a noble squadron: 
But vain they searcn'd, when off 1 march'd 

To go and clout the cauldron. 

I've t^'en the gold, &c. 

II 

DespM that shrhnp, that withered imp, 

Wr a* his noise an* caprin\ 
An' tak' a share wV those that bear 

The budget an' the apron. 
An' by that stonp, my faith and houp, 
. An' by that dear Kllbaigie,iw 
Tf e'er ye want, or meet wi' scant. 

May I ne'er wet my fcraigie. 

An^by that stoup, Ac. 

BECTTATIVO. 

The caird preTail'd— the unblushing fair 

In his embraces sunk. 
Partly wi' love o'ercome sae sair, 

An partly she was drunk. 
Sir Vlollno, with an air 

That show'd a man of spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair. 

An' made the bottle cinnk 

To their health that night. 

But hnrchin Cupid shot a shaft 

That play'd a dame a shavie. 
The fiddler rak'd her fore and aft, 

Beliint the chicken cavie. 
Her lord, a wight o' Homer's craft, W4 

Tho' limping with the spavie, 
He hlrpl'd up, and lap like daft. 

An' shor'd them Daintie Davie 
O' boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 

As ever Bacchus listed, 
Though Fortune sair upon him laid, 

His heart she ever miss'd it. 
He had no wish but— to be glad. 

Nor want but— when he thirsted ; 
He hated nought but— to be sad, 

And thus the Muse suggested, 

His sang that night. 

AIS. 

Tune—'' For a' that, an' a' that." 

I. 
I AM a bard of no regard, 
• Wi' gentle folks, an' a' that ; 
But Horaer-Uke, the glowran byke 
Frae town to town I draw that. 

CHORUS. 

For a' that, an' a' that; 

An' twice as meikle's a' that ; 
I've lost but ane, I've two behin', 

I've wife enengh for a' that. 

n. 
I never drank the Muse's stank, 

Castalia's bnm, an' a' that ; 
But there it streams, and richly reams, 
My Helicon I ca' that. 

For a' that, *c. 



■^ 






III. 
Great love I bear to a' the liitik 

Their humble slave, im' a* that; 
But lordly will, I hold It stlU? 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 

For a' that, dsc. 

IT. * ' 

In raptures sweet, this hour we tneet, * 

WV mutual love and a* that ; \ 

But for how lang the floe may stang, ■ * 
Let inclination law that. 

For a* that, Ac 

Their tricks and craft have put me daft, 
They've ta'en me in, an' a* that : 

But clear your decks, and here's the sex! 
I like the jauds for a' that. 

For a' that, an' a' that. 
An' twice as meikle's a* that ; 

My dearest bluid, to do them gnid. 
They're welcome till't for a' that. 

BKCITATIVO. 

So sung the bard— and Nansie's wa's 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo'd from each month ; 
They toom'd their pocks, an' pawn'd their duds, 
They scarcely left to co'er their fuds, 

To quench their lowln' drouth. 
Tlicn owre again, the jovial thrang. 

The poet did request. 
To loose his pack and wale a sang, 
A ballad o' the best: 
He rising, rejoicing. 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, an' found them 
Impatient for the chorus, 

AIR. 

Tune— "Jon J mortals, fill your Glasaes.** 

I. 
See ! the smoking bowl before us, 

Mark our jovial ragged ring ! 
Round and round take up the chorus. 

And in raptures let us sing. 

CHORUS. 

A fig for those by law protected ! 

Liberty's a glorious feast ! 
Courts for cowards were erected. 

Churches built to please the priest. 

II. 
What is title ? what is treasure ? 

What is reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of pleasure, 
'Tis no matter how or where ! 
A fig, &c. 

III. 
With the ready trick and fable. 

Bound we wander all the day ; 
And at night. In barn or stable. 
Hug our doxies on the hay. 
A fig, &c. 

rv. 
Does the train-attended carriage 

Through the country- lighter rove ? 
Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of love ? 
A fig, &c 

V. 

Life is all a variorum. 

We regard not how it goes; 
Let them cant about decorum 

Wlio have characters to lose. 
A fig, &c. 

\i. 
Here's to budgets, bags, and wallets ! 

Here's to all the wandering train I 
Here's our ragged brats and calletsi 

One and all cry out, Amcp! 



BESS AND Bza srnmiKO wheel. 



if 



\ t 
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A tig tar those by law protected ! 
Libertar*0 a glorions feast ! 

Conns for cowards were erected, 
Cbarctes buUt to please the priest. 



tam glen. 

Mr heart is a-breaking, dear tittie, 
Some coansel nutu lue come leu', 

To anger them a' Is a pity, 
Bat what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 

I'm thinking, wi' sich a braw fellow, 
In poortith I might make a fen: 

Waat care I in riches to wallow, 
II I maunna marry Tam Glen ? 

There's Lowrle the laird o' Drnmeller, 
"Gude day to you. brute," he comes ben 

Ue brags and he biaws u' his siller, 
But when will he dance like Tam Glen? 

My minnfc does constantly deave me. 
And bids me beware o' young men : 

They flatter, slio says, to deceive me. 
But wlia can think sac o Tam Glen? 

My dnddie says, gin I'll forsake him, 
He'll gie Die guid hunder marks ten: 

But, if it's ordam'd 1 maun tak him, 
O wha wUl 1 got like Tam Glen? 

Yestreen at the Valentine's dealing. 
My heart tu my mou' gicd a stcn ; 

For thrice I Crew ane without failing, 
And thrice it was written— Tam Glen I 

The last Hallowe'en I was waukin*. 
My droukit sark-sleeve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukin'. 
And the very grey breeks o' Tam Glen ! 

Come counsel, dear tittie ! don't tarry ; 

I'll gie yon my bonnio black hen. 
Gin ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL. 
O MEIKLE thinks my luve o* my beauty, 

And meikle thinks my luve o* my kin ; 
But httle tliinks my luve, 1 ken brawlio. 

My tocher's the Jewel has charms for him, 
It's a' for the apple he'll nourish the tree ; 

It's a' for the nimney he II cherish the bee; 
My laddie's sae meikle in luve wi' the siller, 

He canna hoe luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o' luve's an airl-penny. 

My tocher's the bargain ye wad buy; 
But an' ye be crafty, lam cunnin*, 

Sae ye wi' anither your fortune maun try. 
Yc're like te the bark o yon rotten tree, 

Ye're like to the timmer o" you rotten wood, 
Yell slip frae me litie a knotiess thread, 

Andye'll crack your credit wi' mae nor me, 



THEN GUID WIFE COUNT THE LA WIN. 

Oanb is the day and mirk's the night. 

But we'll ne'er stray fi»r fau't o' light. 

Fur ale and brandy s stars and moon. 

And bluid red wine's the risin' sun, 

Tlien, Guid wife, count the lawlu',Uie lawin\tho 

Then, guidwlfe. count the lawln', and bring a 
coggie mair. 

There's wealth an' ease for gentlemen. 
And semple-folk maun fecht and feu'; 
But here we're a' in ac accord. 
For ilka ninn that's drunk's a lord. 
Tlicn guidwife count, dec. 

My coggie js a haly pool, 

Tnat heals the wounds o' care and dool : . 



And pleasure Is a wanton tront, 
An' ye drink bnt deep yeHl find him oat, 
Then guidwife count. Ac. 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI* AN 
AULD MAN. 

What can a young lassioi -what shall a young 
lassie. 
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man? 
Bad luck on tlie pcnnlo that tempted my miunle 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' lau' ; 
Bad luck on the pennie, &c. 

He's always compleenin' frae momin' to e'enln*. 
He hosts and he hirpies the weary day iang; 

He's doy'lt and he's dozin', his bluid it is frozen, 
O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man! 

He hums and he hankers, be frets and he can- 
kers; 
I never can please him, do a' that I can ; 
He's peevish, and Jealous of a* tlie . yonng 
fellows, 
O, dool on the day, I met wl' an aold man! 

My auld auntie Katie npon mo takes pity, 
I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 

I'll cross htm, and wrack him, until I heart- 
break him. 
And then his auld brass will bay me a newpwu 



THE BONNIE WEE THING. . 

Bonnie wee thing, cannie wee thing. 

Lovely wee thing, wert thoa mine; 
I wadVear thee in my bosom. 

Lest my Jewel I should tine ! 

Wistfully I look and languish. 
In that bonnic face of thine; 

And my heart it stounds wi' angoiab. 
Lest my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty, 

In ae constellation shine ; 
To adore thee is my duty. 

Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 
Bonnie wee, &o. 



O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAMI 
afY/ne— "The Moudlewort.** 

An' O, for ane and twenty, Tam! 

An' hey, sweet ane ana twenty, Tam! 
I'll learn my kin a rattlin sang. 

An' I saw ane and twenty, Tam ! 

They snool roe sair. and hand me down, 
And gar roe look like bluntie, Tam! 

But three short years will soon wheel ronn'- 
And then comes ane and twenty, Tam! 
An' O, for ane, &c. 

A glleb o' Ian', a claut o* gear, 
was left mo by my auntie. Tam ; 

At kith or kin I need na spier. 
An' 1 saw nne and twenty, Tam! 
An' O, for ane, &c. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 

Tlio' I myself hae plenty. Tkm : 
But bear'st thou laddie,— there's my loof,— 

I'm thine at ane and twenty, Tam ! 
An' O, for ane, &c, 

BESS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 
O, LEEZB me on my spinning wheel, 
O, leezo me on ray rock and reel; 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me blen. 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'cnl 
I'll set mo down and sing and spin, 
While lalgh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wl' content, and milk and meal— 
O, ieeze me on my seUmu\«^\!«i!%V^ 



BUSH8' rOETICAL WIMBKB. 



On IlkA iMnd tbe tmrnlet trot^ 
And meet below thj tbeeUt eot; 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest. 
And little fishes* caller rest: 
The sun blinks kindlj in the blel\ 
Wiiere, bljthe I torn my spinning whe^ 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail. 

And eclio cons the doolf n' tale ; 

Tbe ttntwhites in the hazel braes, 

I)eiiKbted, rival Itbcr's bijrs : 
le craik amang tbe claver baj, 
le p^ltrlck wlifrrin o'er the ley, 
le swallow J inkiiuff round my shie], 

AmaM me at my spinnlnff whed. 

Wi* sma* to sell, and less to bay, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave this humble state, 
for a* the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys. 
Amid their cumbrous, dhiKome joys. 
Can they the peace and pleasnre feel. 
Of 3«a«e «t jKr spinning wheeL 



COUNTRY LASSIE. 

£l ahnmer when the hay was mawn. 

And com wav'd green in ilka field. 
While claver blooms white o'er the lea. 

And roses blaw in Ilka bieid : 
Blvibe Bessie in the milking shiel, 

Says, "111 be wed come o t what will ;'* 
Out spake a dame in wrinkled elld, 

" O gude advisement comes nae ilL" 

** Its ye hae wooers mony a ane, 

And, lassie, ye'rc but young, ye ken; 
Then wait a wee, and cannie wale, 

A routhle bntt, a ronthio ben : 
There's Johnnie o' the Boskle-glen, 

Fu* Is his bam, fu' is his byre; 
Tak this frae me, ray bonnte hen. 

It's plenty beets tne Inrer's fire.'* 

"For Johnnie o'er the Baskie-glen, 

1 dinna care a single file ; 
He lo'es sae weei his scraps and kye. 

He has nae Inve to spare for me: 
Bnt blythe's the blhik o' Bobie's e'e, 

And weel I wat he lo'es me dear: 
Ae blink o' him I wad na gie 

For Buskie-glen and a' his gear.** 

** b thoughtless lassie ! life's a fanght, 

The canniest gate, the strife is sair ; 
Bnt aye fu* han^t is fechlln* best, 

A hungry care's an nnco care : 
But some will spend, and some will snare. 

And wllfu* folk maun hae their will; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yilL** 

** O gear will hny me rigs o' land, 

And gear will bay me sheep and kye ; 
Bnt the tender heart o' ieesorae lave, 

The gowd and sliler canna buy : 
We may be poor,— Robie and I, 

Light Is the burden hive lays on ; 
Content and love brings peace and Joy-^ 

What mair hae queens upon a throne ?" 



FAIR ELIZA. 

A QABLIO AIR. 

Turn again, thon fair Eliza, 
Ae kind blink before we part, 

Rew on thy despairing lover! 

Canst thou break his faithfu* heart? 

Turn again, thon fair Eliza; 
If to love thy heart denies. 

For pity hide the cmel sentence 
Under trtettdshlp*t kind dlsgoise ! 



Thee, dear malO. hae 1 offeaiedf 

The offence is loving thee : 
Canst thon wreck his peace for tiwtr, 

Wha for thine wad gladly diat 
While the life beats in my oosom, 

Thou Shalt mix in lika throe: 
Turn again, thoa lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet ssnile on me bestow: 

Kot the bee upon the bosom. 

In tbe pride o' sinny noon; 
^ot the little sporting fairy. 

All beneath tbe simmer moon ; 
Not the poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens on his e'e^ 
Kens tne pleasure, feels tbe raptan 

That thy presence gies to me. 



THE POSIE. 

Oh, Lave win venture in, where it dare na well 

be seen,— 
Oh, love wlH venture In where wisdom anee has 

been: 
But I win down yon river rove, among the wood 

sae green— 
And a' to pu* a posle to my aln dear May. 

The primrose I win pn*. the flrstUng o' the year. 
And I win pn' the pink, the emblem o* my dear. 
For she's tne pink o' womankind, and blooms 
without a peer— 
And a' to be a posie to my aln dear May. 

Ill pu' the bndding rose, when Phoebus pe^M in 

view. 
For it's Uke a banmy kiss o' her sweet bonnie 

mou'! 
The hyacUith's for constancy wi' its unchanging 

blue— 
An' a' to be a posle to my aln dear Kay. 

The Uly It is pure, and the Hly it is fair, 
And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there ; 
The daisy's for simplicity and unaffected air- 
And a' to bo a posic to my ain dear May. 

The hawthorn I wUl pn', wi' its locks o' sUler 

grey. 
Where, Oko an aged man. It stands at break o* 

day; 
But the songster's nest within the bosh I winna 

tak away— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I wiU pu' when e'ening star in 

near. 
And the diamond-dr^s o* dew shaU .be her e'^ 

sae clear; 
The violet's for modesty which weel she fa's to 

wear— 
And a' to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

I'U tie the posie round wl* the silken band o' 

lave. 
And I'U place it in her breast, and FU swear by 

a' al)Ovc, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall 

n'er remove— 
And this will be a posie to my ain dear May. 



THE BANKS 0' DOON. 

Ygbanks and braes o' bonnie Doon. 

How can ye bloom sac fresh and fair ; 
How can ye chant ye little birds. 

And I sae weary fu' o' care ; 
Thou'll break my heart thou warbling bird, 

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn: 
Thou minds me o* departed joys, 

Departed— never to.rqtnm. 

Oft hae I rov'd by bonnie Doon, 
To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 

And ilka bird sang o' its lave. 
And, fondly, a«e did I o' mine. 



ATSOJif WATBS. 



wr lightsome heart I pa*d a roM, 
Fn' sweet upon its thorny thr«9 ; 

And my fause lov^r stole my rose. 
Bat ah I bft left the thorn wl' me. 



SIC A Wli'E AS WILLIE HAD. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

The spot they ca*d it LlnKomdoddle ; 
Willie was a wabster guid. 

Could stown a clue wi' ony bodio ; 
He had a wtto was door and din, 
O, Tinkler Madgie was her mither— 
Sic a Wife as Willie had, 
I wad na gio a button tor her. 

She had an e'e— she has but atle, 
Tho cat has twa the very coloitr; 

Five rnsty t6eth. forbye a stump, 
A clapper tongue wad deave a miller; 

A whiskm' beard about her mou\ 
Her nose and chin they threaten ither; 
Sic a wife, &c. 

She's bow-hough'd, she's heinshinned, 
Ae iimpin' leg a hand-breed shorter; 

She's twisted right, she's twisted left, 
To balance fair In ilka quarter: 

She has a hump upon her breast, 
The twin o' that upon her shoather ; 
Sic a wife, ^c. 

Anld bandrons by the Ingle sits. 

An' wi' her loof her face a-washin* ;' 
But Willie's wife is nae sae trig. 

She dights her grunzle wi' a noshlon: 
Her wailie neives like midden creels. 
Her face wad fyle the Logan Water ; 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 
1 wad na gle a button for her. 



GLOOMY DECEMBER. 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Ance mair I hail thee, wi' sorrow and care; 
Sad was the parting thon mak'st me remember, 

Pa ting wi Nancy, Oh ! ne'er to meet mair I 
Fond lovers' partiiig is sweet painful pleasure, * 

Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour ; 
But the dire fefeling, Oh I farewell for ever, 

Is anguish uniliingrd and agony pure. 

Wild as the winter now tearing th^ forest, 

'Till the last leaf o' the summer U flown. 
Such is the tempest has shakeri my bpsom. 

Since my last hope and last comfort is gone ! 
Still as I hail thee, tlion gloomy December, 

Still shall I hall thee wl' sorrow abd care ; 
For sad was the parting thou mak'st me remem- 
ber. 

Parting wi' Nancy, Oh I ne'er to meet mair. 



EVAN BANKS. 

Slow spreads the gloom my soul desires. 
The sun from Indla'8 shore retires ; 
To Evan bunks, with temperate ray; 
Home of my youth, it leads the day. 
Oh! banks to me for ever dear! 
Oh ! streams whose murmurs still I hear! 
Ah ! hU my hopes ot bliss reside. 
Where Evan mingles with the Clyde. 

And she. in simple beanty drest. 
Whose image lives within my breast: 
WIio trciubliug lieard my piercing slgb. 
And long pursud me with her eye ! 
Dues she, with heart unchang'd as mine. 
Oft in the vocal bowers recUne? 
Or where yon grot o'erhangs the tide. 
Muse while the Evan seeks tlie ClJ-cra 7 

Ye lofty banks that Evan bound! 
Ye lavish woods that waVe around, 
And o'er the stream your shadows throw, 
Which sweetly winds so far below ; 



What secret charm to mein'rv brings, 
All that on Evan's border springs? 
Sweet banks I ye bloom by Mary's side: 
Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Clyae. 

Can all the wealth of India's coast 
Atone for years In absence lost? 
Ketum, ye moments of delight. 
With richer treasures bless my sight! 
Swift from this desert let me part, 
And fly to meet a kindred heart ! 
Nor more may auglit my steps divide, 
From that dear stream which flows to Clyde. 



WILT THOU BE MY DEABIE? 

Wilt thou be my dearie? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 
O wilt thou let me cheer tnee ? 

By tlie treasure of my soul. 
And that the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow. that dhiy thoa 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, 1 swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thon lo'es me : 

Or, if thou wilt na be my ain, 
Sae na thou'it refuse me : 

If It wlnna, canna be. 
Thou for thine, may choose me: 

Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 

Lassie, let me quickly die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



SHE'S FAIB AND FAU8B. 
She's fair and fanse that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang; 
She's broken her vow. she's oroken my heart. 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A c^of cam in wl* roth o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear, 
Bnt woman Is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang; 

Whate'er ye be that woman love. 

To this be never blind— 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind: 
O, woman lovely, woman fair! 
An angel form's fa'n to thy share, 
'Twad been o'er meikle to glen thee mair— 

I mean an angel mind. 



AFTON WATER. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes. 
Flow gently. I'll sing thee a song hi thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by tliy mnrmorihg stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her 

dream. 

Thon stock-dove whose echo resounds thro* the 

glen, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds hi yon thorny den, 
Thon green-crested lapwing, thy screaming for- 

I charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How loft V, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear winding 

rills; 
Tliere dally I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys be- 
low. 

Where wild in the woodhinda the primroses 
blow: 

There oft as mild evening weeps over the lea, 

The sweet-scented Urk shades my Mary and 
me. 
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The crystal streflm, Aftoh, how lovelj it glides, 
And winds by tlio cot where my Mary resides ; 
How wanton thy waters her snow v feet lave. 
As, gathering sweet flowerets, she stems thy 
clear wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes. 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays; 
My Mary's asleep by thy mnrmaring stream* 
Flow gently, sweet Alton, disturb not her 

dream. 



BONNIE BELL. 

Tbe smiling Spring comes in rejoicing, 

And surly Winter grimly flies; 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters. 

And bonny blue are the sunny skies : 
Fresh o'er the mountains breaks forth 
morning. 
The ev'nlng gilds the ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy In the sun's returning. 
And I rejoice in my Lonnie Bell. 

The flow'ry Spring leads snnny Summer, 

And yellow Autumn presses near. 
Then In his turn comes gloomy Winter, 

'Till smiling Spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing. 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell, 
But never ranging, still unchanging 

I adore my bonuie Bell. 



the 



THE GALLANT WEAVER. 

Where Cart rins rowin to the sea. 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree, 
Tners lives a lad. the lad for me, 
He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh I had wooers aucht or nine. 
They gied me rings and libbons fine : 
And I was fcar'd ray heart would tine. 
And I gied it to the weaver. 

My daddle sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that has the land, 
But to my heart I'll had my band, 
And give it to the weaver. 

While birds rejoice in loafy bowers ; 
While bees delight in opening flowers ; 
While corn grows green in simmer showers, 
I'll love my gallant weaver, i35 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVERNESS. 

The lovely lass o' Inverness, 

Nae Joy nor pleasure can she see ; 
For e'en and morn she cries, alas ! 

And aye the saut tear blins her e'e: 
Drumossle moor, Drumossle day, 

A waefu' day it was to me ; 
For their I lust my father dear. 

My father dear, and brethren three. 

IJhair winding sheet the bloody clay. 

Their graves are growing green to see: 
And by them lies the dearest lad 

That ever blest a woman's e'e ! 
Now: wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man, I trow, ttion be ; 
For mony a heart thou hast made sair. 

That ne'er did wrong to thine or thee. 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE? 

Louis, what reck T by thee, 

Or Geordie on his ocean? 
Dyvour, beggar loans to me— 

I reign in Jeanic's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law. 
And in her breast enthrone me: 

Kings and nations— swith awa' ! 
Reif randies, 1 disown ye ! 



FOR THE SAKE OF SOMEBODY. 

Mt heart is sair— I dare nae tell— 

My heart is sair for somebody ; 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake of somebody. 
Oh-hon ! for somebody I 
Oh-heyl for somebody! 
I could range the world around, 
For the sake of somebody. 
Ye powers that smile on virtuous love, 

O sweetly smile on somebody ! 
Frae ilka a danger keep him free. 
And send me safe my somebody I 
Oh-hon ! for somebody I 
Oh-hey! for somebody! 
I wad do— what wad 1 not? 
For the sake of somebody! 



A MOTHER'S 



LAMENT FOR 
OF HElt SON. 



THE DEATH 



Tune— "Finlayston House." 

Fate gave the word, the arrow sped. 

And pierced my darling's heart ; 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me Impart. 
By cruel hands the sapling drops, 

In dust diHhononr'd laid : 
So fell the pride of all my hopes, 

My age's future shade. 
The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her ravished young; 
So I for my lost darling's sake. 

Lament the live-long day. 
Daath, oft I've fear'd thy fatal blow. 

Now fond I bare my breast. 
O do thou kindly lay me low 

With him I love at rest ! 



O MAY, THY MORN. 
O Mat, thy morn was ne'er sae sweet, 

As the mirk night o' December; 
Fctf sparkling was the rosy wine. 
And private was the chamber: 
And dear was she 1 darna name, 
But I will aye remember! 
And dear, Ac. 

And here's to them, that, iike oursel'. 
Can push about the jorum : 

And here's to them that wish ns weel. 
May a' that's gude watch o'er tliem I 

And here's to them, we darna tell. 
The dearest o' the quorum. 
And here's to, <fec. 



O WHAT "YE WHA'S IN YON TOWN. 

O WHAT ye wha's in yon town, 
Ye see the c'ening sun upon? 

Tlie fairest dame's In yon town, 
Tliat e'en sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw 
She wanders by yon spreading tree; 

How blest ye flow'rs that mind her blaw, 
Ye catch the glances o' her e'e ! 

How blest ye birds that round her sing. 
And welcome in tlie blooming year, 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 
The season to my Lucy dear ! 

The .sun blinks blythe on yon town. 
And on yon bonnie braes of Ayr; 

But my delight in yon town, 
And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair. 

Without my love, not a' tlie charms, 
O' paradise could yield me joy; 

But gie my Lucy In my arms. 
And welcome Lapland's dreary skyl 



CALEDOKfA. 
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My caVe wad be a lover's bower, 
The" raging winter rent the air; 

And she a lovely little flower. 
That I wad tent and shelter there. 

sweet Is she In yon town. 

Yon sinkin sun's gane down upon; 
A fairer than's In yon town. 

His setting beam ne*er shone upon. 
J^ angry fate has sworn ray foe, 

^ And safFering I am doom'd to bear ; 

1 careless quit aught else below. 
But spare rae— spare me Lucy dear ! 

For while life's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne'er depart, 

And she— as fairest Is her form! 
She has the truest kindest heart,iM 



A RED, RED ROSE. 

O MY love's like a red. red rose, 
ITiat's newly sprung In June: 

my love's like the melody 
That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass, 

So deep in love am F; 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

'Tin a' the seas gang dry. 

*T111 a' t he seas gang dry, my dear. 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun 

1 will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands o' lite shall run, 

And fare thee weel, my only love ! 

And faro thee weel a while ! 
And I will come again, my love, 
Tho' it were ten tiiousaud mile. 



A VISION. 

As I stood by yon roofless tower. 

Where the wa'-flower scents the dewy air, 
Wliere th' howlet mourns in her Ivy bower, 

And tells the midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 
The stars they sliot alangthe sky; 

The fox was howling on the hill, 
Whase distant echoing glens reply. 

The stream adown Its hazelly path. 
Was rushing by the ruin'd wa's. 

Hasting to Join the sweeping Nlth, 
Whase distant roarlug swells and fa's. 

The cauld blue north was streaming forth 
Her lights, wl' hissing eerie din : 

Athort the lift they start and shift, 
Like fortune's favours' tint as win. 

By heedless chance I tum'd mine eyes. 
And, by tho moon -beam, shook, to see 

A stem and stalwart ghalst arise, 
Attlr'd as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o' stane. 
His darln look had daunted roe ; 

And on his bonnet grav'd was plain, 
Tlie sacred posle— Liberty ! 

And frae his harp sic strains did flow. 
Might roused tlie slnmb'rlng dead to hear ; 

But oh, It was a tale of woe. 
As ever met a Briton's ear! 

He sang wl' joy for his former day. 
He weeping wail'd his latter times 

But what he said It was nae play, 
I winua ventor't in my xiiymet.i*^ 



COPY 01* A POETICAL ADDRESS TO MB, 
WILLIAM Ti'TLER, 

WITH TUB PRESENT OF THE BAUD'S PICTURK. 

Revered defender of beautcons Stuart, 
Of Stuart, a name once respected— 

A name, whlcli to love was the mark, of a tme 
heart. 
But now 'tis despised and neglected. 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in my 
eye, 
Let no one misdeem me disloyal ; 
A poor friendless wand'rer may' well claim a 
sigh. 
Still more, If that wand'rer were royal. 

My fathers that name have rever'd on a throne; 

My fathers have fallen to right it ; 
Those fathers would spuni their degenerate son, 

That name should he scoffingly slight it. 

Still In prayers for King George I most heartily 
Join, 
The Queen and the rest of the gentry: 
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of 
mine ; 
Thalr title's avow'd by the country. 

But why of that epoclia make such a fuss, 

That gave ws the Hanover stem; 
If bringing them over was lucky for us, 

I'm sure twas as lucky for them. 

But loyalty, true ! we're on dangerous ground, 
Who knows how the fashions may alter, 

Tho doctrine, to-day. that is loyalty sound, 
To-morrow may bring as a halter ! 

I send you a trifle, a head of a bard, 

A trine scarce worthy your care ; 
But accept it, good sir, as a mark of regard. 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 

And ushers the long dreary night : 
But you, like the star that athwart gilds the sky. 

Your course to the latest is bright. 

My muse jilted me here, and turned a comer 
on me, and I have not got again into her good 
graces. Do me the justice to believe me sincere 
In my grateful remembrance of the many 
civillties3'ou have honoured me with since I 
came to Edinburgh, and in assuring you that I 
have the honour to be. 

Reverend Sir, 
Your obliged and very humble Servant, 
Edinburgh, 1787. R. Bcbns. 



CALEDONIA. 
T'l/n^— "Caledonian Hunt's Delight"! 

There was once a day— but old Time then was 
young— 
That brave Caledonia, the chief of her line. 
From some of your northern deities spmng, 
(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's 
divine?) 
From Tweed to the Oreades was her domain. 
To hunt, or to pasture, or to do what she 
would : 
Her heavenly relations there fixed her reign. 
And pledg'd her their godheads to warrant it 
good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion In war, 

The pride of her kindred tlie heroine grew: 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore,— 
" Whoe'er shall provoke thee th' encounter 
shall rue !" 
With tillage or pasture at times she would sport. 
To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling 
corn ; 
But chiefly the woods were her fav'rite resort. 
Her darling amusement, the hounds and the 
horn. 
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Long qnlet she reign'd ; 'till tliitherward steers 
A flight of bold eagles from Adrians strand: is* 

Repeated, successive, for many Ions years, 
Ther diurfcen'd the air, and tney plnndered the 

Their pounces were murder, and terror their 

They'd conquer'd and ruln'd a world beside: 
She took to her hills aud licr arrows let fly— 
The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the north. 
The scourge of the seas, and the dread of the 
shore ;13» 
•The wild Scandinavian boar issued forth 

To wanton in carnage, and wallow in gore :i40 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fury pre- 
vail'd, 
No arts could appease them, nor arms could 
repel; 
But brave Caledonia in vain they assaird. 
As Largo well can witness, and Loncartie 

The cameleon-savage dlstnrb'd her repose. 

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion and strife: 
Provoked beyond bearing, at last she rose. 

And robb'd him at once of his hopes and his 
life:"2 
The Anglian Hon, tl^e terror of France. 

Oft prowling, ensanguine'd the Tweed's silver 
flood; 
But taught by the bright Caledonian lance, 

He learned to fear in his owh native wodd. 

Thus bold, independent, unconquer'd, and free. 
Her bright course of glory for ever shall run : 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be ; 
I'll prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun : 

Rectangle-triangle, the figure we'll choose. 
The upright Is Chance, and Old Time 1j^ the 
base ; 

JBut brave Caledonia's the hypothenuse ; 

Then ergo she'll match them, and match them 
always.i<3 



THE FOLLOWING POEM 

WAS WXITTEN TO A GKKTLEMAN WHO HAD 8BMT 
HIX A NKWSPAPEB, AMD OFFEEED TO CONTINUE 
IT FBEE OF EXPENSE. 

Kiln) sir, I've read your paper through. 

And faith, to me, 'twas really new! 

How guessed ye, sir, what maist I wanted? 

This mony a cfny I've groin'd aud guunted. 

To ken what French niiscliicf was brcwln'; 

Or what the druinlie Diitcli were doiu'; 

That vile doup-skelper Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off ; 

Or how the collicshangic works 

Atween the Russians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt. 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt: 

If Denmark, ony body spak ot ; 

Or Poland, wlio had now the tack o't; 

How cut-throat Prussinn blades were hlngln'; 

How libbet Italy was singin : 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were sayin or takin ouglit amiss: 

Or how our merry lads at hame, 

In Britain's court kept up the game: 

How royal George— tlic Lord leuk o'er hlml— 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was liviu'. 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookln'. 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yeukin' ; 

How cesses, stents, and fees were raxed, 

Or If bare a— yet were taxed ; 

The news o' princes, dukes, and earls, 

Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls ; 

If that daft bubkie, Geordle Wales, 

Was threshin* still at hizzles' tails. 



Or if he was growin ougfatliiui donser. 
And no a perfect kintra cooser.-* 
A' this and mair I never beard of ; 
And, but for you, I might despalr'd of ; 
So gratefu', back your news i send yon. 
And pray, a' guid things may attend yon! 

VOTE. 

Complaining that the paper thor* mentione 
did not come regularly. 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 
We poor sons of metre 
Are often neglecklt, ye ken. 
For InstanciB, your shebt, itiaii ; 
(Though glad I'm to see't, man,) 
I get it no ae dav in ten. 

Eu.wT.ATgp, Monday Komingi 1709. 



POEM. 

ON PASTORAL POETRT. 

Hail, Poesic ! thou nymph reserved! 

In chase o' thee, what ci-owds hae swerved 

Frae common sense, or sunk enerved 

'Mang heaps o' cUivers ; 
And ock! owre aft thy joes hae starved. 

'Hid a' thy favoui^ I 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amanff. 
While loud the trump's heroic cUDig^, 
And socks or buskin skelp alang 

To death or marriage ; 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-i&ng 

But wi' miscarriagcif 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrtvei ; 
Eschylus' pen Will Shakespear driyes; 
Wee Pope, the knurUn', 'tlU him «t« 

Horatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

Even Sappho's flame. 

But thee, Theocritus, wlia matches? 
They're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches; 
Squire Pope but busks his skiulin' patches 

O' heathen tatters : 
I pass by hunders, nameless wretches. 

That ape their betters. 

In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle midi 
Blaw sweetly, in its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-famed Gredan share 

A rival place ? 

Yes ! there is ane ; a Scottish callan ! 
There's ane: come forrlt, honest Allah! 
Thou need na Jouk behint the haUao, 

A chiel so clever: 
The teeth o' time may gnaw Tamtallai^ 

But thou's for ever. 

Thou paints auld nature to the nbies, 

In thy sweet Caledonian hues; 

Nae gowden stream thro" myrtles twines, 

Where Philomel, 
'While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 

Her griefs wiUteU I 

In gowany glens thy burnie strays. 
Where honnic lasses bleach tbew claess 
Or trots by hazely shaws or braes, 

Wi' iiawthorns gray, 
'Where blackbirds join tl\e shephetd*^ l«y«. 

At close o' day. 

Thy rural loves are nature's set'; 
Nae bombast spates o' nonsense sweilt 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet Spell 

O* wltdiln' love. 
That charm that can the strongest quell, 

The sternest move. 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF MR. RIDDEL. 



ON THE BATTLE OF SHERITF-MUIR. 

BETWEEN THE DUKE OF ABGTLS ASD THE XABL 

OF HAS. 

»* O, CAM ve here the flsrht to shnn, 

Or herd the sheep vrV me, manV 
Or were ye at the Sherra-mnir. 

And did the battle see, man?*' 
*' I saw the battle, sair and teogh, 
And reekin'-red ran mony a sheagti. 
My heart, for fear, gae songh for so'ngn, 
To hear the thuds, and see the duds, 
O" clans frae woods, in tartan dnds, 

Wha giaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 

The red-coat lads, wl' black cockades, 

To meet them were na slow, man ; 
They nish'd, and push d, and blnld ontgnsn d, 

And mony a bonk did fa', man: 
The great Argyle led on his flles^ 
I wat they glanced twenty miles: 
They hack'd and liash'd while broadswords 

clash'd, 
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd, and smaab'd, 

Till fey men died awa', man. 

But had yon seen the philabegs. 

And skyrin tartan trews, man, 
When In the teeth they dar'd onr Whigs 

And covenant true-blaes. man ; 
In lines extended lang and large. 
When bayonets opposed the large. 
And thousands listen'd to the charge, 
Wi' Highland wrath thev frae the sheath, 
Drew blades o' death, till, out o' breath, 

They fled like frighted does, man." 

»'0 how dell, Tam, can that be true? 

The chase gaed frae the North, man ; 
I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horseman back to Forth, man; 
And at Dumblane, in my ain sight, 
Thev took the brig wl' a their might ; 
And straught to Stirling winged their flight , 
But cursfed lot ! the gates were shut, 
And mony a hunted poor red-coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man." 

**Mv sister Kate came np the gate 

wi' crowdie unto me, man : 
She swore she saw some rebels run, 

Frae Perth nnto Dundee, man; 
Their left-hand general had nae skill. 
The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their nelboors' blood to spill ; 
Forfear, by foes, that they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose— all crying woes, 

And so It goes, yon see, man. 

They've lost some gallant gentlemen, 

Amang the Highland clans, man ; 
I fear my Lord Panraure is slain. 

Or fallen in whiggish hands, man: 
Now wad ve sing this double fight. 
Some fell for wrang, and some for right ; 
But mony bade the world gnid-nlght; 
Then ye may tell, how pell and mcU, 
By red claymores, and muskets' knell, 
Wl' dying yell, the Tories fell. 

And Whigs to hell did flee. nian."iM 



SKETCH oil NEW X^A^% DAY. 

TO MSS. bcVLOP, 1700. 

This day, lime winds th' exhausted chain, 
To run the twelvemonths' length agaiik t 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow ! 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow, 
Adjust the unlmpair'd machine. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 
In vain assail him with their prayer. 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press. 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 



Will you (the Major's with the hoondi^ 
The happy tenants share his rounds 
Colla's fair Rachel's care to-day, ^ft 
And blooming Keith's engaged with Gn^il 
Fromhousewife cares a minute borrow— 
— I'hat grandchild s cap will do to-morrow— 
And join with me a moralizing. 
This day's propitious to be wise in. 
First, what did yesternight deliver ? 
"Another year is gone for ever," 
And what Is this day's strong suggestion! 
"The passing moments ail we rest on I" 
Rest on— for what ? What do we hero? 
Or why regard the passing year? 
Will time,cimns'd with proverb'd lore, 
Add to our date one minute more ? 
A few days may— a lew years must- 
Repose us in the silent dnst. 
Then Is It wise to damp our bliss ? 
Yes— all such reasonings are amiss ! 
The voice of nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies. 
That something In us never dies: 
That on this frail, uncertain state. 
Hang matters of eternal weight ; 
That future-life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone: 
Whether as heavenly glory bright, 
Or dark as misery's woeful night. 
Since then, my honour'd first of friends. 
On this poor being all depends : 
Let ns th' Important wore employ. 
And live as those who never die. 
Tho'yon, with days and honours cn»wn'<H 
Witness that filial circle round. 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight pale Envy to convulse) 
Others now claim yonr chief regard; 
Yonrself, yon wait your bright reward. 



EXTEMPORE, 

ON THE LATE MR. WILLLAM SMELL1E,1«« 

AUTHOR OF THE PHILOSOPHY OF NATURAL HIS- 
TORY, AKD UKMBER OF THE ANTIQUAEIAM AKD 
ROYAL SOCIETIES OF EDINBURGH. 

Shrewd Willie Smellie to Crochallan came. 
The old cock'd hat, the grey surtout, the same; 
His bristling beard just rising In its might. 
'Twas four long nights and days to shaving 

night ; 
His uncombed grizzly locks wild, staring, 

thatch'd. 
A head for thought profound and clear, lu- 

raatch'd ; 
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was biting rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent and good 



POETICAL INSCRIPTION, FOR AN ALTAR 
TO INDEPENDENCE, 

AT KERBOUGHTREE, THE SEAT OF MB. EEBOX— 
WRITTEN IN SUMMER, 1796. 

Thou of an independent mind* 

With soul resolved, with soul resigned: 

Prepared Power's proudest frown to brave, 

Who wilt thou be, nor nave ^ slaVe ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere. 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear. 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF MB. 
RIDDEL. 
No more, ye warblers of the wood— no more. 
Nor pour your descant, grating, on my ear: 
Thou young-eyed Spring thy charms I cannot 
bear ; ^___ 

More welcome wiere to me grim Wlnter'9 wildest 
roar. 
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How eaa Jre please, ye flowers, with all your 
dyetf 
■Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my friend : 
How can I to the tuneful strain attend ?. 
Tbat strain pours round th* untimely tomb 
^irhere Riddel lies: 147 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of woe. 
And soothe the Virtues weeping on his bier; 
Tlie Man of Worth, and has not ieft his peer. 

Is in his 'narrow honse* for ever darlily low. 

Theo, Spring, again with joy shall others greet: 

Me, memory of my loss will only meet ! 

MONODY ON A LADY FAMED rt)R HER 
CAPRICE. 

How cold Is that bosom which folly once fir'd! 
How pale is that cheek where the rouge lately 
glisten'd! 
How silent that tongue which the echoes oft 
tired ! 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so 
listened ! 

If sorrow and anguish their exit await. 
From friendship and dearest affection re- 
moved ! 

How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate, 
Thou dieast unwept, as thou livedst unloved! 

Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on you ; 

Ho shy, grave, and distant, ye shed not a 
tear: 
But come, all ye offsprings of Folly so true. 

And flowers let us cull for Eliza s cold bier. 

We'll search through the garden for each silly 
flower. 
We'll roam through the forest for each Idle 
weed; 
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower. 
For none e'er approach'd her but rued the 
rash deed. 

We'll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the 

lay; 
Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 
There tceen Indignation shall dart on her prey, 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 

his Ire. 



THE ETITAPH. 

Hbrk lies, now a prey to insulting neglect, 
What once was a butterfly gay in life's beam ; 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect. 
Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 



ANSWER TO A MANDATE. 

8EKT BY THE SUBVEYOR OF THK WINDOWS, CAR- 
RIAGES, &C., TO EACH FARMER, ORDERING HIM 
TO SEND A SIGNED LIST OP HLS HORSES, SER- 
VANTS. WHEEL-CARRIAGES, AC, AND WHETHER 
HE WAS A MARRIED MAN OR A BACHELO.. ^ AND 
WHAT CHILDREN THEY HAD. 

Sir, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faithfu' list. 
My horses, servants, carts, and graltb. 
To which I'm free to tak ray aith. 

Impnmis, then, for carriage cattle, 
I hae four brutes o' gallant mettle. 
As ever drew before a pettlc. 
My hand-afore's.HS a gnid anid has-been. 
And wight and wilfu' a' his daj's been; 
Mv hand a bin's, us a weel gaun filly, 
W ha aft has borne me safe frae Killie ;i^ 
And yonr auld boiough mony a time. 
In days when riding was nae crime- 
But ance, w^hen in my wooing pride, 
I like a blockhead boost to ride, 
The wilfu' creature sae I put to, 
(Lord pardon a' my sins and that too !) 



I play'd my fllly sic a shavie. 
She's a' bedcvird with the spavle. 
My fur-a-hin's,i«i a wordy beast, 
As e'er in tug or tow was traced : 
The fourth's a Highland Donald hastle, 
A damn'd red-wud. KUbnrnle blastie! 
Forby a cowte. of cowtes the wale. 
As ever ran before a tail ; 
An' he be spared to be a beast. 
He'll draw me flfteen pund at least. 

Wheel carriages I hae but few— • 
Three carts, and twa are feckly new ; 
An auld whcel-barrow, mair for token, 
Ae leg and balth the trams are broken; 
I made a poker o* the spin'le. 
And my auld mlther brunt the trin'le. 
For men, I've three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for rantln' and for noise ; 
A gadsraan ane, a thresher t'other. 
We Davoc bauds the nowte In fother. 

I rule them, as I aught, discreetly. 
And often labour them completely; 
And aye on Sunday's, duly, nightly. 
I on the questions targe them tightly. 
Till, faith ; wee Davoc's grown sae gleg, 
(Tho' scarcely langer than my leg) 
He'll screed you &ff effectual cathng^ 
As fast as ony In the dwalling. 
I've nane In female servant station, 
(Lord keep me aye frae a' temptation I) 
1 hae nae wife, and that my bliss Is, 
And ye hae laid nae tax on misses; 
Wi' weans I'm malr than weel contented. 
Heaven sent me ane malr than I wanted: 
My sonsle, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace. 
But her. ray bonny, sweet, wee lady, 
I've sain enough for her already, 
And if ye tax her or her mither, 
B^* the Lord ye'se get them a' thegitber! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken. 
Nae kind of license out I'm taking. 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I'll paldle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle ; 
And a' my gates on foot I'll shank it, 
I've sturdy stumps, the Lord be thanklt! 
So dinna put me in your bnke. 
Nor for my ten white shillings luke. 

This list wi' my ain hand I've wrote It, 
The day and date as under notit : 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripst nuic, 

Robert Burns. 

SONG. 

Nae gentle dames, tho' e'er sae fair ;1AS 
Shall ever be my muse's care; 
Their title's a' are empty show; 
Gie me my Highland Lassie, O ! 

Within the glen sae bushy, O! 

Aboon the plain sae rush, O ! 

I set me down, wi' right good will, 

To sing my Highland Lassie, O! 

were yon hills and valleys mine, 
Yon palace and yon gardens fine! 
The world then the love should know 

1 bear ray Highland Lassie, O! 

Within the glen, &c. 

Bnt fickle fortune frowns on me. 
And I maun cross the raging sea ; 
But while mv crimson currents flow, 
I'll love my Highland Lassie, O! 
Within the glen, <fec. 

Altho' thro' foreign climes I range, 
1 know her heart will never change, 
For her hosom bums with honours gloWi 
3Iy faithful Highland Lassie, O ; 
Within the glen, ^c. 



I 

J*or her I'll dare tile billow's rtar, 
For her I'll truce a distant shore. 
That Indian wealth may Instre thrOTT, 
Around my Highland Lassie, O ! 
Within the glen, <tec. 

She has my heart, she has my hand. 
By sacred trntli and honour's band! 
"nil the mortal stroite shall lay rae low, 
l*m thme, my Highland Lassie, O! 
Within the glen, &c. 

Farewell, the glen sae bushy, 0! 
Farewell, the plain sae rushy, O! 
To other lands I now must go. 
To sing my Highland Lassie, 0'i&3 



]^0£M. 



IMPROMPTU, 
ON MBS. BIDDELS BIRTH-DAT. 

4th November, 1793. 

Old Winter, with his frosty beard. 
Thus once to Jove his prayer preferr'd; 
*' What have I done of all the year, 
To bear this hated doom severe ? 
l^y cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 
Night's horrid car drags, dreary, slow • 
My dismal months no joys are crowning. 
But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once he mighty ciVil ; 

To counterbalance all this evil; 

Give me, and Tve no more to say, 

Give mo Maria's natal day I 

That brilliant gift will so enrich rae. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn cannot match me :" 

*• Tis done !" says Jove : so end my story, 

And Winter once rejoiced in glory. 

ADDRESS TO A LADY, 

Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast, 

On yonder lea, on yonder lea ; 
My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I'd shelter thee. Id shelter thee ; 
Or did misfortune's bitter storms 

Around thee blaw, around thee blaw, 
Thy Weld should be my bosom, 

To share it a', to share it a'. 

Or were I in the wildest waste, 
Sae blactc and bare, sae black and bare. 

The desert was a paradise, 
If thou wert there, if thou wert there ; 

Or were I monarch o' the globe, 
Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign; 

The brightest Jew^el in my crown, 
Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 

inSS JESSY LEWARS, OF DUMFRIES; WITH BOOKS 
WHICH THE BABD PRESENTED HER. 

Thine be the volnmesj Jessy fair. 
And with them take the poet's prayer; 
That Fate may in her fairest page. 
With every kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss, enrol thy name : 
With native worth, and spotless fame, 
And wakeful caution, still aware 
Of ill— but chief, man's felon snare: 
All blameless joys on earth we find. 
And all the treasures of the mind— 
Tliese bo thy guardian and reward ; 
So prays thy faithful friend, the Bard. 



SONNET, 

WBITTKN ON THE 25TH JANUART, 1793, THE BIBTH- 
DAY OP THE AUTHOR, ON HEARING A THRUSH 
SING IN A MORNING-WALK. 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough, 
Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy straUi, 
See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign, 

At thy biythe carol clears his farrowed brow. 



So In lone t»overty'8 dominion drear« 
Sits meek Content with light nnanslCKis Btfilti 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bi^ them phrtt 

Nor asks it they bring aught to nope Of tfSkr. 

1 thank thee. Author of this opening day ! , 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient 

skies! 
Rich denied, thy boon was ptirer Joys, 

What wealth could never give nor take away! 

Yet come, thou child of poverty and care. 
That mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with 
thee I'll snare. 



EXTEMPORE, TO MR. SYME, 

ON REFUSING TO DINE WITH HIM, AFTER HAVING 
BEEN PROMISED THE FIRST OF COMPANY, AND 
THE FIRST OF COOKERY, 17TH DECEMBEB, 1795. 

No more of your guests be they titled or not. 
And cookery the first in the nation; 

Who is proof to thy personal converse and wit, 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



TO MR. SYME,1M 

WITH A PBESENT OF A DOZEN OF POBTEB. 

O HAD the malt thy stoength of mind. 
Or hops the flavour oi thy wit ; 

'Twere drink for first of human kind, 
A gift that e'en for Syme were fit. 

THE DLlklFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 

jTtfne— " Push about the Jorum." 

April, 1795. 

Does haughty Gaul invasion threat? 

Tlien let the louns beware, sir; 
Tliere's wooden walls upon our seas, 

And volunteers on shore, sir. 
The Nith shall run to Corsincon,!** 

And Criffcl sink in Solway,i»« 
Eragve permit a foreign foe 

CnrBritish ground to rally ! 

" FaU de rail, Ac 

O, let us not, like snarling tykes. 

In wrangling be divided : 
'Till slap come in an unco loon, 

And wi' a rung decide it. 
Bo Britain still to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united : 
For never but by British hands 

Maun British wrangs be righted, 
^'FaflderalT, ^te. 

The kettle o' the Kirk and State, 

Perhaps a clout may fail in't ; 
But dell a foreign tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca' a nail in't ; 
Our father's bluid the kettle bonght. 

And wha wad dare to spoil It ; 
By heaven the sacrilegious dog 

ShaU fuel be to boil ft! 

"Fall de rail, &c. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own. 

And the wretch his true-born brother. 
Who d set the mob aboon the throne. 

May they be damned together! 
Who will not sing "God save the King," 

Shall hang as high's the steeple ! 
But, while we sing "God save the King,** 

We'll ne'er forget the People. 



POEM, 

ADDRESSED TO MR. MITCHELL, COLLECTOR OF 
EXCISE, DUMFBIBS, 1796. 

Friend of the poet, tried and leal, 
Wha, wanting thee, might beg or steal • 
Alake, alakc, the meikle dell, 

Wi' a' his witches. 
Are at it, skelpin' jig and reel, 

In my v<^^ v^^^V!t&<\. 



BURKS* POVnCkL WOURiJ. 



J modesffln fti'^ln ^"^^ tiint it. 
That one nomd one, 1 salrlj want it; 
If wi' tlie nizala down ye sent It. 

It wunid be kind ; 
A na vldle my heart wi* life-blood dnnted 

rd bear't in mind. 

80 may the old year gang out moaning 
To see the new come laden, groaning, 
Wr double plenty o'er the loaning 

To thee and thine ; 
Domestic peace and comforts crowning 

The hale design. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Ye're heard this while how I'vd been lick?t, 
And by fell death was nearly nicket; 
Grim loon ! he gat me by the fecket, 

And sair me shenk ; 
But, by gnid luck, I lap a wicket. 

And turnd a nenk. 

Bnt by that health, I've got a share o't, 
And by that life I'm promised mair o't, 
Hy hale and weel I'll tak a care o't 

Atentierway: 
Then farewell foUy/hide and hair o't. 

For ance and aye I 



SENT TO ▲ 6BKTLEMAK WHOM HE HAD OKVIin>SD. 

The friend whom, wild from wisdom's way, 
The fumes of wine infuriate send ; 

(Not moony madness more astray) 
Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th' insensate frenzied part, . 

Ah why should I such scenes outlive ? 
Scenes so abiiorrent to my heart, 
'Tis tliine to pity and forgive I 



POEM OK LIFE, 

ADDRESSED TO COLONEL DS rEISTEB, 
DCUFSieS, 1796. 

Mt honoured colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the poet's weal ; 
Ah ! how sraa' heart hae I to speel 

The steep PamiUtsti^i 
Surrounded thu9 by bolus pill. 

And potion glasses. 

O, what a canty world were it, 

would pain and care, and sickness spard It : 

And fortune favour worth and merit. 

As they deserve ; 
(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne wha would starve ?) 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her ; 
Oh ! flicKering, feeble, and nnskkef 

I've found her still, 
Aye wavering like the willow wicker, 

'Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst carmagnole, auld Sataxu 



Watches like hAQdrons by a rattan, 
I get a claut 6n 
Wl' felon Ire ; 



Our slnfu' sauTto get a claut 6n 



Syne, whip ! his tall yeil ne'er cast saut on- 
^ He's alf like fire. 

Ah Kick ! ah Kick, it is na fair. 
First showing us the tempting ware. 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare, 

To put us daft ; 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider's snare 

O hell's damn'd waft. 

Poor man, the fly, aft bizzes by. 
And aft as Chance he comes thee nigh, 



Thy auld damn'd elbow yenks tri* jojr, "" 
And hellish pleasure $ 

Already In thy fancy's eve, _ 

Thy sicker tveasnret 

Soon, heels o'er gowdie. In he gangs, 
And like a sheep-head on h tangs. 
Thy girnlng laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murdering wrestfig, 
As, dangling in the whifl, he hangs 

A gibbet's t^sseL 

But lest yon think I am uncivil. , ^ 
To plague you with this drannting drlret, 
Abjuring a' Intentions evil, 

I qnat my pen ; 
The Lord preserve ns frae the devil I 

Amen! amen! 



ADDRESS TO THE T0(3|TH-ACJ^ 

My curse upon thy venom'd stang. 
That shoots my tortur'd gnhis aldttg; 
And thro' my lugs gies mpny a ttranf. 

Wi^ gnawing vengeaffetf ; 
Tearing my nerves wl' bitter pting. 

Like racking ettgmes. 

When fevers bum, or ague freeze^ 
Rheumatics gnaw, or cholic sqaetezes ; 
Our neighbour's sympathy may ease ns, 

wr pitying moan; 
Bnt thee— thou hell o' a; diseases. 

Aye mocks odr groa^. 

Adown my beard the slavers trickle : 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mlckll, 
As round the Are the giglets keckle, 

To see meloup; 
While raving mad. I wish a h«:kle 

Were in their dottp. 

O' a' the num'rous human dools, 

111 har'sts, daft bargains, cutty stoolf, 

Or worthy friends raked 1' tbemo<^ 

Sad sight to see! 
The tricks o' knaves or fash 0' fool?— 

Thou bear'st the gcee* 

Where'er that place be, priests ca* heU, 
Whence a' the tones o' mls'ry yell. 
And ranked plagues their numbers teu. 

In dreadfu' raw. 
Thou, TooTH-ACHB, surely bear'st the beu, 

Amang them a' ! 

O thou grim mischief making chieU 
That gars the notes 0' discord squeel, 
'Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-ttiiCK. 
Gie a' the faeso' SCOTLAND'S weel 

A towmond's Tooth-Acbe I 



SOKO:. 

;2V(fl«— "Morag.** 

O, WHA is she that lo'es me, 
And has ray heart a*keeping. 

O, sweat is she that lo'es me. 
As dews o' simmer weeping. 
In tears the rose-buds steeping. 

CHORUS. 

O, that's the lassie o' my heart, 

My lassie ever dearer; 
O, that's the queen o' womankindf 

And ne'er a ane to peer her. 

If thou Shalt meet a lassie. 
In grace and beauty charming, 

That e'en thy chosen lassie, 
Erewhile tny breast sae wanning; 
Had ne'et i^c powers alarming, 
O, that's, At. 



lets. OUITLOP, OF DUNLOP. 



If thoa hidst heftrd ber talking 
And thy attentions plighted; 

That ilka body talleiaff, 
Bat her by thee is slighted : 
And then art all delisted : 
O, that's, Ac. 

IS thon bast met this fatr one; 
when frae her thoa hast parted. 

If eyery other fair one. 
Bat her thou hast deserted, 
And thoa art broken hearted: 
O, that's, Ac 



SONG 

JoGXnO ta'en the parting kiss, 
(Ter the moontain he Is gano ; 

And with him is a* my bliss. 
Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my lave, ye winds that blaw. 
Flashy sleets and heating mio ! 

Spare my Inre, thou feathery snaw, 
IMfting 6*er the frozen puUn ! 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair, i^dsongie e*e, 

Sound and safely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blythe his waukening be ! 

He will think on her he loves. 
Fondly he'll repeat her name; 

For where'er he distant roves, 
Jockie's heart is still at home. 



SONG 

Mt Peggy's face, my Peggy's form 
The frost of Hermit age might warm ; 
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind, 
Hight charm the first of human kind : 
I love my Peggy's angel air. 
Her face so truly, heavenly fair, 
Her native grace so void ol art, 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye. 
The kindling lustre of an eye ; 
Who but owns their magic sway! 
Who but knows they all decay ! 
The tender thrfll, the pitying tear. 
The generous purpose, noblv dear. 
The gentle look, that race (Hsarms— 
These are all immdrtal charms. 



But please tr.insmit th' Inoloaed latter, 

Igo. and ago, 
Whidi will Oblige your hnmMe debtor 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may you have aold stanes te sMn^ 

Igo, and ago, 
The very stans that Adam bore, 

Iram, coram, dago. 

So may be get in glad possession, 

Igo, and ago. 
The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 



TO BOBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FIMTET. 

ON RBCEIVIKO ▲ FAVOUB. 

I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled Muse may suit a bird tlut feigns ; 
Friends of my life ! my ardent spirit bamt. 
And all tbe tribute of my heart retnmj^ 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler brtit ! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night ! 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver s bounty e'er disgrace; 
Then roll to me, along yonr wandering spheres, 
Only to number out a villain's years! 



WBITTEN IN A WRAPPER, 

INCLOaiNO A LETTER TO CAPTAUT GROSE, TO 
LEFT WITH MR. CARDOHintL, AKTIQUABIAN. 

Tune—'' Sir Jobh Malcolm." 

Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose? 

Igo. and ago. 
If he's amang his friends or foes ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he South, or is he North? 

Igo, and ago, 
Or drowned In the river Forth ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he Rlain by fllgUttid boditt? 

Igo, and ago, 
And eaten Uke a wvther-ttagglet 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is ho to Abrara's bosom gam Y 

Igo, and ago. 
Or haudin' Sarah by the waoM ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Where'er he be, the Lord be BMT hlQi 

Igo, and ago, 
As for tha Ddl the danr na itaar klmt 

Iram, coram, dago* 



BE 



EPITAPH ON A FRIENB. 

An honest man here lies at rest. 
As ever God with his image blest, 
The friend of man, the (riend of ^th ; 
The friend of age, and guide of yo«n: , 
Few hearts like hi*, with virtue wi^rm dt 
Few heads with kpowkdge so inform'd: 
If there's another wprld, ne lives iQ bliss; 
If there Is none, he made the best of this. 



A GRACE BEFORE MEAT. 

O THOU who kindly dost provide 

For ev'ry creature's want ! 
We bless thee, God of nature wide. 

For all thy goodness lent; 
And if it please thee, heavenly goUle* 

May never worse l>e sent ; 
But whether granted or denied, 

Lord bless as with content I 
Amen I 



TO HT DEAR AND IfUCH HONOtTRCD nXXin>, 

MBS. DUNLOP, OP I>UNLOP. 

ON SBNSIBIUTr. 

Sensibilitt hoY charming. 
Thou, my friend* canst troly USXi 

But distress, with norrors aiwlg 
Thou hast also known too yreul 

Fairest flower, behctd the Hly, 

Blooming in the sunny ray ; 
Let the bl^st fleep o'er the yalley. 

See it postrate on the clay. 

Hear the wood-lark charm tha foreat, 

Telling o'er his little Joys; 
Hapless bird! a prey the snreet, 

To each pirate of the skies. 

Deariy bought the hidden treasare. 

Finer feeunas can bestow: 
Chords the< Yiorate sweetest plaanm, 

XhrtU the daapeat notes of wot. 



;m BURNS* POETICAXi WORKS. 

A yER8£. 

COMPOflD AND REPEATED BT BX7BM8, TO THE 



XA8TBB OF THE HOUSE, ON TAKING LEAVE AT A 
PLACE IN THE HIGHLANDS WHESB HE HAD BEEN 
HOSPITABLT ENTERTAINED. 

When death's dark Btream I ferry o'er; 

A time that sorely shall corae ; 
In heaven itself. I'U ask no more, 

Than Just a Uighland welcome. 

MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

She Is a winsome vree thing, 
She is a handftoroe wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing, 
Tnis sweet wee wile o* mine. 

I never saw a fairer, 

I never lo'ed a dearer. 

And neist my heart I'll wear her, 

For fear mj Jewel tine. 

She is a winsome wee thing, 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a bonnie wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' mine. 

The warld's wrack we share o't, 
The warstle and the care oH : 
Wi* her I'll blythely bear it, 
And ihlnk mj lot divine. 



HIGHLAND MARV. 
7V«n<—" Katharine Ogle." 

Tk banks, and braes, and streams aronnd 

The castle o' Montgomery. 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 

Your waters never drtimlie ! 
There simmer first unfauld her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ; 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary ! 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay, green birk, 

How rich the hawthorn s blossom ; 
As nndemeath their fragrant shade, 

I clasp'd her to ray bosom ! 
The golden hoars, on angel wings, 

Flew o'er me and my dearie ; 
For dear to me as light and life, 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a vow, and lock'd embrace, 

Onr parting was in f u* tender ; 
And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore ourselves asunder : 
Bnt Oh ! fell death's nntlmely frost, 

Tliat nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green's tne sod and cauld s the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

0pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

i 2St hae kissed so fondly! 
And closed for aye, the sparkling glance, 

That dwelt on me sae kindly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dust 

The heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core. 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There's anid Rob Morrin that wons in yon glen, 
lie's the king o' guld fellows and waie of auld 

men: 
lie has gowd in his coffers, he has owsen and 

klne. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his darling and mine. 

She's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May; 
She's sweet as the ev'ning araang the new hay ; 
As blythe and as artless as the lambs on the 

lea, 
And dear to my beort m the light to my my e'e. 



Bnt Oh ! she's an heiress, auld Robin's a laird, 
And my daddle has nought bat a cot-hoase ai 

yard; 

A wooer like me mannna hope to come speed. 
The wounds 1 must hide that will soon be n 

dead. 

The day comes to me, but delight brings n 

nane; 
The night comes to me, but my rest it is gane ; 
I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghaist. 
And I sigh as my heart it wad burst in n 

breast. 

had she bnt been of a lower degree, 

1 then might hae hoped she wad smiled up( 

me! 
Oh, how past describing had then been my blia 
As now my distraction no wonis can express S 



DUNCAN GRAY. 

Duncan Ghat cam here to woo. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't 
On blythe Yule night when we were fa\ 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Oart poor Duncan stand abeigh ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd ; 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig,i5r 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan sigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith bleer't and blin', 
Spako' lowpln' o'er a linn; 

Ha, ha, Ac. 

Time and chance are bnt a tide. 

Ha, ha, &c. / 

Slighted love is sair to bide. 
Ha, ha, &o. 

Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 

For a haughty hizzic die ? 

She may go to— France for me ! 
Ha, ha, Ac. 

How it comes let doctors tell, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Meg grew sick— as he grew heal. 

Ho, ha, &c. 
Something in her bosom wrings. 
For relief a sigh she brings; 
And Oh, her een they spak such things I 

Ha, ha, <fec. 

Duncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha. Ac. 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, &c. 
Duncan conld na be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor'd his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and canty baith. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't. 



SONG. 
Tune—*^ I had a horse." 

O pooRTrrH cauld, and restless love. 
Ye wreck my peace between ye; 

Yet poortith a i conld forgive. 
An' 'twere na' for my Jeanie. 

O why should fate sic pleasure have, 
Life's dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 
Depend on fortune's shining ? 

This warld's wealth when I think on 
It's pride, and a' the lare o't ; 

Fie, fle, on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slaye o't, 
why, &o 



JEBSIE. 
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Her e*en sae bonnle bine betray, 
How she repays my passion ; 

But prudence is lier o'erword aye, 
Sbo taiks of rank and fashion. 
O why, itc 

O wha can prudence think upon, 

And sic a lassie by him ? 
O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as J am? 
O why, Ac. 

How blest the humble cottar's fateliM 
He wooes his simple dearie ; 

The silly bogies' wealth and state. 
Can never make them eerie. 

O why should fate sic pleasures have, 
Life's dearest bands untwining? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love. 
Depend on fortune shining? 



GALA WATER. 

There's braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes. 
That wander thro' the blooming heather ; 

But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick shaws, 
Can match the lads o' Gala Water. 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' I love him better 

And I'll be his, and he'll be mine, 
The bonnie lad o' Gala water. 

Altho' his daddie was nae laird. 
And tho' I hae na mcikle tocher ; 

Yet rich in kindness, truest love, 
We'll tent our flocks by Gala Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth. 
That cost contentment, peace, or pleasure; 

The bands and bliss o' mutual love. 
that s the chiefest warlds treasure! 



LORD GREGORY. 

uiRK, mirk, is this midnight hour. 

And loud the tempests roar ; 
A waeful wanderer seeks thy tower. 

Lord Gregory ope thy door. 

An exile f rae her father's ha'. 

And a' for loving thee; 
At least some pity on me shaw, 

If love it may na be. 

Lord Gregory, mlnd'st thou not the grove. 

By bonnie Irwin side. 
Where first I own'd that virgin love 

I lang, lang had denied ? 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow. 

Thou wad for aye be mhie ; 
And my fond heart, itsel sae true, 

It never mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flhity is thy breast— 
Thou dart of heav'n that flashes by, 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above 

Your willing victims see! 
But spare and pardon my fanse love, 

His wraugs to Heaven and me! 



MARY MORISON. 
Tune—*' Bide ye yet." 

Mart, at thv window be, 
It Is the wish'd, tho trysted hour] 

Those smiles and glances let me see, 
That makes the miser's treasure poor: 



How blythely wa4 1 bide the ttoorei 
A weary slave frae sun to. sun ; 

Could I tne rich reward secore. 
The lovely Mary Morlson. 

Yestreen when to the trembling striiub 

The dance gaed thro' the lighted lur 
To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but neither heard nor saw; 
Tho' this was fair, and that was braw, 

And you the toast of a' the town, 
I stgh'd and said, amang them a', 

" I e are na Mary Morlson." 

O Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 
Or canst thou break that lieart of his, 

Whase only faut is loving thee? 
If love for iove thou wilt nae gle, 

At least be pity to me shown; 
A thought ungentle canna be 

The thought o' Mary Morlson. 



WANDERING WILLIE. 

Hebe awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Now tired with wandering, hand awa name ! 

Come to niy bosom, my ain only dearie, 
And tell me thou brhig'st me my Willie the 
same. 

Loud blew the cauld winter winds at our parting ; 

It was nae the blast brought the tear In my e e ; 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my 
Willie, 

The simmer to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricanes, rest in the cave o' your slum- 
bers ! 
Oh, how your wild horrors a lover alarms! 
Awaken, ye breezes ! row gently, ye billows I 
And wuft my dear laddie ance mair to my 
arms. 

But If he's forgotten his falthfullest Nannie, 
O still flow between us, thou wlde-roarlng 
main: 

May I never see it, may I never trow It, 
But, dying, believe that my Willie's my aln ! 



OPEN THE DOOR TO MB, OH! 

WITH ALTERATIONS. 

" Oh, open the door, some pity to show. 

Oh ! open the door to me. Oh ! 
Tho' thon hast been false, I'll ever prove true, 

Oh ! open the door to me, Oh ! 

Cauld is the blast upon m^nmle cheek, 

But caulder thy love for me. Oh ; 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart, 

Is nought to my pains frae thee. Oh! 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave, 

And time Is setting with me. Oh ! 
False friends, false love, farewell! for malr 

I'll ne'er trouble them nor thee. Oh ! 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide; 

She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 
My true love, she cried, and sank down by his 
side. 

Never to rise again. Oh! 



JESSIE. 

jru»»«— " Bonnie Dundee." 

TsuB-RSARTBO was he, the sad swain o* the 
Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks o' the 
Ayr 
But by the sweet side o' the Nlth's winding 
nvor. 
Are lovers as faithful^ exuli3&&&Ai5&ak«9i\K;bs.\ 
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To equal yonng Jessie seek Scotland all over: 
To eqiuQ yonng Jessie yoa seek It in vatn, 

Grace, beauty, and elevanoe fetter her lover, 
And maidenly modesty flxas the <^ain. 

Oh, fresh Is the rose In t'he gay, dewy morning, 

And sweet Is tbe Ulj at evening close ; 
Bat in the fair presence o' lovely yonng Jessie, 

Unseen Is the Illy, nnheeded the rose. 
Love sits In her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthroned In her e>n he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms sho alone is a stranger!— 

Her modest demeanor's the Jewel of a*. 



I The brave poor sodger ne'er despise, 
Nor count hfm as a straTrger! 
Betnember he's his country's stay 
In day and boiur of danger. 



WHEN WILD WAR'S DEADLY BLAST 
WAS BLAWN. 

Atr-'' The Mill, MIU O !" 

Whek wild war's deadly blast was blawn. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wr mony a sweet babe fi^therless. 

And mony a widow mourning. 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I'd been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, 

Mv hand pnstainM wT plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 
I thought upon the banks o' Coll, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 
I thought upon the witching smile 

Tliat caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reach'd the bonnie glen, 

Where early life I sported; 
I pass'd the mill, and trysting thorn, 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling ! 
And turn d mo round to hide the flood 

That in my e'en was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I. " Sweet lass. 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
Oh! happy, happy may he be. 

That's dearest to thy bosom ! 
My purse is light, I've far to gang, 

And fnln wad be thy lodger; 
I've serv'd ray king and country lang— 

Take pity on a sodger!" 

Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me. 

And lovelier was than ever : 
Quo' she, "A sodger ance 1 lo'ed ; 

Forget him shall I never: 
Our humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake o't ; 
That gallant badge, the dear cockade, 

Ye're welcome for the sake o't! ' 

She gaz'd— she redden'd like a rose- 
Syne pale like ony tOy : 

She sank within my arms, and cried, 
" Art thon my ain dear WiUle T' 

" By Him who made yon sun and sky- 
By whom true lovers regarded, 

I am the man ; and thus may still 
Trae lovers be rewarded. 

The wars are o'er, and I'm come hame, 

And find thee still true-hearted ; 
Tho' poor in gear, we're rich in love. 

And raair we'se ne'er be parted." 
Quo' sho, *' my grandslre left me gowd, 

A raallln plenhh'd fairly; 
And come, my faithful sodger lad, 

Thou'rt welcome to it dearly!"' 

For gold the mtrchant ploughs the malUf 
The farmer ploughs the manor: 

Bnt glonr Is the soager'i prize, 
The •oogar*! wtalfh !• hononr t 



HEQ O' THE MILL. 

Air—** O bonnie Last will you He b a Baitftck !" 

O KEN ye what Meg o' the Mm lias gotten ? 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Min has gotten ? 
She has gotten a cool wi' a daut o' slUer, 
And broken the heart o' the barley Mfller 

The Miller was strappln', the Miller Was mddy ; 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady ; 
The Laird was a widdlefn', bleerit knurl: 
She's left the gnid fellow and ta'^n the chori. 

The Miller he hecht her, a heart leal and loylng ; 
The Laird did address her wl' matter malr mov- 
ing, 
A fine pacing horse wl' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing; 
And wae on the love that's flx'd ona mallln! 
A tocher's nae word ^ a true lover^s parle. 
But, gie me my love, and a fig I6r the warl' ! 



WHISTLE AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MY 

LAD. 

On whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 
Oh whistle, and I'll come to yon, my lad; 

Stio' father and mtther and a' should gse mkd^ 
h whistle, and I'll come to yot, my lad. 

Bnt warily tent, when ye come to court me. 
And come na unless the black-yett be a-jee ; 
Syne up the back stile, and let naebody 8e« 
And come as ye were na comln' to me. 
And come, &c. 
Oh whistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho' that ye cared nae a file : 
But steal me a blink o' your bonnie black e'e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookln' at me. 
Yet look, &c. 

Oh whistle, Ac. 

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee ; 
But court nae anitner, tho' Jokin' ye be. 
For fear that she wile your fan^ irae me. 
For fear, Ac. 

Oh whistle, &C. 



DAINTY DAVIE. 

TVine— "Dainty Davie." 

Now rosv May comes In wl' flowers. 
To deck her gay, green spreadinjg bowers ; 
And now comes in mv happy hooili, 
To wander wi' my Davie. 

0H0BU8. 

Meet me on the warlocktopwe. 
Dainty Davie, dainty Davie, 

There ill spend the day wl' yon. 
My ain dear dainty Davte. 

The crystal waters round ns fa,' 
The merry birds ar6 lovers a', 
The scented breezes round ns blaM^ 
A-wanderlng wi' my Davie. 
Meet me, Ac 

When pnrple morning starts the hare, 
To steal npon her early fare. 
Then thro* the dews I win reyalrf 
To meet my tetthtol DarM. 
Meet mei «o. 



CA* THB t&inSS^ fO Wffi ItNOWES. 



n 



Whert day, expiring in the west, 
The curtain draws o* nature's rest* 
1 flee to his arms I lo'e best, 
And that's my aln dear Davie. 

CHOBU9. 

Meet me on the warlock knowe^ 

Bonnie Davie, dainty Davie, 
There I'll spend the day wi' you, 
Hy ain dear dainty DaTie.iM 



FBAOMENT. 
Tune-t^' Saw ye mv father?" 

Whbse are the joys I hae met In the momlngr, 
That danc'd to the lark's early sang? 

Where Is the peace that awaited my wandering, 
At e'enin' the wild woods amang ? 

Nae mair n-wlndlng the coarse o' yon river. 
And marking sweet flow'rets sac fair : 

Kac mair I trace the light footsteps o' pleasure. 
But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

Is It that summer's forsaken our valleys, 

And grim surly winter is near? 
No, no ! the bees humming round the gay roses 

Proclaim it the pride o' the year. 

Fain would I hide, what I fear to discover. 
Yet inng, lang too well hae I known; 

A* that has caused the wreck in my bosom 
Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 



AULD LANG ST»B. 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 

And never brought to mln' ? 
Should aald acquaintance bd forgot. 

And days o' lang syne 7 

CHOKUS. 

For auld lang syne, ray dear. 

For auld laug syne. 
We'll tak' a cup o' kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

We twa hae mn about the braes. 

And pu'd the gowans fine : 
But we've wandered mony a weary foot, 

Sin' aald lang syne. 

For aald, &e. 

We twa hae paldl't i' the bum, 

Frae roornin' sun till dine: 
But seas between us braid hae roar'd. 

Sin' aald lang sync. 

For anld, Ac. 

And here's a hand, my trusty flere, 

And gie's a hand o' thine : 
And we'll tak' a right guld wiUie-waagbt, 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld, Ac. 

And surely ye^ll be yoor plnt-stonp, 

And surely Ml be mine; 
And well tnk' a cup o' kindness yet, 

For aald lang syne. 

For auld, Ac 



BANKOCKBTTRJT. 

BOBEBT BRUCE'S ASDRSSS TO HIS ABK7. 

Scots, wha hae wl' Wallace bled; 
Scots, wham Bruce has often led ; 
Welcome to your gory bed. 
Or to glorious victory ! 

Now's the day, and now's th« hour; 
See the front o' battle lour ; 
See approach protid Edward's DOirfr'— 
Edward I chains and slavery T 



Wha will be a traitor loiaYe t 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sac base as bo a slave ? 
Traitor! coward! tarn and flee! 

Wha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw« 
Freeman stand, or Freeman fa\ 
Caledonia! on wi' nral 

By oppression's woes and pains! 
By your son? in servile chain's ! 
We will drain our dearest veins. 
But they shall be— shall t>e fireei 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward ! let as do, or die I 



ON THE SEAS AJSD FAB AWAY 

Tune^'' O'er the HlUs," AH 

How can ray poor heart bo glad. 
When absent from my sailor lad? 
How can I the thought forego. 
He's on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let me wander, let me roVe, 
Still my heart is with my love ; 
Nightly dreams, and thoughts by di^ 
Are with him that's far away. 

CHOBT». 

On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seas and far away: 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by day. 
Are aye with him that's faf away. 

When in summer's noon I faint. 
As weary flocks around me pant. 
Haply in this scorching sun 
My sailor's thundering at his gon; 
Bullets, spare ray only joy 1 
Bullets, spare my darling t>oy I 
Fate do with me what yoa may. 
Spare but him that's far away I 
On the seas, Ac. 

At the starless midnight hour. 
When winter rules with boandl^ pOWer ; 
As the storms the forest tear. 
And thunders rend the howling air; 
Listening to the doubling roar, 
Surging on the rocky shore. 
Ail I can— I weep and pray, 
For his weel that's far away. 
On the seas, Ac 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 
And bid wild war his ravage e^d. 
Man with brother man to meet. 
And as a brother kindly greet : 
Then may heaven, wit n pro$p*roi]9 gales, 
Fill my sailor's welcome saiU, 
To my arms their charge convey— 
My dear lad that's far away, 
On the seas, &c 



CA' THE YO"WES TO THE EJK)WES. 

CHORUS. 

Ga* the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowea, 
My bonnie dearie. 

Hark the mavis' evening sang 
Sounding Cluden's woods amangiso 
Then a-faulding let us gang, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, dtc. 

We'll gao down by Clanden side. 
Thro' the liazels spreadhig wide. 
O'er the waves that sweetly glide 
To tha moon sae clearly. 
Ca* the^ ike. 



» 



jbtrnKs* ^ETicAti wentd^ 



Tonder Claden^s slidnt tower8,i<i 
Where at moonshine midnight hoars, 
O'er the dewy bending flowers, 
Fairies dance sae cheerie. 
Ca' the, Ac. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thon fear: 
Thoa'rt to Love and Heaven sae dear, 
iNocht of ill may come thee near, 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca' the, Ac. 

Fair and lovely as thon art. 
Thou hast stown my very heart j 
I can die— bat canna part. 
My bonnie dearie. 
Ca* the, &c 

While waters wimple to the sea : 
While day blinks in the lift sae, hie ; 
Till day-caald death shall blln* my e'e, 
Te shall be my dearie. 
Ca* the, <fcc. 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A'. 
r«ne— " Onagh's Lock.** 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hne, 
Bewitchinglr o'er-archlng 

Twa laughing e'en o" bonnie blue. 
Her smiling, sae willing. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ; 
Such was my Chioris' bonnie face. 

When first lier bonnie face I saw. 
And aye my Chioris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo es me best of a*. 

Like harmony her motion : 

Her pretty ancle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion, 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and graceful air; 
Hk feature— auld Nature 

Declar'd that she could do nae mair. 
Hers arc the willing chains o' love, 

Bv conquering beauty's sovereign law; 
And aye my Chioris' dearest charm. 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Let others love the city. 

And gaudy sliow at sunny noon; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon. 
Fair beaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the boughs amang; 
While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes his sang: 
There, dearest Chioris, wilt thou rove 

By wimpiing bum and leafy shaw. 
And hear my vows o' truth and love. 

And say thou lo'es roc best of a'. 



HOW LANG ANI> DREARY IS TftB 

Tune—*' Cauld kail in Aberdeen." 
How lang and dreary is the night, 

When I am frae my dearie! 
I restless lie, frae e'en to morn. 

Though 1 were ne'er sae we«y. 

CHORUS. 

For oh, her lanely nights are lang ; 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow'd heart is salr. 

That's absent frae her deane. 

When I think on the lightsome days 

I spent wi' thee, my dearie ;. 
And now what seas between us roar. 

How can I be but eerie ? 
For oh, &c. 

How slow ye move ye heavy honrs ; 

The Joyless day how dreary! 
It was na sae, ye glinted by. 

When I was wi' my dearie. 
For oh, &c. 



SAW YE MY PHILLY. 
(Quasi dieat Phillu.) 
Tune—" When she came ben she bobbit." 
Oh, saw ve my dear, my Philly? 
Oh. saw vc my dear, my Philly ? 
She's down i' the grove, she's wi' a new love. 
She winna come came to her Willie, 

What says she, my dearest, my Philly? 
What says she, my dearest, ray Philly y 
She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot, 
And for over disowns thee, her Willie. 

O had I ne'er seen thee, my Philly ! 
O had I ne'er seen thee, my Philly! 
As light as the air, and fause as thon's fair, 
Thou's broken the heart o* thy WiUIe. 



LET NOT WOMAN E'ER COMPLAIN, 
yan*-" Duncan Gray." 

Let not woman e'er complain, 

Of inconstancy in love ; 
Let not woman e'er complain. 

Fickle man is apt to rove ; 
Look abroad through Nature's range, 

Nature's mighty law is change ; 
Ladies, would it not be strange ; 

Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies; 

Ocean's ebb, and ocean's flow: 
Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 
Why then ask of silly man, 

To oppose great Nature's plan ? 
We'll be constant while we can— 

You can be no more, you know. 



THE LOVER'S MORNING SALUTE TO HIS 
MISTRESS. 

Tune—*' Deil tak the wars.'* 

Sleep'st thou, or wak'st thou, fairest creature ? 

Rosy mom now lift his eye. 
Numbering Ilka bud which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy: 

Now through the leafy woods. 

And by the reeking floods ; 
Wild Nature's tenants, freely, gladly stray ; 

ITie lint white in his bower 

Chants o'er the breathing flower; 

The lav'rock to the sky 

Ascends wl' sangs o' joy. 
While the sun and thon arise to bless the day. 

Phoebus gilding the brow o' morning 

Banishes ilka darksome shade, 
Nature gladdening and adorning; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 
When absent frae ray fair. 

The murky shade o' care 
With starless gloom o'ercast my sullen sky; 

But when in beauty's light. 

She meets rav ravish'd sight. 

When through my very heart 

Her beaming glories dart— 
'Tls then 1 wake to life, to light and Joy. 



THE AULD MAN. 

But lately seen in gladsome green, 

The woods rejoiced the day. 
Thro* gentle showers the laughinff flowerf 

In doable pride were gay: 



DDET. 
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Btit how onf io^^s Are fled. 

On winter blasts awa' I 
Yot maiden Majr, in ricli nrray, 

Again sliali bring tlicni a'. 

But my wlilte pow, nac Ivlndly tliowe 

Sliali melt the sjiaws of age : . 
]My trunlt of elid, but buss or bield, 

Sinlcs in Time's wintry rage. 
Oil, age has weary days. 

And nights o' sleepless pain ! 
Thou golden time o' youthfu' prime, 

Why comest thon not again? 

MY CHLORIS. 
Tune— ^'My lodging is on the cold ground.' 

My Chloris, mark how green the groves, 

The primrose banks how fair; 
Tlie balmy gales awake the flowers. 

And wake thy flaxen hair. 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gay. 

And o'er the cottage sings : 
For nature smiles as sweet, I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfn* string 

In lordly lighted ha'. 
The shepherd stops his simple reed, . 

Biythe, in the birkcn shaw. 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn ; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen, 
In shepherd's phrase will woo: 

The courtier tells a finer tale, 
But is his heart as true ? 

These wild-wood flowers I've pu'd, to deck 
That spotless breast o' thine : 

The courtier's gems may witness love- 
But 'tis na love like mine. 



SONG, 

ALTERED FROM AN OLD EN6LISR 0KB. 
Tune—" Dainty Davie." 
3t was the charming month of May 
When all the flowers were fresh and gay, 
One morning by the break of day, 
The youthful, charming Chloe ; 
From peaceful slumber she arose, 
Girt on her mantle and her hose. 
And* o'er the flowery mead she goes. 
The youthful, charming Chioe. 

CHORUS. 

Lovely was she by the dawn, 
Youthful Chioe, charming Chloc, 

Tripping o'er the pearly lawn. 
The youthful, charming Chloc. 

The feather'd people you might see 
Perch'd all around on every tree, 
In notes of sweetest melody 

They hail the charming Chioe : 
'Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 
The glorious sun began to rise, 
Outrivall'd by the radiant eyes 

Of youthful, charming Ckloe. 
Lovely was she, «fcc. 



LASSIE Wr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS, 
yane— " Rothiemurchie'8 Rant." 

CHORUS. 

Lassie wi' the lint- white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 

Wilt thou wl' me tent the flocks. 
Wilt thou b« my dearie O? * 



Now N^tnre deeds the flowery left, 
And a' is young and sweet like tlice : 
O wilt thou share its joys wi' me. 

And say thou'It be my dearie O? 

Ladsie wi', <fcc. 

And when the welcome summer-shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower. 
We'll to the breathing woodbine bower, 
At sultry noon, my dearie O ! 
Lassie wi'. &c. 

When Cynthia lights, wi* silver ray. 
The weary shearer's hameward way ; 
Tliro' yellow waving fields we'll stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie ! 
Lossie wi', &c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 
Enclasped to my faithfu' breast, 
I'll comfort thee, my dearie O ! 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonnie lassie, artless lassie, 
• Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks, 
Wilt thou be my dearie O? 



DUET. 

Tune— ^'ThQ sow's tail." 

he. 

O Phillt, happy be that day 
When roving through theguther'd hay, 
My youthfu' heart was stown away, 
And by thy charms, my Phiily. 

SHE. 

O Willie, aye I bless the grove 
Where first I own'd my maiden love, 
Whilst thou didst pledge the power's above, 
To be my ain dear Willie. 

HE. 

As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Phiily. 

she. 

As on the brier the budding rose 
Still richer breathes and fairer blows. 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my JV^ulie. 

HE. 

The milder snn and bluer sky, 
Tliat crown my harvest cares wl' Joy, 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
Asisasightof PhlUy. 

she. 

The little swallow's wanton wing, 
Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring, 
As meeting o' my WllUe. 

HE. 

The bee, that thro' tho sonny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Compar'd wl' my delight is poor. 
Upon the Ups o' Phiriy. 

she. 

The woodbine In the dewy weet 
When evening shades in silence meet, 
Is nocht sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o' Willie. 

HE. 

Let fortnne's wheel at random rin. 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may win: 
My thoughts are a' bound u^ou. «j\<b., 
And thaV % mv vAxl ^«wt ^\vC^i . 
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What's a' the Joys tliat gowd «an gie f 
I care nae wealth a stnRte file ; 
The lad I 1ot«'« the lad for ne. 
And that's my aln dear WtiUst 



BtmNS' i'QEf tCAft WQBKS. 

FOB A' THA'i*, AK© A* tUAt. 
ftMe^**Fot a' that, and a' that.** 



CONTEVTXD WI* LITTLE 

Contented wf little, and cM^ie wV malr^ 
Whene'er I forgather wi' sorrow and care, 
I gie them a skelp, as th«y*i« craepfag alang, 
wr a cog o' giii4 swats and mm uOA Soettlsh 
sang. 

I whyies claw the elbow <** tro«blesoiiie 

thought ; 
But man is a sodger, and |tte |s a faaght ; 
Aly mirth and floid tMUQMW an coin in my 

poach, 
And my freedom's mj tafa'dsUp aae monarch 

dare toach. 



A towmond o' tro«M«, «ho«|d that be my fa. 
Vid €cllow«hi]» sowrthers it ft'^; • 



A night o' g«i4 

When at the blydM end of <mr foiimey at last, 
Wha the deil ever thinks o' the road he has 
past? 

Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte on her 

way, 
Bo't to me, be't frao me, e'en let the jade gae ; 
Come ease, or come travail ; come pleasure or 

pain. 
My warat word is: **Weleoine and welcome 

agabi!" 



CAiJST THOU LEAVE ME THUS, MY KATY ? 
T'ttae— " Boy's WUe." 

CHORUfl. 

Canst thon leave me tlt«s, ny Katy? 
Canst thou leave me thus, my R«ty t 
Well thou know'st ray aching heart. 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 

Is this thy plighted fond regard. 

Thus cruelly to part, my Katy? 
Is this thy fathful swain'^ reward— » 

An aching, broken heart, my Katy ? 
Canst thMi, dw. 

Farewell ! and ne'er snch sorrows tear 
That fickle heart of tfaine, voj Katy! 

Thou may'st find those wiH love thee dear— 
But not a love like mine, my Katy. 
Canst thoa, &c. 



MY NANXIE'S AWA'. 
yttn^—" There'll never be peace," Ac. 
Now in her green mantle blythe Nature arravs, 
And listens the lam^pkifts that Meat o'^ the 

braes, 
^V1)iie birds warble welcome in Uk.a green «haw; 
liut to me it's delighties— my Nannie' awa' ! 

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands 

adorn. 
And violets bathe in the weet o' the mom ; 
Tlie3' pain my sad bosom, sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie—aad Naanle'is awa' I 

Thou lav'rock that springs frae the dews o' the 
lawn, 

The sheplierd to warn o' the grey-breaking 
dawn. 

And tlion mellow mavis, that faaSs the night- 
fa', 

Give over for pity— my Nannie's awa' I 

Come autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe me wi' tiding o' Katare's deoaj; 
The dark, dreary winter, and wUd-di1vtaff«r 
Alane can deligtt «m-hmw Jtowie'iawS 



Is there, for honest poverty, 

That hangs his head, and a* that I 
The coward slave, we i^ass him by. 

We dare be pocM* for a' tbiU^I 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Our toils obscure, and a' that! 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp, 

Tlie man's the gowd tor a' that. 

What though on hamefly fare we dine* 

Wear hoddin' ^y, and a' that ; 
Oie fools their silks, and knaves their wine, 

A man's a man for a' tiiat! 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that. 
The honest man, thoagh e'er ^ae poor : 

Is king o' men for a* thatl 

You see yon birkie, ea'd a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a' that. 
Though hundreds worship at lite Wflf4« 

He's but a coof for a* that; 
For a' that, and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a' that, 
The man of independent mind. 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can mak a betted knight, 

A marqnis, duke arid a' that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his mlgiA, 

Gnid faith, he manna fa' that! 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their digiiities, and a' that. 
The pith o^ sense, and pride o' wprth. 

Are higher ranks than a* that! 

Then let ns pray that come it tnay-*- 

As come it will for a' that-~ 
That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 

May bear the gree, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

Its corahi' yet, for a' that. 
That man to man, the waiid o'er, 

Shall brothers be for a' that ! 



, CEAIOX£rBU£K WOOD. 
Tune — *'Craigle-bum Wood. 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigte-hi>rm 
And blythe awakes the morrow. 

But a' the pride o' spring's return 
Can yield me nocht bnt sorrow, 

I see the flowers and spreadhig trees* 

I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But what a weary wight can p4eaee. 

And care his bosom wringing)^ 

Fain, fain would I my griefs imiMiit* 

Yet dare na for your anger ; 
But secret love wtU break my heart. 

If I conceal it langer. 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou Shalt love anither. 
When von ^reen leaves fade frae the treo. 

Around my grave they'll whither,»«» 



SO KG. 

Tune—** Let me In this ae night.** 

Lassie, art thou sleeping yet ? 

Or art thou wakin', I would wit? 
For love has bound me hand and foot, 

And I would fain be in, Jo. 

CHORUS. 

Oh let me in this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae nlgiit. 
For pity's ealEa tliis ae ai|M, 

Ohr&eaMWt«alii,A. 



HOW omaSL Axs the FABENTS. 
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Thon hear'st the winter wini and — 
Nae star bUnks tbro' the drlrfNtileaC^ 
Tak pity on my weary feel; 
And shield me frae the run, )<f. 
Oh let me is, Ac. 

The bitter blast that ronnd me blaws 
Unheeded howls, miheetled £8*8 ; 
The cauldness o' thy heart's the cause 
Of a' my grief afia pain, Jo. 
Oh let me in, Ac 

HES AIRtWXB. 

O Tell na me & wind and rain, 
Upbrafd na me wl* caald disdain; 
Gac back the gait ye cam again* 
I wimia let you In, Jo I 

CBOBirS. 

I tell you now this ae night, 

Tills ae, ae, ae night; 
And ance for a' this ae night ; • 

I winna let yon in, jo ! 

The snellest blast, at mirkest hoars, 
Tliat round the pathless wand'rer pours, 
Is nought to what poor she endnres 
That^s trusted faithiesa man, jo! 
I tell yon now, <fee. 

The sweetest flower that deck*d the mead. 
Now trodden like the vilest weed: 
Let simple maid the lesson read. 
The weird may be her atn, |ot 
I tell you now, iJce. 

The bird that ebarm'd his summer-day, 
Is now the ernel fowler's prey ; 
Let witless, trnst&ng woman say, 
liow aft her fate's the same* }o ! 
I tell you now, ^c. 



ADDRESS TO THE WOODLASK. 

2'anc— " Where'Il bonnle Annie lie." Or, "Loch- 
Eroch Side." 

Oh stay, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay! 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray ; 
A helpless lover courta thy lay. 
Thy soothUig, fond c(»nplaining. 

Again, again that tender part, 
Tliat I may catch thy melting art : 
For surely that wad touch her lieart, 
Wha* kills me wr disdaining. 

Say was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard theo as the carelens wind ? 
Oh ! nocht but love and sorrow Joia'd, 
. Sic notes o' woe could wauken. 

Thou tells o* never-endiBg eare; 
O' speechless grief, and dark despair, 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, uae mair. 
Or my poor heart is broken! 



Hear me, pow*rfl ^QriRe I 
Oh, in pity heariael 

Take aaght ^se ol ntaei* 
But my Chtorti sparaaa! 
Long, Ac 



CALKDOHIA. 

Tune—^^ Humo«vs ei GSgmJ" 

Their groves o' sweet myrtle let fttfelpi lands 
reckon. 
Whe re br ight-beaming SMJBners exidt the per- 
fume. 
Far dearer to me yen lone flea o^ greeBbveckaR, 
Wl* the burn stealing uaoer tlM lasf y«ik>w 
broom. 

Far dearer to me areyon Iramble hrognt tNKirers, 
Where the blue-belf and gowaa Inrit lowly un- 
seen: 
For there, Ughtly trtpptng amaof the wild 
flowers, 
A-listening the linnet, aft waaders my Jttok. 

Tho' rich is the breeze la their gay aumy val- 
leys. 
And cauid Caxkooiixa's Mast o> the wave j 
Their sweet-scented woodlands that skirt the 
proud palace. 
What are they ?— The haunt of tho tyrant and 
slave! 

The slave's spicy forests, and gold-bubbling 
fountains. 
The brave Caledonian views wi* disdain ; 
He wanders as free as the winds ef Us moun- 
tains. 
Save Love's willing fetters— the chains o' his 
Jean! 



Tune- 



so ISO. 
-*' Laddie, lie near lae." 



'TwAS na her bonnie btaO'e'e waa my nrin ; 
Fair tho' she be, that wa» ne'er my oadoiag : 
'Twas the dear smile when nae body dM mind 

us, 
Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown i^MMe o' 

kindness. 

rSair do I fear that to hope is dealed me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maim abide me ; 
But tho fell fortune should fate us to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I'm thine wi* a passion tinaaimt. 
And thou hast plighted me love o' the dearest ! 
And thou'rt the angel that never 'can alter, 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter. 



ON CHLORIS BEING ILL. 
rune— "Are waUn' 0!'» 

CHOEUS. 

Long, long the night, 
Heavy comes the morrow. 

While my soul's delight. 
Is on her bed of sorrow. 

Can I cease to care. 
Can I cease to langnish, 

While my darling fair 
Is on the conch of augnish 
Long, &0, 

Every hope is fled. 

Every fear is terror: 
Slumber e'en I dread, 

Every dream is horror. 

Long. *c. 



HOW CRUEL ABE TRB l^ARESTB. 

ALTERED VBOM AS €U> KNOJSH MXTO. 

Air—"^ John Andersoa my Jo.** 

How cruel are the pareols 

Who riches Mdr prize ; 
And to the weaUjQr boohy. 

Poor woman sacrlflfft ! 
Meanwhile the hiytteM dangbter 

Has but a choice of strife— 
To shun a tyrant father's hate. 

Become a wretched wife. 

The rav'nlng hawk pnrsntng, 

Tho trembling dove thns Bies, 
To shun impelling min 

A while her pindens tries ; 
'HU of escape despairing. 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trusts the niihteMLVfaii»ieueM:> 

Axi<l 4so\>% >Q^TAe^i^^\l^% t^^x. 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



SONG. 



2V«n<— " Dell take the wars." 

Mahk yonder pomp of costly fashion, 

Konnd the wealthy, titled bride : 
But when compared with real passion, 

Poor is all that princely pride ! 

What are the showy treasures? 

What are the noisy pleasures? 
The gay, gaudy glare of vanity and art ; 

The polish d jewel's blaze 

May draw the wond'ring gaze, 

And courtly grandeur bright 

The fancy may delight. 
But never, never can come near the heart. 

But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In Simplicity's array ; 
Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is. 

Shrinking from the gaze of day. 

Oh then the heart alarming. 

And all resistless charming. 
In Love's delightful fetters she chains the will- 
ing soiil r 

Ambition would disown 

The world's Imperial crown. 

Even Avarice wonld deny 

His worshipp'd deity, 
And feel thro' every v^in Love's raptures rolL 



SONG. 

rjin«— "This is no my ain House." 

CHOBUS. 

Oh this is no my ain lassie, 

Fair tho' the lassie be ; 
Oh weel ken I my ain lassie. 

Kind love is in her e'e ! 

I see a form, I see a face, 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place : 
It wants to me the witchhig grace, 
The kind love that's in her e'e. 
O this is no, &c. 

She's bonnle, blooming, straight, and tall, 
And lang has had my heart in thrall; 
And aye it charms my very saul. 
The kind love that's in her e'e. 
Oh this is no, &c. 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink by a' unseen ; 
But gleg as light are lovers' e'en. 
When kind love is in her e'e. 
Oh this is no, &c. 

It may escape the courtly sparks. 
It may escape the learned clerks ; 
But weel the watching lover marks, 
The kind Ipve that's in her e'e. 
Oh this is no, &c. 



SCOTTISH SONG. 

Now spring has clad the grove in green. 
And strew'd the lea wi flowers ; 

The f urrow'd, waving corn is seen 

• Rejoice in fostering showers ; 

While ilka thing in nature join 
Their sorrows to forego, 

O why thus all alone are mine 
The weary steps of woe ! 

The trout within yon wimpling bum 

Glides swift— a silver dart. 
And safe beneath the shady thorn 

Defles the angler's art: 
My life was ance that careless stream^ 

That wanton trout was 1 ; 
But love, wi' unrelenting beam. 

Has scorch'd my fountains dry. 

The little flow'ret's peaceful lot. 

In yonder cliff that grows. 
Which save the linners flight, I wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows, 



Was jslne ; till lovd has o'er me past. 

And blighted a' my bloom, 
And now beneath the with' ring blast, 

Ji^ youth and joy consume. 

The waken'd lav'rock warblhig springs. 

And climbs the early sky, 
Winnowing biythe her dewy wings 

In morning's rosy eye ; 
As little reckt I sorrow's power. 

Until the flowery snare 
O witching love, in luckless hour. 

Made me the thrall o' care. 

Oh had my fate been Greenland's snows, 

Or Afrl<?8 burning zone, 
Wi' man and nature leagu'd my foes. 

So Peggy ne'er I'd known ! 
The wretch whase doom is, " hope nae mair,* 

That tongue his woes can tell! 
Within whase bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 



SCOTTISH SONG. 

O Bonnie was yon rosy brier. 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o' man ; 
And bonnie she, and ahl how dear! 

It shaded frae the c'enlu' sun. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew. 
How pure, amang the leaves sae green! 

But purer was the lover's vow 
They wltness'd in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower, 
Xliat crimson rose, how sweet and fair ! 

But love la far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpling burn, 
Wi' Chloris in my arms, be mine ; 

And I the world, nor wish, nor scorn. 
Its joys and griefs alike resign. 



SONG. 

'Tis Friendship's pledge, my young, fair friend, 

Nor thou the gift refuse. 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The moralizing Muse. 

Since thou, in all thy youth and charms. 

Must bid the world adieu, 
(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since thy gay mora of life o'ercast. 

Chill came the tempest's lour ; 
(And ne'er misfortune's eastern blast 

Did nip a fairer flower :) 

Since life's gay scenes must charm no more. 

Still much is left behind : 
Still nobler wealth hast thou in store— 

llie comforts of the mind ! 

Thine is the self-approving glow. 

On conscious honour's part ; 
And, dearest gifts of heaven below, 

Thine Friendship's truest heart. 

The Joys reflned of sense and taste 

With every Muse to rove : 
And doubly were the poet blest 

These Joys could he Improve. 



ENGLISH SONG. 

Ttf/M— '* Let me in this ae Night.' 

Forlorn, my love, no comfort near. 
Far, far from thee, I wander here ; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which I most repine, love. 



SOKG. 
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CHOBUS. 

Oh wert thou love, but near me, 
But near, near, near me; 
How kindly thou wonld*8t cheer me,. . 
And mingle sighs with mine, love. 

Around me scowls a wintry sky. 
That blasts each bud of hope ana Joy ; 
And shelter, shade, nor home have X, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 
Oh wert, Ac. 

Cold, altered friendship's cruel part. 
To poison fortune's ruthless dart- 
Let me not break tbv faithful heart, 
And say that fate is mine, love. 
Oh wort, &c. 

But dreary tho' the moments fleet. 
Oh let me think we yet shall meet ! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love, 
Oh wert, &c. 

SCOTTISH BALLAD. 

Tune-^"" The Lothian Lassie." 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the lang 
glen. 
And sair wi' his love he did deave me ; 
I said there was naething I hated like men— 
The deuce gae wi'm, to believe me, believe 

me ; 
The deuce gae wl'm, to believe me ! 

He spak o' the darts In my bonnie black e'en. 
And vow'd for my love ne was dying; 

I said he might die when he liked, for Jean— 
The Lord forgie me for lying, for lying : 
The Lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel-stocked mailen— himsel' for the laird 
And marriage aff-hand, were his proffers : 

I never loot on that I kenn'd it, or car'd, 
But thought I might hae waur offers, waor 

offers ; 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

But what wad ye think? — in a fortnight or less, 
The deil tak his taste to go near her! 

He up the lang loan to my black cousin Bess 
Guess ve how, the jaud! I could bear her, 

could bear her, 
Guess ye how, the Jaud! I could bear her. 

But a' the niest week as I fretted wi' care, 

I gaed to the tryste o' Ualgarnock, 
Andwha but my fine tickle lover was there ! 

I glower'd as I'd seen a warlock, a warlock ; 

I giower'd as I'd seen a warlock. 

But owre my left shoulder I gae him a blink. 
Lest nelbors migbt say I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in drink. 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie, dear lassie; 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie. 

I spier'd for my cousin, fu' couth j and sweet, 

Gin she had recover'd her bearln*. 
And how her new shoon fit her aula sachl't feet. 

But, heavens ! bow he fell, a swearin', a 
swearin' ! 

But, heavens ! hew he fell a swearin' ! 

Ho begged, for Guldsake ! I wad be his wife, 
Or else I would kill him wi* sorrow: 

So e'en to preserve the poor body in life, 
I think I maun wed him to-morrow; 
I think I maun wed him to-mqrrow. 



FRAGMENT. 
Time—^' The Caledonian Hunt's delight." 

Why, why tell thy lover, 

Bliss he never must enjoy? 
Why, why undeceive him, 

And give al) |ii8 hoFpes the 119 ^ 



O why, while fancy, raptnr'd, slumbers 
Chloris, Chloris ail the theme — 

Why. why wouldst thou, cm 1. 
Wake thy lover from his dream ? 



HEY rOR A LASS WF A TOCHER. 

Ttti/e— "Ballnamonia Ora." 

AwA wi' vour witchcraft o' beauty's alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp In your arms ; 
O, gie me the lass that has acres 0' charms, 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit farms. 

CHORUS. 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher, then hey for a 
lass wi' a tocher, 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher — ^the nice yel- 
low guineas for me. 

Tour beauty's a flower, in the morning that 

blows, 
And withers the faster, the faster it grows ; 
But the rapturous charm 0' the bonnie green 

knowes, 
Hk spring they're new deckit wi* bonnie white 

yowes 

Then, hey, &c. 

And e'en when this beauty your bosom has 
blest. 

The brightest 0' beauty may cloy, when pos- 
sest; 

But the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordie im- 
prest. 

The langer ye hae them— the mair they're 
carest. 

Then, hey, &c. 



JESSY. 

Tune — " Here's a health to them that's awa'.'» 

Hebe's a health to ane I lo'e dear ! 
Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear ! 
Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lovers 

meet. 
And soft as the parting tear— Jessy ! 

Although thou maun never be mine, 

Although even hope is denied, 
'Tis sweeter for thee despairing, 

Than aught in the world beside— Jessy ! 
Here's health, Ac. 

I mourn thro' the gay, gaudy day. 
As hopeless, I muse on thy charms : 

But welcome the dream 0' sweet slumber. 
For then I am lock't in thy arms— Jessy! 
Here's a health, Ac. 

I gueps by the dear angel smile, 

1 guess by the love-rolling e'e ; 
But why urge the tender confession, 

'Gainst fortune's fell cruel decree— Jessy I 
Here's a health, Ac. 



SONG. 
I^w— " Rothlemnrchie." 
Faibsbt maid on Devon banks. 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thon were wont to do ? 

Full well thou know*st I love thee dear, 
Couldst thou to mallee lend an ear? 
O did not love exclaim, ** Forbear! 
Nor use a fathfui lover so!" 
Fairest maid, Ac. 

Then come, thon fairest of the fair, 
Tbos* wonted smiles. Oh let me share ! 
And by that beauteous self I swear. 
No love but thine my heart shall know ! 
Fairest maid. &c.i«3 
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dONO. 

Tune—*^ The last time I came o'er the Moor." 

Farbwell, thou stream that winding flows 

Around Maria's dwelling ! 
Ah cruel mem'ry ! spare tue throes 

Within my bosom svf elling : 
Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain. 

And still In secret languish ; 
To fert a Are In every vein. 

Yet dare not speak my angolsli. 

The wretch of love, unseen, unknown, 

1 fain my crime would cover : 
The bursting sigh, th' unweeting groan. 

Betray the liopeless lover. 
I know my doom nmst be despair, 

TTiou wflt, nor canst relieve me 
But, oh ! Maria, hear one prayer, 

For pity's sake forgive me ! 

The music of thy tongue I heard, 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

'Till fears no more liad saved rae. 
The unwary sailor thus aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing ; 
'Aild circling horrors yields at last 

To oterwheimlng ruin. 



BONNIE JEAN. 

TRSXltwas a lass, and she was fair. 
At kirk and market to be seen ; 

When a' the fairest maids were met, 
The fairest maid was boanie Jean. 

And aye she wrought her raararaie's wark. 
And aye she sang sae raerrllie ; 

The blythest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender Joys 
That bless the little Untwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
And love will break the soimdcst rest, 

Young Robie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye, 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wl' Jeanie to the trvst, 
He danced wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 
Her heart was tint, her peace Was stown. 

As in the bosom o' the stream. 
The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en; 

So trembling pure, was tender love 
Within the breast o' bonnie Jean. 

And now she works her mammie's wark, 
And aye she sighs wl' care and pain ; 

Yet wist na what her ail might be. 
Or what wad mak her weel agam. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And did na Joy blink In her e'e, 

X» Robie tauld a tale o' love 
Ae e'enlu, on the Illy l«ra? 

The sun was sinking in th« irest 
The birds sang sweet in nka grore ; 

Ills cheek to hers he foAdly prcst, 
And whisper'd thus his tale o' lore : 

" Oh! Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee deaf; 

Oh, canst thou think to fancv me ? 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot. 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

At bam or byre thou shall na drndg^ 
Or noethlng else to trouble thee ; 

But stcuj amang the heathar-bells. 
And tent tm waving t9im wi' me." 



Now what could artless Jeanie do? 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length she blushed a sweet c(»kdeAt, 

And love was aye between them tWa. 



BALLADS ON MR. HERON'S ELEdFIONa 
THE FIVE^CARLINBS. 

[BALLAD FIRST.] 

There were flvecarllnes m the flotttbt 
They fell upon a scheme, 
To send a lad to Lon'on town^ 
To bring them tidings hame. 

Nor only bring them tidings haMe, 

But do their errands there, 
And aibllns gowd and honour hatthr 

Might be that laddie's share. 

There was Maggie by the banM o' ifitli,^** 

A dame with pride enough, 
And Marjory o' the Monylochs,i«5 

A carline old and teugh. 

And blinkln' Bess o' Annandaie,i« 

That dwelt near Sol wayside. 
And Whisky Jean, that took her gill. 

In Gallowayi«' sae wide. 

And Black Joan, frao CrichtOii l»6el,iw 

O' gipsy kith and kin- 
Five wlghter carllnes wama foun' 

The south countrie within. 

To send a lad to Lon'on toWn, 

They met upon a day, 
And mony a knight, and mon:^ a Uii^d, 

Their errand fairi would gae. 

Oh. mony a knight and mony a laird, 

This errand fain would gae ; 
But nae ane could their fancy plea&e. 

Oh, ne'er a ane but twae. 

The first he was a belted knightie* 

Bred o' a boMer clan. 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town, 

Might.nae man hhn withstan'. 

And he wad do their errands weel 

And meikle he Wad say, 
And ilka ane at Lon'on court 

Would bid to hhn guld-day. 

Then next came In a sodger yotith,wo 

And spak wi' modest grace, 
And he wad gae to Lon'on town. 

If sae their pleasure Was. 

He wadna hecht them courtly gifts. 

Nor meikle speech pretend^ 
But he wad hecht an honest heait, 

Wad ne'er desert a friend. 

Now, wham to choose, and whaija refuse, 

At strife thlr carllnes fell! 
For some had gentle folks to please, 

And some would please themsel*. 

Then out spak mlm-moa'd Meg o* Nith, 

And she spak up wi' pride, 
And she wad sena the sodger youth, 

Whatever might betide. 

For the anld gnidman o* Loh'oh coartni 
She didna care a pin ; 
But she Wad send the sodger youth 
To greet his eldest son.i^ 

Then up sprang Bess o' Annandale, 

And a deadly aith she's ta'en. 
That she wad vote the boi'der knight, 

Though she should vote her lane. 

For far-aff fowls hae feAtherft fair, 

And fools o' ohango »te fain ; 
Bat I has tried the border knight. 

And 111 tty nlm yet ag^In. 



TI^ :^L|lCTIOK. 
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Sa^s Black Joan frae CriclitopPeel, 

A carline stoor (^nd grim, 
The auld guidtuan, and the yonng gnldman, 

For me may sink or swim ; 

For fool will frelt o' right or wrang, 
While knaves laugh tliem to scorn : 

Bnt the sodger's friends hae bla^wn the best, 
So he shall bear the horn. 

Then Whisky Jean spak owre her drink, 

Ye weel ken, kimmers a'. 
The auid giiidman o' Lon*on court, 

His back's been at the wa' : 

And mony a friend that kias'd liis q^ip, 

Is now a fremit wight ; 
But it's ne'er be said o' Whisky. Jeim— 

I'll send the border knight. 

Then slow raise Marjory o' the X*wiii 

And wrinkled was her brow, 
Her ancient weed wa.s russet groy. 

Her auid Scots blnid was true ; 

There's some great folks set ;^gl^ bgr me— 

I set as light by theip ; 
But I will sen' to Lonon toum 

Wham 1 like best at hame. 
Sae how this weighty plea may ^d, 

Nae mortal wignt can tell : 
Gul grant the king and tlka man 

May look weel to himsel*. 

[BALLAD SBCOND.] 

Whom will you send to London town, 

To Parliament and a' that ? 
Or wha in a' the conqtry rotund 
The best deserves to f^' that ? 
For a' that, and ^' that. 
Thro' Galloway, ftod a* that ; 
Where is the laird or belted knight 
That best deserves to fa' that ? 
Wha sees Kerroughtree's open yett? 

And wha is't never saw that ? 
Wha ever wi' Kerroughtree's met. 
And has a doubt of a' that? 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that I 
The independent patriot. 
The honest man, and a* that. 

Tho' wit and worth in either sex, 
St. Mary's Isle can shaw that ; 
Wl' dukes and lords let Selkirk mix. 
And weel does Selkirk fa' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
The Independent commoner 
Shall be the man for a' that. 

Bnt why should we to nobles Jouk ? 

And is't against the law that ? 
For why, a lord may be a gouk, 
Wi' ribbon, star, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a* that. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
A lord may be a lousy loun, 
Wi' ribbon, star, and a' that. 

A beardless boy comes o'er the hills, 

Wi' uncle's purse and a' that ; 
Bnt we'll hae ane frae 'mang oarsels, 
A man we ken, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Here's Heron yet for a' that ! 
For we're not to be bought and soIcT, 
Like naigs, and nowt, and a' that. 

Tlien let us drink the Stewartry, 

Kerroughtree's laird, and a'. that, 
Our representative to lie. 
For well he's worthy a' that, 
For a' that, and ct* tbat. 
Here's Heron yet for a' ^t ! 
A House o' Conunoxwi wui(i ma Ike, 
They woold bo bliN^tlMlJMr<ii^t. 



THE ELE.CTIQJI, 

[BALLAD THIRD.] 

Fr, let ns a' to Kircudbright, 

For there will be bickerln' there ; 
For Murray's light horse are to muster, 

And oh, how the heroes will swear ! 
And there will be Murray' commander. 

And Gordon the battle to win , 
Like brothers they li stand by each other, 

Sae knit in alliance an sin. 

And there will be black-lippit Johnnie 

The tongue o' the trump to them a' ; 
An' he gets na hell for his haddin , 

The deli ge s u.> justice ava' ; 
And there will be Kempleton's birkie, 

A boy no sae black at the bane. 
But, as f6r his fine nabob fortune, 

We'a e'en let the subject aiane. 

And there will be Wlgtons new sherUT; 

Dame Justice f u' brawlie has sped ; 
She's gotten the heart of a Bushby, 

But, Lord, whats become o' the head? 
And there will be CaMoness, Esquire, 

Sae mighty in Cardoness" eyes ; 
A wight that will weather damnation. 

For the deil the prey will despise. 

And there will be Douglasses doughty. 

New christ'ning towns far and near; 
Abjuring their democrat doings. 

By kissing the— o" a peer ; 
And there will be Kenmaresae gen'rons ! 

Whose honour is proof to tho storm; 
To save them from stark reprobatkHi, 

He lent them his name to tbe firm. 

Bnt we winna mention Redcastle, 

The body, e'en let him escape ; 
He'd venture the gallows for aiUer, 

An' 'twere not the cost o' the rape. 
And where is our king's lord lieutenint, 

Sae fam'd for his gratefu' return? 
The blllie is getting his questions. 

To say in St. Stephen's the mom. 

And there will be lads o' tho gospel, 

Muirhead wha's as guid as he's true : 
And there will be Buittle's apostle, 

Wha's more o' the black than the blue ; 
And there will be folk from St. Mary's, 

A house o' gi'eat merit and note ; 
The deil ane but honours them highly— 

The deil ane will gie them his vote ! 

And there will be wealthy yonng Richard, 

Dame Fortune should hing by the neck ; 
For prodigal, thriftless, bestowing. 

His merit had won him respect : 
And there will be rich brother nabobs, 

Tho' nabobs, yet men of the first, 
And there will be ColUeston's whiskers. 

And Quentin, o' lads not the warst. 

Andjthere will be stamp-ofilce Johnnie, 

Tiik tent how ye purchase a dram ; 
And there will be gay Cassencarrie, 

And there will be gleg Colonel Tarn ; 
And there will be trusty Kerroughtree, 

Whose honour was ever his law; 
If tho virtues were packed in a parcel, 

Ili.s worth might be sample for a'. 

And can we forget the auld major, 

Wha'll ne'er be forgot in tho Greys ? 
Onr fiatt'ry we'll keep for some other, 

Hhn only 'tis justice to praise. 
And there will be maiden Kllkerran, 

And also Barskimming's gnid knight. 
And there will be roarin Birtwhistle, 

Wha, luckily, roars in the right. 

And there frae the NIddesdale borders. 
Will mingle the Maxwells in droves : 
Tengh Johnnie> 8tausvc,V\.Ciftftx*&ss,^vcA.'^^^SNSs.> 
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And there win be Logan Mac Doaall, 
Kculdudd'ry and he will be there, 

And also the wild Scot o' Galloway, 
Sudgerin' gunpowder Blair. 

Then hey the chaste int'r^st o' Broaghton, 

And hey for the blessings Hwill bring! 
It may send Balmaghie to the Commons, 

In Sodom 'twould make him a king ; 
And hey for the sanctified Murray, 

Our land who wi' chapels has stor'd ; 
He fonnder'd his horse among harlots. 

But gied the old naig to the Lord. 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 

[BALLAD FOUKTH.] 

Tune—"' Buy broom besoms." 
Wha will buy my troggin 

Fine election ware ; 
Broken trade o' Bronghton, 
A* in high repair. 

Buy Draw troggin, 

Frae the banks o* Dee ; 
Who wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 

Here*! a noble Earl's 

Fame and high renown 
For an auld sang — 

It's thought the gndes were stown. 
Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's the worth o' Broughton 

In a needle's e'e : 
Here's a reputation 

Tint by Balmaghie. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's an honest conscience. 

Might a prince adorn ; 
Frae the downs o' Tlnwald— 

So was never worn. 

Bny braw troggin, Ac. 

Here its stuff and lining, 

O' Cardoness's head ; 
Fine for a sodger 

A' the wale o' lead. 

Buy braw troggia, Ac. 

Here's a little wadset, 

Buittle's scrap o* truth, 
Pawn'd In a gin shop, 

Qnen'chinf; holy dronth. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here's ai*morial bearings, 

Frae tho manse o' Urr ; 
Tlie crest, nu auld crtib-applo 

Kotten at tho core. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Here is Satan's picture, 

Like a bizznra gled, 
Pouncing poor Rcdcastle, 

Sprawlin' like a taed. # 

Bny braw troggin, <tc. 

Here's the worth and wisdoiu 

Collieston can boast ; 
Bv a thievish midge 

^ey had been nearly lost. 

Buy braw troggin. <fec. 

Here is Murray's fragments 

O' the ten commands ; 
Gifted by black Jock, 

To get them aff his hands. 

Buy braw troggin, &c. 

Saw ye e'er sic f roggin ? 

If to bny ye'er slack, 
Hornie's turnin' chapman— 
He'U buy a' the pack. 

Boy braw troggin 

Frae the banks o' Dee ; 
Wha wants troggin 
Let him come to me. 



JOHN BUSHBrSlw LAMENTATION. 

[BALLAD FITTH.] 

Tune— ''The Babes in the Wood." 

'TWAS in the seventeen hundred year 

O' Christ, and ninety-live. 
That year I was the wae'est man 

O' ony man alive. 

In March, the three-and-twentieth day. 
The sun rose clear and bright ; 

But oh, I was a waeful man 
Ere toofa' o' the night. 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule this land 

Wi' equal right and fame. 
And thereto was his kinsman join'd 

The Murray's nable name ! 

Yerl Galloway lang did rule the land 

Made me the judge o' strife; 
But now Yerl Galloway's sceptre's broke. 

And eke my hangman's knife. 

'Twas by the banks o' bonnie Dee, 
Beside Kirkcudbright towers. 

The Stewart and the Murray there. 
Did muster a' their powers. 

The Murray, and the auld gray yaud, 

Wi' winged spurs did ride, 
That auld gray yaud, yea, Nidsdale radc. 

He staw upon Nidside. 

And there had been the Yerl himsel'. 

Oh. there had been nae play : 
But Garlles was to London gane, 

And sae the kye might stray. 

And there was Balmaghie, I ween. 
In the front rank he wad shine ; 

But Balmaghie had better been 
Drinking Madeira wine. 

Frae the Glenkens came to our aid 

A chief o' douglity deed. 
In case that worth shoald wanted be, 

O' Kenmore we had need. 

And there sae grave Squire Cardoness 

Look'd on till a' was done ; 
Sae, in a tower o' Cardoness, 

A howlet sits at noon. 

And there led I the Bnshbvs a' ; 

My gamesome billie Will, 
And my son Maitland, wise as brave. 

My footsteps follow'd still. 

Tlie Douglas and tlie Heron's name. 
We set nought to their score : 

The Douglas and tlie Heron's name 
Had felt our weight before. 

But DouRlasses o' weight had we. 

The pair o' lusty lairds, 
For building cot-nouses sae famed, 

And christening kail yards. 

And by our banners march'd Mulrher.d, 

And Buittle was na slack: 
Whose holy priesthood nane can stain, 

For wlia can dye the black? 



THE HIGHLAND WIDOW'S LAMENT. 
Oh! I am come to the low countrle, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rle ! 
Without a penny In ray purse, 

To bny a meal to me. 

It was na sae in the Highland hills, 

Och-on. och-on, och-rle! 
Nae woman in the countrle wide 

Sae happy was as me. 
For then I had a score o' kye, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rle I 
Feeding on the hills so high, 

An4 firing mlik to 
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And there I had three score o' yowes, 

Och-on, och-on. och-rie ! 
Skipping on yon bonnle knowes, 

And casting woo' to me. 

1 was the happiest o' a clan, 

Sair. sair may 1 repine , 
For Donald was the brawest lad, 

And Donald he was mine. 

Tin Charlie Stewart cam' at last, 

Sae far to set us free : 
My Donald s arm was wanted then, 
_ For Scotland and for me. 

heir waefu' fate what need I tell? 
Right to the wrang did yield . 
AIv Donald and his country fell 
Upon CuUoden's field. 

Oh I 1 am come to the low conntrie, 

Och-on, och-on, och-rie ! 
JJae woman in the world wide 

Sae wretched now as me. 



ELEGY. 

ON THE DBATH OF ROBERT RUISSKAUX.174 

Now Robin lies in his last lair, 

He'll gabble rhyme nor sing nae malr ; 

Canld poverty, wl" hungry stare, 

Kae mair shall fear him ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care 

E'er mair come near him. 

To tell the truth, they seldom fash'd him. 
Except the moment that they crush d him ; 
For soon as chance or fate had hush'd em, 

Though e'er sae short. 
Then wi' a rhyme or sang he lash'd em, 

And thought it sport. 

Though he was bom to klntra wark. 
And counted was baith wight and stark. 
Yet that was never Roberf s mark, 

Tomaka man: 
But tell him he was learn'd and dark. 

Ye roosed hliu then ! 



EPISTLE TO JOHN GOUDIE, 

OF KILMARNOCK, ON THE PUBLICATION OF HIS 
ESSAYS. I'* 

Oh Goudie ! terror of the Whigs, 
])rcad of black coats and rev'rend wigs, 
Sour Bigotry, on her last legs, 

Girnin', looks back, 
Wlshln' the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you quick. 

Poor gapln', glowrln' Superstition, 

Wues me * she's in a sad condition : 

Fie ! bring Black Jock, her state physician, 

To see her water ; 
Alas ! there's ground o' great suspicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Anld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 
But now she's got an unco ripple ; 
Haste, gle her name up i' the chapel, 

Nigh unto death; 
See, how she fetches at the thrapple. 

And gasps for breath ! 

Enthusiasm's past redemption, 

Gtine in a galloping consumption. 

Not a' the quacks, wl' a' their gumption. 

Will ever mend ner. 
Her feeble pulse gies strong presumption. 
Death soon will end her. 
'Tls you and Taylori^e are the chief, 
Willi arc to blame for this mischief. 
But gin the Lord's ain fonk gat leave, 

A toom tar-barrel 
And twa rad peats wad send relief. 

And cuU the qiwrreU 



HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER.1" 

Oh thou, wha in the heavens dost dwell, 
Wha, as It pleases best thysel', 
iiends ane to heaven, and ten to hell, 

A' for thy glory. 
And no for ony gnid or ill 

They've done afore thee! 

I bless and praise thy matchless might. 
When thousands thou hast left in night, 
That I am here afore thy sight, 

For gifts and grace, 
A bhmin' and a shlnin' light 

To a' this place. 

What was I, or my generation, 
That I should get sic exaltation, 
I wha deserve Mc Just damnation, 

jf'or broken laws. 
Five thousand years 'fore my creation, 

Thro' Adam's cause! 

When frae my mither's womb I fell, 
Thou might hae plunged me in heU, 
To gnash my gums, to weep and wall. 

In burning lake. 
Where damned Devils roar and yell, 

Chain'd to a stake. 

Yet I am here a chosen sample, 

To show thy grace is great and ample ; 

I'm here a pillar in thy temple, 

Strong as a rock, 
A guide, a buckler, and example 

To a' thy flock. 

O Lord ! thou kens what zeal I bear. 
When drinkers drink, and swearers swear. 
And singin' there, and dancin' hei*e, 

Wr great and sma'. 
For I am keeplt by thy fear, 

Free frae them a*. 

But yet O Lord ! confess I must, 
At times I'm fash d wl' fleshy lust. 
And sometimes too, wi* warldly tmst, 

Vile self gets in ; 
But thou remembers we are dust, 

Defll'd in sin. 

O Lord! yestreen, thou kens, wi' Mcg^ 

Thy pardon I sincerely beg. 

Oh I may't ne'er be a llvln" plague, 

To my dishonour, 
And I'll ne'er lift a lawless leg 

Again upon her. 

Besides, I further maun avow, 

Wi* Leezle's lass, three times, I trow; 

But, Lord! that Friday I was fou, 

When I came near her. 
Or else, thou kens, thy servant true 

Wad ne'er hae steer'd her. 

Maybe thou lets't this fleshly thorn. 

Beset thy servant e'en and morn, 

Lest he owre high and proud should torn. 

Cause he's sae gifted : 
If sae, thy han' maun e'en be borne. 

Until thou lift It. 

Lord ! bless thy chosen in this place. 
For here thou hast a chosen race : 
But God confound their stubborn face. 

And blast their name, 
Wha bring thy eldera to disgrace 

And public shame. 

Lord ! mind Qaw'n Hamilton's deserts, 
He drinks, and swears, and plays at cartei| 
Yet has sae mony takln' arts, 

Wl' grat and sma , 
Frae God's ain priests the people's hearts 

He steals awa'. 

And when we chasten'd him therefore, 
Thou kens how he bred sic a sqIqco^ 
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As set tbe warld in a roar 

0' lauj^hin' at us ;— 
Curse thou his basket and his store, 

Kail and potatoes. 

Lord : hear my earnest cry and pray'r, 

Against the nresbyt'rj- of Avr ; 

lliy strong right hand, Lord, mak it bare 

Upo* their heads. 
Lord! weigh it down, and dinna spare, 

For their misdeeds. 

O Lord my God! that piib-tongnd Aiken, 
Hy very heart and saul are quakin'. 
To think how we stood groanin , stiakin* 

And swat wl' dread. 
While he wi* hingin lips and snakin', 

Held up his head. 

Lord! in the day of vengeance try him. 
Lord ! visit them wha did employ him, 
And pass not in thy mercy by 'cm, 

Nor hear tljeir pray'r ; 
But for thy people s sake destroy 'em, 

And dinna spare. 

But, Lord! remember roe and mine, 
Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine, 
'iliat I for gear and grace may shiuc^ 

Excell'd oy nane, 
And a* the giory shall be thine, 

Amen! Amen! 



EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE. 

Here Holy Willie's salr-wom clay 

Taks up its last abode : 
His soul has ta'en some other way, 

I fear the left-hand road. 

Stop ! there he is, as sure's a gun, 

Poor, silly body, see him ; 
Nue wonder he's as black's the grun'. 

Observe wlm's standing wi' liim. 

Your brunstane dcvilship, I see, 
Has got him there before ye ; 

But baud your nine-tali cat a wee. 
Till ance you've heard my story. 

Your pity I will not implore, 

For pity ye hae nane: 
Justice, alas ! has gi'en him o'er, 

And Mercy's day is gaen. 

But hear me, sir, deil as ye arc. 
Look f=omething to your credit ; 

A coof like him wad stain your name. 
If it were kent ye did it. 

THIRD EPISTLE TO JOHN LAPRAIK.irs 

September 18, 1786. 

GuiD speed and fnrder to you, Johnny, 
<Juid health, hale han'a and weather bonUy ; 
Now when ye're nlckan down fu' canny 

The staff o bread. 
May ye ne'er want & stonp o bran'y 

To clear your head. 

:May Boreas never thresh your rigs, 
Nor kick yonr rickles aff their legs, 
Scndin' the stuff o'er mnirs and haggs 

Like drlvin' wrack ; 
But may the tapmast grain that wags 

Come to the sack ! 

I'm bizzle too, and skelpin' at it. 
But bitter, daudin' showers hae wat it 
Sae my auld stnmpie pen I gat it 

Wi' muckle wark. 
And took my Jokteleg and whatt it. 

Like ony clark. 
It's now twa month that I'm your debtor. 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
Abusin' me for harsh ill nature 

On holy men. 
While deil a hair yoursel' ye're better, 

But mair profane. 



But let the kirk-fblk ring ttaeir bella, 
Let's sing about our noble sel's; 
We'el cry nae Jauds frae heathen hills 

To help, or rooso us. 
But browster wives and whiskey stills. 

They are the MUses. 

Your friendship, Kir. I winna qnat it. 

And if ye mak objections at it. 

Then han' in nievu some day we'll knot it. 

And witness take. 
And when wi' usquebae we've wtlt it, 

It winna break. 

But if the l>east and branks be spar'd 
Till kye be gaun without the herd, 
And a' the vittel in the yard. 

And theekit right, 
I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

Then muse-inspiring' aqua-vit« 

Shall make us oaith sae blytheand witty. 

Till ye forget ye're auld and gatty. 

And be as canty 
As ye were nine year less than thretty. 

Sweet ane and twenty. 

But stooks are cowpit wi' the blast. 
And now the sin keeks in the west, 
Then I maun rin amang the rest 

And quat mv chanter; 
Sae I subscribe myself in haste 

Yours Bab the Ranter. 



EPItiTLE TO THE REV. JOHN M*MAT».i^» 

September 17, 1785. 

While at the stook the shearers cow'r, 
To shun the bitter blaudin' showr. 
Or in gulravase rinnin' scuw'r 

To |)ass the time, 
To you 1 dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

My musie, tir'd wi' mony a sonnet 

On gown, and ban', and douse black bonnet. 

Is grown right eerie now slie's done it. 

Lest they should blame lier, 
And rouse their holy thunder on it. 

And anathem her. 

I own 'twas ra.sh, and rather hardy. 
That I, a simple, couhtra bardie, 
Shou'd meddle wi' a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, if they ken me. 
Can easy, wi' a single wordie. 

Loose hell upon me. 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 
Their sighin', cantin', grace-proud faces. 
Their three-mile prayers, and hanf-mile graces. 

Their raxin' conscience, 
Whase greed, revenge, and pride disgraces, 

Waur not their nonsense. 

There's Gawn>80 mlsca't waur than a beast, 
Wha has mair honour in hts breast 
Than mony scores as guid*s the priest 

Wha sae abns't hiitt. 
And may a bard no crack his Jest 

What way they're used him 'i 

See him. the poor man's friend in need. 
The gentleman in word and deed, 
And shall his fame and honour bleed 

By worthless sketlums. 
And not a Muse erect her liead 

To cowe the biellums? 

Oh, Pope, had I thy satire's darts 
To gie the rascals their deserts, 
I'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts, 

And tell aloud. 
Their Jngglln', hocus-pocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 



WILLIB CHALMEKS. 
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God knows, Vm no the thing I aboard be. 
Hot am I even the thing I ecu d be, 
But twe nty times I rather woa'd be 

An atheist clean. 
Than under gospel colours hid be, 

Just for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass, 
An honest man may like a lass, 
But mean revenge, and malice fause. 

He'll still disdain. 
And then cry zeal for gospel laws, 

Like some we ken. 

They take religion in their mouth ; 
They talk o' mercy, grace, and truth, 
For what ?— to gie their malice skouth 

On some pub* wight. 
And hunt him down, o'er right and ruth, 

To ruin strfdght. 

AU hail. Religion ! maid divine! 
Pardon a Muse sae mean as mine, 
Who in her rough imperfect line. 

Thus daurs to na^me t^ee ; 
To stigmatise false friends o' thine 

Can ne'er defame thee. 

Tho' blotch't and foul wi' mouy a stain, 

And far unworthy of tby train, 

With trembling voice 1 tune ray strain, 

To join with those 
Who boldly daur thy cause piaint^n. 

In spite o' foes : 

In spite o crowds, in spite o' mobs, 
In s])ite o' undermining jobs. 
In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At worth and merit. 
By scoundrels, even wi' holy robes, 

But hellish spirit. 

Oh Ayr ! my dear, my native groimd, 
Within thy oresbyterial bound 
A candid, iio'ral band is found 

Of public teachers, 
As men, as Christians too, renown'd. 

And manly preacher^. 

Sir, in that circle you are nam'd^ 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 
And some, by whom your doctrine's blam'd, 

(Which gies you honour), 
Ev'n Sir by them your heart's osteeiu'd. 

And winning manner. 

Pardon this freedom I have ta'en, 
And if impertinent I've been. 
Impute it not, good 8ir, in ane 

Wliase heart ne'er wrang'd ye, 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that belaog'd ye. 



A NOTE TO GA^^N HAMILTON, ESQ., 

AfAUCHLINE. 
(RECOMMENDING A BOT.) 

I HOLD it. Sir, my hounden doty, 
To warn you how that Jliaster Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M'Gaun, 
Was hero to hire yon lad away 
'liout whom ye spak the tithor day* 

And wad hae don't aff han' : 
But lest he iearn the callan tricks, 

As, faitli, I rauckio doubt him. 
Like scrupin' out auld Crumodie's nicks^^' 
And tellin' lies about them : 
As lieve, then, I'd have, then. 

Your clerlcshlp be should sair, 
If sae be, ye may b« 
Mot fitted other where. 

Altho' I say't, he's gleg epongh. 

And 'bout a house that's rade and rough, 



The boy might learn to swear ; 
But then wi' you he'll be sae taastltt, 
An' get sic fur example straught, 

I have nae only fear. 

Ye'll catechise him every quirk. 

And shore him weel wi' nell: 

And gar him follow to the kirk— 

—Aye when ye gang yourseL 

If ye, then, maun be, then 

Frae hame this comln' Friday; 
Then please. Sir, to lea'e, Sij, 
The orders wi' your lady. 

My word of honour I hae gien. 

In Paisley John's, that night at e'en, 

To meet the warld's worn ; 
To try to get the twa to gree. 
And name the airlesisa and the fee, 

in legal mode and form : 
I ken he weel a snick can craw. 
When imple bodies let him ; 
And if a DevU be at a\ 
1 faith he's sure to get him. 
To phrase yon, and praise you. 
Ye ken your Laureat sQorns : 
The pray'r still, you share still. 
Of grateful Minstrel Burks. 



WILLIE CHALMESS.1M 

Wi' braw new branks in mickle pride, 

And eke a braw new brechan. 
My Pegasus I'm got astride. 

And np Parnassus pechin ; 
Whiles owrc a bush, wi' downward emsh. 

The doited beastie stammers ; 
Then up he gets, and off he sets 

For sake o' Willie Chalmers. 

I doubt na, lass, that weel kenn'd name 

May cost a pair o' blushes ; 
I am nae stranger to your fame, 

Nor his warm urg^d wishes. 
Your bonnie face, sae mild and sweet 

His honest heart enamours, 
And faith, ye'll no be lost a whit, 

Tho' waired on Willie Chahners. 

Auld truth hersel' might swear ye're laAr, 

And honour safely back her. 
And modesty assume your air. 

And ne'er a ane mistak' her : 
And sic twa love insniring e'en 

Might fire even holy palmers ; 
Nae wonder, then, they've fatal ^Mte« 

To honest WiJUie Chalmers. 

I doubtna fortune may you shore 

Komo mim-mou'd pouther'd priestie, 
Fu' lifted up wi' Hebrew lore, 

And band upon liis hreaatie : 
But oh ! what signifies to you 

His lexicons and grammars ; 
Xhe feelbig heart's the royal blue. 

And that's wi Willie Chalmers 

Some gapin' glowrin' c<Mintra lairdj 

May warsle for your favour ; 
May claw his lug, and straik bis beard, 

And boast up some palaver. 
My bonnie maid, before ye wed 

Sic clumsy- witted hammers. 
Seek Heaven for help, and barefit akelp, 

Awa' wi' WlUie Chalmers. 

Forgive the Bard ! my fond regard 

For ane that shares m v bosam. 
Inspires my Muse to gie m lUs dues, 

For dell a hair I roose him. 
May powers aboon unite you soon. 

And fructify your amours. 
And every year oome in mair 4ear 

To you and WUUe GbAlsaAx%. 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK NOTE."* 

Wae worth thy power, thou cnrsed leaf, 

Fell source o' a' my woe and grief ! 

For lack o' thee I've lost my lass. 

For lack o' thee I scrimp my glass. 

1 see the children of affliction 

Unaided, through tliy cursed restriction. 

I've seen the oppressor's cruel smile 

Amid his hapless victim's spoil. 

And, for thy potence, vainlv wish'd 

To crush the villain in the dust. 

For lack o' thee 1 leave this much loved shore, 

Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland mure. 

R. B— Kyle. 



TO A KISS. 

HuinD seal of soft affections, 
Tend'rest pledge of future bliss. 

Dearest tie of young connections, 
Love's first snow-drop, virgin kiss. ' 

Speaking silence, dumb confession, 
Passion's birth, and infants* play. 

Dove-like fondness, chaste concession, 
Glowing dawn of brighter day. 

Sorrowing Joy, adieu's last action. 
When Ung'ring lips no more must Join ; 

What works can ever speak affection, 
So thrilling and sincere as thbie ! 



VERSES WRITTEN UNDER VIOLENT 
GRIEF. IM 

AcoxpT the gift a friend sincere 

Wad on thy worth be pressin' ; 
Remembrance oft may start a tear. 
But oh ! that tenderness forbear, 
Tliongh 'twad my sorrows lessen. 

Hy 'morning raise sae clear and fair, 
I thought sair storms wad never 

Bedew the scene ; but grief and care 

In wildest fury hae made bare 
My peace, my hope, for ever! 

Yon think I'm glad : oh, I pay weel, 

For a' the Joy I borrow. 
In solitude— then, then I feel 
I canna to mysel' conceal 

My deeply ranklln' sorrow. 

Farewell! within thy bosom free 

A sigh may whiles awaken; 
A tear may wet thy laughin' ee. 
For Scotia 8 son— ance gay like thee— 

Now hopeless, comfortless, forsaken ! 



TO MR. M'ADAM, 

OF CRAIGEN-GILLAN. 

nr imwES rro an obliging lkttsr hk sent in 

THB COMMXNCKMSNT OF BURNS' POETIC CAKSSB. 

Sib, o*er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 
** See wha taks notice o' the bard !" 

I lap and cried fu' loud. 

Now defl-ma-care about their Jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million : 
I'll cock my nose aboon them a'— 

I'm roos'd by Craigen-GlUan ! 

'Twas noble, Sir; 'twas like yoursel. 
To grant your high protection: 

A great man's smile, ye ken fu' well, 
Is aye a blest infection. 

Tho' by his banesiM who in a tub 

Mutch'd Macedonian Sandy ! 
On my ain legs thro' dirt ana dub, 

I independent stand aye. 



And when those legs to guid, warm kail, 

Wl' welcome canna bear me ; 
A Jee-dyke side, a syboe-tall, 

A barley-soone shall cheer me. 

Heaven spate you lang to kiss the breath 

O' many flow'ry simmers I 
And bless your bonnie lasses balth— 

i*m tauld they're lo'esome kimmers ! 

And God bless young Dnnaskin's laird. 

The blossom of our gentry I 
And may he wear an unld man's beard, 

A credit to his country! 

LINES ON MEETING WITH BASIL, LORD 
DAER.187 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I, Rhymer Robin, alias Burns, 

October twent> -third, 
A nc'er-to-be-forgotten day, 
Sae far I sprachled up the hrae, 

I dinnerd wi' a Lord. 

I've been at drucken writers' feasts. 
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mai>g godly priests, 

Wi' rev'rence be it spoken ; 
I've ev'n Join'd the honour'd jorum, 
When mighty sqnireshlps of the quorum. 

Their hydra drouth did sloken. 

But wI' a Lord I— stand out my shin I 
A Lord— a Peer— nn Earl's son! 

Up higher yet my bonnet ! 
And sic a Lord !— lang Scotch ells twa, 
Our Peerage he o'eriooks them a'. 

As I look o'er my sonnet. 

But, on, for Hogarth's magic pow'r ! 
To show Sir Bardie's willyart plow'r. 

And how he star'd and stammer'd. 
When goavan, as if led wi' branks. 
And stumpin' on his ploughman shanks. 

He in the parlour hammer'd. 

I sidling shelter'd in a nook. 
And at nis Lordship steal't a look, 

Like some potentous omen * 
Except good sense and social glee. 
And (what surprised me) modesty, 

I markit nought uncommon. 

I watch'd the syraptons o' the Great, 
The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrogant assuming; 
The flent a pride, nae pride had he, 
Nor sauce, nor state, that I could see, 

Malr than an honest ploughman. 

Then from his Lordship I shall learn. 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as weel's another : 
Nae honest worthy man need care 
To meet with noble, youthful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



EPISTLE TO MAJOR LOGAN. 188 

Hail, thairm-insplring', rattlln' Willie ! 
Though fortune's road be rough and hilly 
To every fiddling, rhyming blllle. 

We never heed. 
But take it like the nnback'd filly, 

Proud o' her speed. 
When idly goavan whyles we saunter 
Yirr! fancy barks, awe we canter 
Uphill, down brae, till some mlshnnter. 

Some black bog-hole. 
Arrests as, then the scathe and banter 

We're forced to thole. 

Hale be your heart !— hale be your fiddle ! 
Lang may your elbuckjink and diddle. 
To cheer you through the weary wlddle 

O' this vile warl'. 
Until yoa on a cummock driddle 

A grey hair'd carle. 



VERSES. 
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Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon 
Heaven send your heart-strings aye in tunc! 
And screw yonr temper-pins aboon 

A fifth or mair. 
The melanchollous, lazy croon 

O' cankrie care ! 

May still your life from day to day 

Nae "lente largo" in the play, 

But " allegretto forte" gay 

Harmonious flow : 

A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey- 
Encore ! Bravo ! 

A blessing on the cheery gang 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang. 
And ne'er think o' right and wrang 

By square and rule, 
Bat as the clegs o feeling stang, 

Are wise or fool ! 

My hand-waled curse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hoodock, purse-proud race, 
Wha count onpoortith as disgrace— 

Their tuneless hearts ! j 

May fireside discords jar a base i 

To a' tlicir parts ! 

But come— your hand, my earless brither, 
I'th' Ither warl', if there's anither— 
And that there is, I've little swlther 

About the matter— 
"We, cheek for chow, shall jog theglther; 

I'se ne er bid better. 

We've faults and fallings— granted clearly ; 
We're frail, backsliding mortals merelv. 
Eve's bonnie squad, priests wyte them sheorly 

For our grand fa ; 
Bnt still, but still. I like them dearly— 

God bless them a' ! 

Ochon ! for poor Castallan drinkers. 
When they fall fou' o' earthly jinkers ! 
The witching, curs'd delicious blinkers 

Hae put me hyte, 
And gart me weet my waukrife winkers 

WI' girnin' spite. 

But by yon moon !— and that's high swearin'— 
And every star within my hearin' ! 
And by her e'en wha was a dear ane ! 

I'll ne'er forget I 
I hope to gie the jauds a clearin' 

In fair play yet. 

My loss I mourn, but not repent It, 
I'll seek my pursie whare 1 tint It, 
Ance to the Indies I were wonted, 

Some cantrip hour. 
By some sweet elf I'll yet be dinted, 

Then vive F amour! 

Faites mes baisematns respectueuses^ 

To sentimental sister Susie, 

And honest Lucky ; no to roose yon, 

Ye may be proud, 
That sic a couple Fate allows ye 

To grace your blood. 
Kac maIr at present can I measure, 
And, troth, my rhymin' ware's nae treasure ; 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour's leisure, 

Be't light, be't dark, 
Sir Bard will do himself the pleasnre 

To call at Park. 
Mossgiel, 30th October, 1786. Robbbt Bitkns. 

LAMENT. 

WRITTEN WHEN THE POET WAS ABOUT TO LEAVE 
SCOTLAND. 

O'ER the mlst-shronded cliffs of the lone moun- 
tain straying. 
Where the wild winds of winter Incessantly 
rave. 
What woes wring my heart while Intently sur- 
veying 
The storm's gloomy path on the breast of the 
wave I 



Ye foam-crested billows, allow we to wail, 
Ere ye toss mo afar from my lov'd native 
shore ; 
Where the flower which bloora'd sweetest in 
Coila's green vale. 
The pride of my bosom, my Mary's no more ! 

No more by the banks of the streamlet we'll 
wander, 
And smile at the moon's rippled face In the 
wave; 
No more shall my arm cling with fondness 
around her. 
For the dew-drops of morning fall cold on her 
grave. 

No more shall the soft thrill of lovo warm my 
breast, 
I haste with the storm to a far distant shore : 
Were unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall 
rest, 
And Joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



THE FAREWELL. 

"The valiant, In himself, what can ho suffer ? 

Or what does he regard his single woes J? 

But when alas ! ho multiplies himself. 

To dearer selves, to the lov'd tender fair. 

To those whose bliss, whose being hang npon 

him, 
To helpless children !— then, oh then ! he feels 
The point of misery fest'rlng in his heart, 
And weakly weeps his fortune like a coward.' 
Such, such am I! undone!" 

Thomson's Edward and Eleanora. 

Fabewell, old ScotIa*8 bleak domains, 
Far dearer than the torrid plains 

Where rich ananas blow ! 
Farewell, a mother's blessing dear! 
A brother's sigh ! a sister's tear ! 
My Jean's heart-rending throe ! 
Farewell, my Bess ! tho thou'rt bereft 

Of my parental care ; 
A faithful brother I have left. 
My part In him thou'lt share ! 
Adien, too. to you too, 

My Smith, my bosom frien' ; 
When kindly you mind me. 
Oh then befriend my Jean ! 

What bursting anguish tears my heart ! 
From thee, my Jeany, must I part*? 
Thou, weeping, answ'rest '* No I'" 
Alas ! misfortune stares my face. 
And points to ruin and disgrace, 

I for thy sake must go ! 
Thee, Hamilton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu ! 
I, with a much indebted tear, 
Shall still remember you ! 
All-hall then, the gale then. 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore! 
It rustles, and whistles— 
I'll never see thee more ! 



VERSES 

WRITTEN UNDER THE PORTRAIT OF FER6USSON, 
THE POET, IN A COPT OP THAT AUTHOR'S WORKS, 
PRESBNTf:D TO A YOUNG LADY IN EDINBURGH. 
MARCH 19, 178r. 

Curse on migratefnl roan, that can be pleas'd, 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure ! 
O thou, my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my eider brother In the muses, 
with tears I pity thy unhappy fate ! 
Why Is the bard unpltled by tne world, 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures? 



80 



BURNS' POBWCAL WORKS. 



prologue; 



spOKSxr sr ms. wooim oar sn BENcm sucHrr. 

Monday, Idth April, 1787.»«» 
When by a generoas Public's kind acclaim^ 
Tbat dearest need Is granted— bonest CuDe : 
Wtien here yoar favour is the actor's lot, 
Kor ev«n tbe man In private life forgot ; 
What breast so dead to heavnly Virtue's glow, 
But heaves impassion'd with the grateful throe ! 

Poor Is the task to please a barb rous tbrong, 
It needs no Slddons' powers in Boatbem's song; 
But here an ancient nation fam'd afar. 
For genius, learning high, as great in war— 
Hall, Caledonia, name for ever dear! 
Before whose sous I'm honour'd to appear! 
W^ereeveiy science— every nobier art— 
That can inform the mind, or mend ttaie beart. 
Is kaoirn ; as grateful nations oft have found 
Ear as the mde barbarian marks the boond. 
Phil jsophy, no idle pedant dream. 
Here boldEs her search by heaven-taught Rea- 
son's beam ; 
Here History paints with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course ; 
Here Douglas forms wHd Shakespeare into plan. 
And Harieyiso rouses all the god in man. 
When wtU-form'd taste end sparkling wit unite 
With manly lore, or female beauty brlj^t 
(Beautv, where famltless symmetry and grace 
Can only charm as in tbe seeond place). 
Witness my heart, hew oft with paYitlnc fear 
As on this night, I've met these judges here ! 
But ttW\ the hope experience taught to live. 
Equal to Judge— you're candid to forgive- 
No hcmdred-headed Siot here we me«t. 
With Decency and Law beneath Ws feet ; 
Nor lasoieaoe aMumes fair Freedom's name ; 
Like Caledonians, yon applaud or blame. 

Oh thou dread Power \ wlM>se emfire-^lblng 

hand 
Has oft been streeh't to shield tbe hooonr'd 

land! 
Strong may she glow with all her ancieiit Arc ! 
May every son be worthy of his eire ! 
Firm may she rise withoenenMis difldain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pfeasare's chain! 
Still self-dependent in her native sliore. 
Bold may s«ie brave grim Danger's ioodest roar, 
TiU Fate the eortain drop ou words U> be no 

more. 



EPISTLE TO WILLIAM CREECILi« 

AULD chuckle Reekie's i« sair distrest, 
Down droops her anoo weel-bixrnisU''<l cnest, 
Nae Joy her bonnle buskit nest, 

Can yield ava'. 
Her darling bird that she lo'es best— 

WiUie's awa' * 

Oh. Willie was a witty wight. 
And had o' things an ufioo slight ; 
Auld Reekie aye he keepit tight, 

And trig and braw: 
But now they'll busk tier like a fright^ 

Willie's ftura' ! 

The stlflfest o' them a' he bow'd : 
The bauldest o' them a' he cow'<l ; 
They durst nae mair than he allow'd, 

Tliat was a law: 
We've lost a birkle weel worth gowd— 

WUlie'sawa'! 

Now gawUes, Uwples, gowks, and fooU, 
Frae colleges and boarding-schools. 
May sprout like simmer puddoek-stoc^ 

In 0en or shuw : 
He wha conldl^sh them down to mooia, 

WllUe'f»w»*l 

The brethren o' (be Commeree Ctomer W 
May mourn their Iwm wi' doMa* daoionr ; 



He was a dictionar' imA . 
Amoac^^iMna*; 

I fear they'll »oir mak moay a 

Willie's ava'! 

Nae malr we see his levee door 

Philosophers and poets ponr. 

And toothy critics by the score, 
In bloody raw! 

The adjutant o' a' the core- 
Willie's awa' ! 

Now worthy Gregory's Latin faoa, 

Ty tier's and Greenfield's modest giCiMMs 

Mackenzie, Stewart, sic a braoe 

As Rome ne'er saw ; 
They a' maun meet some illker j^Aiee— 

WiUlesawa'i 

Poor Bums— e'en Scotch drink carnia qaickep, 
He cheeps like some bewilder'4 «hMi»ei, 
Scar'd frae its raiunie a»d the defokte' 

By hoodie -craw! 
Grief's glen his beart an sjieo kiddn'— 

Willie's awa' J 

Now ev'ry sour-mou'e glmin' blellum— 
And Calvin's foih, are fit to fell iite ; 
And self-conoelted critic slMllam 

His quill may draw ; 
He wha could brawlie ward their WeUitfB, 

Willie's awa'! 

Up wlmpllng stately Tweed Tve sped. 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettrick banks now roaring red, 

While tempests hlaw: 
But every joy and pleasure's fled— 

WUUe'sawa'J 

May I be slander's common speech 5 
A text for infamy to preacJi ; 
And lastly, street it out to bleadli 

In winter snaw ; 
When I forget thee, Willie Czeedi, 

Tho' far awa' ! 

May never wicked fortune t(wsle ktol 
May never wicked men baadKMN^ 
Until a pow as auld's Metbu&aiem 

He canty claw ! 
Then to the blessed New ivrmaAtm. 

Fleet wing awa' I 



THE HERMIT. 

WRITTEN ON A MARBLE SBDESOARD, IN THE 
MITAGE BELONGING TO TUE DCXJt OT 
IN THE WOOD OF ABERFBU>X:. 

WHOE'ER thou art, these lines now ve^^liflx. 
Think not. though from the w<w4d f«e«WMC; 
I Joy my lonely days to lead in 

This desert drear ; 
That fell remorse a conscience kto«dii\g 

Hath led me here. 

No thought of guUt my bosoms aevrs : 
Free-wilTd I fled from courtly bowew ; 
For well I saw in lialls aad towers 

That lust and pifde. 
The arch-flend's dearest, darkest; powers. 

In state preside. 

I saw mankind with vice encrn^ed; 
I saw that honour's sword was rusted: 
That few for aught but foUy lusted ; 
That he was still deceiv'd who trusted 

To love or Iriead ; 
And hither came, with men disgusted. 

My life to end. 

In this lone cave, in garments lowly, 

Altke a foe to noisy folly, 

And brow-bent gloomy BMlaAchoir, 

I wear away 
My life, and in my oflioe holy 

Consume the day. 



ut low en)^^iae «Uu^Ik 



UrUnown eMhjtfltTjmMlj' ait. 
Lei me in this bcHst "J*';>^ 

Slrangflr. ir Mil ot jDBIh nd rlM. 
And ;«[ na irM ku Durr'if Ikr qntet 
Thou baplj {bnw'tl ■ Konilal eje B 

Bnt If tbom kuM (nod ohh M H(b U 



I lamcnl Ikf EUEIaa, 

ueaTfi ot lokd fke- 



When In Iki whCiUEg bbvt nod nttn' mr, 
PnLa ScotlE ■ «nl Honxd l mtr dHuiwa, 
Oh hoi-ty IH^ ft] muurr HI eaBld &«ir t 

Jastlcs, the bigk Ttseiarut •) hei^Dl 
HerdDnbllal b*liiH* •T'd. aitil nn-Tbo-na; 
HeirjRR Ihg tldtan •« Hw (Mat Msw 
Nile link, wtmntmrd in (to wDdeal voe. 

Keen as Iba tfWns TlctlolKC h^iy. 
And •tlllB, dan, Uw iHlikrlimUllg ctT- 
Mark raOUB nolunt, ttlUiMAiiM crknM, 
KimslBii elats hi Huh ttmmb »ki^ 
VtowiuiiiiiHpvctljuliiiKicnHaA Hfr 
A» mllefiU.KMfg* ■•*- "-' 






Ys dark whM tHK «M krownnnlfhilrfb 
Turoal AlJigiD7 jrrlflriiHnlredBtnBaL 
Ye lenioeutt, ngt < jt tnbid tomnu. nB ! 



A» ExTEHPORe Errtwios, 



\nil fl]1 tbem Jilgh wllh leneioiB jnlce. 



yov IlmHC Ln po«1te Hlueklv. 

A land thHt Prow did nrBr tinr R. 

[hfin 'an unut^^re of r«k, "^"^ 
hear a ireil Ibnm r llw nest, 

ho red pe^ ^uh, a Aerj fceUHl, 
.iihqsk^l iij a fog bvenvu: 

rr nae coriTerAe bD( tialkrwa^ bodl^^ 
tV nae-kena'd (ace bal Jennj OeddeB. 
enny, m! I>eiiueMn pride ! 
lOHfe ane uimlen dmn SMhtlda. 

Hi lie team hip o'er ber HM brawii nose; 

hoii burs iheBndtllmiwhTiiinTaaUn 
[ hones nr hlltocki MTer etnmeled, 
nd Isle or early itaTer rmmbleil ? 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



For I conld lay mj bread and kail, 
llc'd ne'er cast salt nno' thy talL 
Wi' a' this care and. a this crief, 
And sma', sma' prospects ofrellef. 
And nought but peat-reek i' my head, 
How can I write what ye cane read ? 
Tarbolton, twenty-fonrth o' Jane, 
Ye'II find me in a better tune ; 
But till we meet and weet our whistle, 
Tak this excuse for nae epistle. 

Robert Bubns. 



EPTEMPORE TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL. 
*W GLSNEIDDELj.ON KETUKNING A NEWSPAPER. W 

Ellisland, Monday Evening. 

YouB news and review, Sir, I've read through 
and through. Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming; 
Tlie papers are barren of home-news or foreign, 

No murder or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends, the reviewers, those chlppers and 
hewers. 

Are Judges of mortar and stone. Sir ; 
But of meet, or unmeet, in a fabric complete, 

ril boldly pronounce they are none. Sir. 

^ly goose-quill too rude is to tell all your good- 
ness 

Bestowed on your servant, the Poet ; 
Would to God I had one like a beam of the sun, 

And then all the world. Sir, should know it ! 



MY AIN KIND DEARIE, O ! 

Tane— "The Lea-rig." 

Whew o'er the hill the eastern star. 

Tells bnghtin-time is near, my Jo ; 
And owsen frae the fnrrow'd field, 

Keturn sae dowf and weary O ! 
Down by the bum, where scented birks 

Wl' dew are hanging clear, my Jo, 
I'll meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 

In mirkest glen at midnight hour, 

I'd rove and ne'er be eerie O ! 
If through that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 
Alt.ho' the night were ne'er sae wild. 

And I were ne'er sae weary O I 
I'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O I 

The hunter lo'es the morning sun 

To rouse the mountain deer, my Joe ; 
At noon the fisher'seeks the glen. 

Along the burn to steer, my Joe ; 
Gie me the hour o' gloaroin' grcv 

It maks my heart sae cheery 6 1 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie O ! 



TO MARY. 
Tune—'' Ewe-bughts." 

WYll ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore? • 

"Will yo jro to tlie Indies, my Mary, 
Acrosf th* Atlantic's roar ? 

sweet grows the lime and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine : 

Y.wt a' the charms o' the Indies, 
('an nevei^ equal thine. 

1 line sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
I hae 8wom by the Heavens to be true ; 

And sac may tlie Heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow I 



O plight me your faith, my Mary, \ 

And plight me your lily-white nand : 

O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand. 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to Join ; 
And curst be the cause that shall part ttt ! 

The hour, and the moment o' time ! 



LETTER TO JAMES TENNANT, 

OF GLENCOiraBR . W« 

Auld comrade dear, and brither sinner. 
How's a' the folk about Glenconner 'i 
How do you, this blae, eastlln win", 
Tliat's Uke to blaw a body blin' ? 
For me, my faculties are frozen, 
And ilka member nearly dozen*. 

I've sent you here, by Johnnie Simson, 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on: — 
Smith, wi* his sympathetic feeling. 
And Reed, to common sense appealing. 
Philosophers have faught and wrangled. 
And meikle Greek and Latin mangled, 
Till, wi' their logic-Jargon tir'd. 
And in the depth of science mir'd, 
• To Common Sense they now appeal, 
What wives and wabsters see and feel. 
But, hark ye, friend! I charge you strictly. 
Peruse them, and return them quickly. 
For now I'm grown sae cursfed douce 
I pray and ponder butt the house : 
My snlns, my lane, I there sit roastin'. 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, and Boston : 
Till bye and bye. If I baud on, 
I'll grunt a blouset gospel-groan : 
Already I begin to try it, 
To cast my e'en up like a pyet, 
When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 
Flutt'ring and gasping in her gore : 
Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 
A burning and a shining hght. 

My heart-warm love to guld auld Glen 
The ace and wale o' honest men : 
When bending down wl' auld grey hairs, 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 
May He who made him still support him. 
And views beyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy family, far and near, 
God bless them a wi' grace and gear I 

My auld schoolfellow. Preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason billie, 
And Auchenbay, I wish him Joy! 
If he's a parent, lass or boy, 
May he be dad, and Meg the raither, 
Just flve-and-forty years thegither! 
And no forgetting wabster Charlie, 
I'm told he offers very fairly. 
And, Lord remember singing Sannock, 
Wi' hale breeks, saxpence, and a bannock ; 
And next my auld acquaintance Nancy, 
Since she is fitted to her fancy : 
And her kind stars hae airted till her 
A good chlel wi' a pickle siller. 
My kindest, best respects I sen' it. 
To cousin Kate and sister Janet : 
Tell them, frae me, wi' chiels be cautious. 
For, faith, they'll aiblins fin' them fashions. 
And lastly, Jamie, for yonrsel' 
May guardian angels tak a spell. 
And steer you seven miles south o' hell. 
But first, before you sec heaven's glory. 
May ye get mony a merry story, 
Mony a laugh, and mony a drink. 
And aye enough o' needfn' clink. 
Now fare ye weel, and Joy be wi' you. 
For my sake this I beg it o' yon. 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can. 
Ye'll fin' him Just an honest man : 
Sae I conclude, and quat my chanter. 
Yours, saint or sinner, Rob the Raktes« 



SECOKp EPCilLE 
DELIA. 

]JiiiTl!elLi,''inore deflghHiil .lUl,' 

i'-jT, Qb: lay aodlLa t'CrchedwlthloTG 
PEG NICHOLSON,'" 
Vai NklmtKin imi a |Kwd bsj mare, 
llni'now'aWM floulng'domi ISd Sllh, 

Auil past Um UHOtb 0- Culm. 
Vi-S SleJiotoon was a good bay mare, 



SECOND EPiaFLE TO HIE. QKAHA^ 
FisTflv, my Btay In worldly itrtfe. 



WUo l«it Iba'aU-ImpaniuU cs 



Aud kissing Inireai carllai. 
omnaitUm CbroaBli wir bsmnKlis rod* 
riiLstlLDff bla roaring pack abroad, 

ndTvTi«rb"BndHopelomfhiurd ' 
TacTery WhlKduflance. 

"o^'cicMvnlan pleading, 
Umualero'ereactaardenLVniLg ' 



We w dp eacb Tory's dark deilnu, 

KedoubUd dtalg. ntau ie{ at nouKlit 

And Wcisli, wboiie'eryeiili'ncb'diilsgraimd, 

WKVcjclopcau (u[y. 
Mlllsr brought' DP the anUlery raoka, 
The many ponnderi rf the Benlu, 



SaiiadnHii eilended long and large. 
With (iirioDS speed rush'<l to the cbargo. 



nien^lghtnlng's^re the Morray 11(1 



Dvpnrteil trbigs enjoy the Aithl. 
All deadly ^n^&^t^^wevw^ 



BCRKir POETICAL woBxa 



Bold Scrlmtr^iu^i'* fouon gaUarK 

ffowti™, tulglyt. inncli-wrDiif 'd Montroa 
Willie ihj.ilbiuni beU euBulTd tliy fuM, 



It I inlElii ireet. chit I nlubt err 
lie TorlM fnu, while Tories fly. 
And furlonTlviiigs pnrsmog: 
slWhlgtiut nils the good HtrJ 
Friend, Patrun. lfenel»clor7 ' 
ADd IHnarl. bald ■> HeCLor : 

Tbr inirer li sU-linvail&ig!" ' 



AcwUiiccIiiiar purely 
Howlir-nttie>I.>rmlhefon 



OF REELZEBITB. 



XOB Mgo Nont, luiw, nor sa«ir Suclti 

U«ilrMiniim»ntD(nr»kiin Ciu 

K grille them Eo a nfhi rapeutuice, 
cowa the isbel gBnerpIlun, 

'flier I and b6 d d ! viipt rifbt ha 



S7.i?rrp 



UIM<|ldaaayUa>l; 



.nalmra HigUuia ipirlii 



The young don. ivtage theu to tba taba 
Tlie hliilet, K tiM^'n iMhlltaH knont. 
Let them In l>niry Jane be leaioa'd I 
And It the wtrei awt dhty bnta 
Come thlnln' BC year dean ukd ^VMIb 
FlBflan wi'dudAaiidjreT wl'bau*, 
Frlfhlln' awa' your denck and gesM, 
Get em a bonewhlp or a lowlar. 
The langeit IliQag. the lereett gnwlor. 
And Ear the tatlered xypelee' iMk 
wr ^ their haKanb on ihelr CSl 

<^ on, my Lord i I Ung te meet yon*. 
Aiirl In myligueo at haaie tagnHnKl 

At my iMii hn' tmlfiHaTom eeit 

If^rtween^AEmafTO and Pliarro i 



ubekty—jl tkmsxext. 

THEK,CalBdanta.th7WlMlieaUiaaiiionK. 
Thee, famed lor uarllal d*ed and aacnSsoax, 

TothealtamwttlinMmmluaju! 
wnerelithatKndotlnadnDSdf 
luiinlnghd with the mtglny dead, 

Ueneath tlu halloirTna wftar* ITsIlau Uci 



¥e babhlinf wlhde. Ii iBaBea nraerE 
Dlitnrb BoCTatlM Banl'i alH)^ 



...Sah. 

I9 thu the power In freedom's war. 
That wont to Ud the hattia natt 
Behold ttat eye which ihot InntarMI hate, 
Behi>ld e^n grbily death's laajettle rtata 
When Freedcan-i uered glaaee e'en tteatli 

TOHB.HAXW£U„ 



naplr'S. 1 turn Fates ayhll teat 
ieethyUtal9tculTo'iH<IeI. ' 
This dny Uioa mete'K tbreesewe etersit, 
The second, slgtic. ye hen, Isflren 

■hy leiiKthiTi',1 dusio IhM Oleal aanrevm 
Lahe them, like Sodona and Ojnomh, 



oyhHn'ldtSuwee? 
While Bdkw they c 



AxtaaAtt ■* tlH IHUIM* due*, 
WhI Biniiia kiM llM luw 0^ 
A nii«i bout br Uiin, man, 

Wb£ Sopencltlan'i tnUMi brrwd 

lle'BEreaicrLhu 1 lord. mui. 

To Ete tbe swe^si blasJi u' keijili. 
AnJ be wbA acta U^o trsMur'A p«itj 



Kira LoBia Bioiglii to ™i It town, 

A wicked tnm nm*. on ii Udil 

DM Me * Mteuniath, am, 
KH'er riHnU ftniMi io tu dtImk, 

1 wat lliay pledcea UHlr fifib. mio ; 
Awa', Obt lied «f mo^ pando 

Uk« bui^ liB*tnwc*ne. man, 
Bat MOO (r*ir wvutr s'uu trade. 

And vMied IkeiT'd been al bamit fBIIL 
For FreedoiD, standing b; tbe lion, 

HikB flaof a iDiif 0' Uberi;, 
VMob jiieawd tliuD sue and *'. mwL 

faum drew the aieogliQ lUieL ou : 
laie UrellBfi nn— bcr biei «led cfaai^ 

And banged tba deapot weel, maa. 
Let Britain boaat her bardr oak. 

Her ngpuir and ner pine, man, 
AalddilulaMHecaaCrsnckberJokt. 

And o'er her oelitibovn ahine, dM^ 
Bui leet the loreii mod and nimi. 



vd weald Mclenial 



Wad giaddDii erei7 M 



Syne lot u» fira., a'nid Ecflki 






ON OBNBRAL DVMOCBIEK- 

t fASOCI CHI XOBUl AUAIB-Mt 

eoBe along wixh joWrJy 



Tben WB'U be dunn'il. uu donbt— Pwooarlnr. 

EFISTLE FBOU faoraa to kabia.** 

Fboh thoae drear nolKidet andfrDwaTAena, 
Where infunj vitli Md raHMance direMii 
Where uunlef a make UtalMdoiK portal lu^ 
And deal tram Iron handa the uare tcoiM: 
Where truBt 'prentleea, fel Tomiab Al 
Wash U the cnrlona abuEer peeping bu 
Where Knmpeta, Telle* •Ttbe^nken roar. 
Besolva lo drink, naj. halt to whore no more : 
Wbere tiny Ihlevei not desllndjet lo «Klng. 

To tell Maria her Jlsopos" tolc. 

PreMre. Nada, lei a borrtd tale, ' 
will tamthTv«cy renin to deadir pale I 
Wm ankc lij heir, the' «in fnm Sv paWid. 
Bt barber woT*n,nndte barber eoHT 
Thongh twiitad emoolfe iiilh iUnr'a aleiel 

Like hoary brlaUei o erect and BUfe 
The hero ol bembnJcecene nomoreb 
I tartliil)*Dilet.lDO!tlirlloraeT 



rln^ng bud sdawii an allei 



tbMSwailWi 



M 



feCRNS' POEtlOAli WORKft. 



8till she nndAtinted rd€ts and rattles on, 
And dares the public like a raoontidc snii. 
(What scandal call'd Maria's Jaunty stagger, 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ; 
Whose spleen e'en worse than Burns' venom, 

when 
He dips lu gall un«nix'd his eager pen, 
And pours his vengeance in the burning line, 
Who clirlsten'd thus Maria s lyre divine, 
The idiot stniin of vanity bemused. 
And even th' abuse of poesy abused : 
Who call'd her verse a parish Workhouse, made 
For motley, foundling fancies, stolen or stray'd'O 

A Workhouse! ah, that sound awakes roy woes. 
And pillows on the thorn my rack'd repose! 
In durance vile here must I wake and weep. 
And all my frowsy couch in sorrow steep ! 
That straw where many a rogue has lain of 

yore. 
And vermln'd Gipsies litter'd heretofore. 
Why Lonsdale thus, thy wrath on vagrants 

pour? 
Must earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 
Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell. 
And make a vast monopoly of licll ? 
Thou know'st the Virtues cannot hate theo 

worse ; 
The Vices also, must they club their curse ? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall, 
Because thy guilt's supreme enough for all? 

Maria, send me, too thy griefs and cares ; 
In all of thee sure thy ^sopns shares. 
As thou at all mankind the flag unfurls. 
Who on my fair one Satire's vengeance hurls? 
Who calls thee pert, affected, vain, coquette, 
A wit in folly, and a fool In wit ? 
Who says that fool alone is not thy due. 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it true? 
Our force united on thy foes we'll turn. 
And dare the war with all of women bom: 
For who can write and speak as thou and I? 
My periods that decyphering defy. 
Ana thy still matchless tong^ue that conquers all 
reply. 



THE VOWELS. 

A TALE. 

•TwAS where the birch and sounding thong are 

plied. 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride : 
Where Ignorance herdark'ning vapour throws, 
And Cruelty directs the thick'ning blows; 
Upon a time. Sir A-be-ce the great. 
In all his pedagogic powers elate, 
His awful chair of state resolves to mount, 
And call the trembling vowels to account. 

First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
But, ah ! dcform'd, dishonest to the sight! 
His twisted head look'd backward on his way. 
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted, at .' 

Reluctant, E stalk'd in ; with piteous race 
The jostling tears run down his honest face! 
That name, that well-worn name, and all his 

own. 
Pale he surrenders at the tyrant's throne! 
The Pedant stifles keen the Roman sound 
Ifot all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And next the title following close behind, 
He to the nameless, ghastly wretch asslgn'd. 

The cobweb'd Gothic dome resounded Y I 
In sullen vengeance, I, disdaln'd reply : 
The pedant swung his felon cudgel round. 
And Knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground! 

In rueful apprehension enter'd O, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe : 
Th' Inquisitor of Spain the most expert. 
Might there have learnt new mysteries of his 
art; 



80 grim, deform*d, with hontm enteftng V, 
His dearest friend and brother scaroeJy knew! 

As trembling U stood staring all affliast. 
The pedant in his left hand clatchVd him l&gt, 
In helpless infant's tears he dipp'd his rJgbt, 
Baptiz'd him fu, and kick'd hhn from hij si^bt 

VERSES TO JOHN RANKINE. 

One day, as Death, that gmsome carle, 
Was driving to the tither warl' 
A mixtle-raaxtie, motley sqnad. 
And mony a guilt-bespottea lad ; 
Black gowns of each denomination. 
And thieves of every rank and station. 
From him that wears the star and garter, 
To him that wintles in a halter: 
Ashamed hlmsel' to see the wretches. 
He mutters, glowrin' at the bitches, 
" By G— , I'll not be seen behiut them. 
If or 'raang th' sp'ritnal core present them, 
Without, at least, ane honest man, 
To grace this d— d infernal clan." 
By Adamhill a glance he threw, 
'• L— G-d !" quoth he, " 1 have it now. 
"There's just the man I want, I' faith !*' 
And quickly stoppit Rankine's breath. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE 
CHILD.212 

Oh, sweet be thy sleep in the land of the grave, 

My dear little angel, for ever ; 
For ever— oh, no! let not man be a slave, 

His hopes from existence to sever. 

Though cold be the clay where thou pillow'st thy 
head. 

In the dark silent mansions of sorrow, 
The spring shall return to thy low narrow bed. 

Like the beam of the day star to-morrow. 

The flower stem shall bloom like thy sweet 
seraph form. 
Ere the spoiler had nipt thee in blossom. 
When thou shrunk'st frae the scowl of the load 
winter storm. 
And nestled thee close to that bosom. 

Oh ! still I behold thee, all lovely in death, 
Reclined on the lap of thy mother ; 

When the tear trickled bright, when the short 

stifled breath, 
Told how dear ye were aye to each other. 

My child, thou art gone to the home of thy rest, 

where suffering no longer can harm thee. 
Where the songs of the good, where the hymns 
of the blest, 
Through an endless existence shall charm 
thee. 

While he, thy fond parent, must sighing so- 
journ, 

Through the dire desert regions of sorrow. 
O'er the hope and misfortune of being to mourn. 

And sigh for this life's latest morrow. 



THE RUINED MAID'S LAMENT. 

Oh, melkle do I rue, fause love, ' 

Or sairly do I rue. 
That e'er 1 heard your flattering tongne, 

That e'er your face 1 knew. 

Oh, I hae tent my rosy cheeks. 
Likewise my waist sae e-ma' ; 

And I hae lost my lightsome heart. 
That little wist a fa'. 

Now I maun thole the scornfn' sneer 

O' mony a saucy quean : 
When, gin the truth were a' but kcnt, 

Her life's been warse than mine. 



IMPROMPTU OK WHLIE STfiWART. 



m 



Whene'er my father thinks on me, 

He stares Into the wa' ; 
My mlther, she has taen the bed 

Wi' thinking on my fa'. 

"Whene'er 1 hear my father's foot. 
My heart wad burst wi pain : 

Whene'er 1 meet my mother's e'e, 
Ky tears rin down like rain. 

Alas ; sae sweet a tree as love 
Sic bitter frait shoald bear! 

AIns ! that ffer a bonnie face 
Should draw a sauty tear! 



THE DEAN OF THE FACULTY. 

A NEW BALLAD.213 

Tune— ''The Dragon of Wantley." 

Dirk was the hate at old Harlaw, 

That Scot to Scot did carry ; 
And dire the discord Land saw, 

For beanteons hapless Mary : 
But Scot with Scot ne'er so hot. 

Or were more in fury seen. Sir, • 
Than 'twixt Hal and Bob for the famous job- 

Who should be Faculty's Dean, Sir. 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore. 

Among the first was numbered; 
But pious Bob, mid learning's store. 

Commandment tenth remember'd. 
Yet simple Bob the victory got. 

And won his heart's desire ; 
Which shows that Heaven can boll the pot, 

Though the devil p in the Are. 

Squire Hal besides had in this case 

Pretensions rather brassy, 
For talents to deserve a place 

Are qualifications saucy ; 
So their worships of the ''Faculty," 

Quite sick of merit's rudeness. 
Choose one who should owe it all, d'ye see. 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 

As once on Plsgah purg'd was the sight 

Of a son of Circumcision, 
So may be, on this Pisgah height. 

Bob s purblind, mental vision : 
Nay, Bobby's mouth may be open'd yet, 

'nil for eloquence vou hail him, 
And swear he has the Angel met 

That met the Ass of Balaam. 

In your heretic sins may you live and die. 

Ye heretic Elght-and-thirty, 
Hat accept, ye sublime majority, 

Mv congratulations hearty. 
With your Honours and a certain King 

In your servants this is striking, 
Tlie more incapacity they bring 

The more they're to your liking. 



VERSES 

ON THE DESTRUCTION OF THE WOODS NEAR 
DRUMLANRIG,214 

As on the banks o' wandering Nith, 

Ane smiling simmer-morn 1 strayed. 
And traced its bonnie howes and haughs. 

Where lintles sang and lambkins play'd : 
I sat me down upon a craig. 

And drank my fill o* fancy's dream. 
When, from the eddying deep below, 

Uprose the genius of the stream. 

Dark, like the frowning rock, his brow, 
And troubled, like his wintry wave, 

And deep, as sighs the boding wind 
Amang his eaves, the sigh ne gave— 

"And came ye here, my son," he cried, 
' 'To wander in my birkcn shade ? 

To muse some favourite Scottish th^me, 
..Or sing some favourite Scottish maid ? 



"There was a time— It's tiae lang svne. 

Ye might hae seen me in my pride, 
When a my banlts sae bravely saw 

Their woody pictures In my tide : 
When hanging beech and spreading elm 

Shaded by streams sae clear and cool ; 
And stately oaks their twisted arms 

Threw broad and dark across the pool. 

"When, glinting through the trees, appeared 

The wee white cot aboon the mill. 
And peacefn' rose its ingle reek, 

Tliat slowly curled up the hill. 
But now the cot Is bare and cauld. 

It's branchy shelter's lost and gane, 
And scarce a stinted birk is left 

To shiver In the blast Its lape." 

"Alas!" said I, "what ruefu' chance 

Has twin'd ye o' your stately trees ? 
Has laid your rocky bosom bare ? 

Has strlpp'd the deeding o' your braes ? 
Was It the bitter eastern blast, 

That scattered blight In early spring? 
Or was't the wil'flre scorched their bough'?. 

Or canker-worm wl' secret sting?" 

"Nae eastlln' blast," the sprite replied: 

" It blew na here sae fierce and fell. 
And on ray dry and w^halesomc banks 

Nae canker-worms get leave to dwell : 
Man ! cruel man I" the genius sigh'd— 

As through the cliffs he sank him down— 
"The worm that gnaw'd my bonnie trees, 

That reptile wears a ducal crown." 



ON THE DUKE OF QUEENSBERRY.aw 

How shall I sing Dnimlanrig's Grace- 
Discarded remnant of a race 

Once great in martial story? 
His forbears' virtues all contrasted— 
The very name of Douglai blasted— 

His that inverted glory. 

Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore; 
But he has superadded more, 

And sunk them in contempt : 
Follies and crimes have stain'd the name. 
But, Queensberry, thln« the virgin claim. 
From ought that^s good exempt. 

VERSES TO JOHN M'MURDO, ESQ. 

[WITH A PRESENT OF BOOKS. J21« 

Oh, could I give thee India's wealth 

As I this trifle send! 
Because thy joy In both would be 

To share them with a friend. 

But golden sands did never grace 

The Heliconian stream : 
Then take what gold could never buy— 

An honest Bard's esteeoL 



ON MR. M'MURDO. 

INSCRIBED ON A PANE OF GLASS -IN HIS HOCSE. 

Blest be M'Murdo to his latest day! 
No envious cloud o'ercast his evening ray ; 
No wrinkle furrowed by the hand of care. 
Nor ever sorrow add one silver hair! 
Oh, may no son the father's honour stain, 
Nor ever daughter give the mother pain ! 



IMPROMPTU ON WILLIE STEWART.zi? 

You're welcome, Willie Stewart, 
You're welcome, Willie Stewart, 
There's ne'er a flower tliat blooms In May, 
That's half sac welcome s thou art. 

Come, bumpers high, express your joy, 

Tlie bowl we maun renew It; 
The tappit-kengae bring her b«n, 

To welcome Willie Stewart. 



M 
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May foes be Strang, and friends be slack, 

Ilk action may he rae it ; 
May woman on liim tnrn her bade. 

That wrangs thee, WiUie Stewart. 

MONTGOMERY'S PEGGY.WS 
r«ji«. ->♦ Gala- Water. 

Altho' my bed were In yon muir, 
Amang the heather, in ray plaidie. 

Yet happy, happy wonld I be. 
Had I my dear Montgomery's Pcgs^. 

When o'er the hill beat surly storms. 
And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 

I'd seek some 4eli, and in my arms 
I'd shelter dear Montgomery's f*eggy. 

Were I a baron proud and high. 
And corse and servants waiting ready, 

Then a' 'twad gle o' Joy to me, 
The sharin't with Montgoinery's Peggy. 

BOXNY PEGGY ALISOK.Mt 
Tuae—"' Braes o' Balquhidder." 

I'll kiss thee yet. yet. 
And I'll kiss thee o'er again ; 

And I'll kiss thee yet, yet. 
My bonnie Pegg^ Alison I 

Ilk care and fear, when thou art bear, 

I ever mair defy them, X) ! 
Young kings opon their hansel throne 

Are no sae blest as 1 am, ! 

When in ray arras, wi' a* thy charms, 
I clasp ray countless treasure, O I 

I seek nae mair o' Heaven to share, 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, X) ! 

And by thy e'en, sac bonnie blue, 
1 swear I'm thine for ever, O ! 

And on thy lips 1 seal my vow, 
And break it shall I never, O I 



HEKE'S TO THY HEALTH, MY BONNIE 

LASIS. 

Tttne-^^'Laggan Bum." 

Here's to thy health, my bonnie lass, 

Guid night, and joy be wi' thee ; 
I'll come nae mair to thy bower-door. 

To tell thee that I lo'e thee : 
Oh, dinna think, my prettr pink. 

But I can live without thee : 
I vow and swear 1 dinna care 

How lang ye look about ye. 

Thou'rt aye sae free Informing me 

Thou hast nae mind to marry : 
1*11 be as free informing thee 

Nae time hae I to tarry. 
I ken thy friends tn ilka means, 

Frac wedlock to delay thee ; 
Depending on some hlgner chaucc— 

But fortune may betray thee. 

1 ken they scorn my low estate. 

But that does never grieve me ; 
But I'm as free as any he, 

Sma' siller will relieve me. 
I count my health my greatest wealth, 

Sae long as I'll enjoy it : 
I'll fear nae scant, I'll bode nae want. 

As lang's I get employment. 

r>ut far-off fowls hao feathers fair, 

And aye until ye try them : 
Tho' they seem fair, still have a care. 

They may prov« waur than I am. 
But at twal at night, when the moon Aines 
bright. 

My dear, I'll come and see thee : 
For the man that lo'es his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary. 



YOUNG PBaGY.« 
Tune—** Last tli^e I came Kfer ttfe IMr/ 
Young Pxq»t bloooiB obt bonnteal l$m, 

Her blush is like tihe momttairt 
The rosy dawn, .the springing grasa, 

With early gems adorning: 
Her eyes outshine the radiant beama 

That gild the passing shower. 
And glitter o'er the crystal streams. 

And cheer each Ireab'oiotf flower. 

Her lips, more than the cherriea bright, 

A richer dye has graceoxhem ; 
They charm th* admiring gazer's sight, 

And sweetly tempt to taste them : 
Her smile is, as the evening mild. 

When feathered tribes are cuurtiBf, 
And little lambkins wanton wild. 

In playful bauds di£^porLing. 

Were Fortune lovely Peggy's foe. 

Such sweetness would relent her ; 
As blooming apring unbends tlie ^EOifr 

Of surly, savage winter. 
Detraction's eye no aUn can gata* 

Her winning powers to iessc»a ; 
And fretful envy grins in v«i^. 

The poison'd tooth to Xasten. 

Ye pow'rs of honour, love, and tjFutli, 

From ev'ry 111 defend her: 
Inspire the highly-favonr'd yoalili, 

The Destinies intend her: 
Htill fan the sweet conubial 4fune 

Responsive in each bosom. 
And bless the dear parental name 

With many a filial blossom. 



THE PLOUGjHMAlf. 
Tune—'* Up wi' the Ploughman.** 

The ploughman lie's a bonnie 1«4, 

His raind is ever true, jo; 
His garters knit below his knee, 
His bonnet it is blue, jo. 
Then up wi' my ploughman lad. 

And hey my merry ploughman! 
Of a' the trades that ido kon. 
Commend nie to the ploughman. 

My ploughman he comes heme at-e'AO, 

He's often wat and weary ; 
Cast off the wat, put on the dry, 

And gae to bed, my dearie ! 

I will wash my ploughman's hoe». 

And 1 will dress his o'eriay ; 
I will mak ray ploughman's oed. 
And cheer Iiim utte and early. 

I hae been oast, J hae been west, 
1 hae been at St. Johnston J 

Tlie bonniest sight that e'er I saw 
Was the ploughman laddie Qancin'. 

Snaw-white stockins' on his legs, 

And siller buckles glancin' ; 
A guld blue bonnet on his head— 

And oh, but he was handsome I 

Commend me to the barn-yard, 
And at the corn-mou', man ; 

I never gat my coggie fou. 
Till I meet wl' the ploughman. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAJNS.« 

Tune-'* Yon wild mossy mountains." 
Yox wild mossy mountains sae lofty and "vrfA 
That nurse in their bosom the youth o' i 

Clyde 
Where the 'gronse lead their coveys tiiro' i 

heather to feed, 
And the shepherd tents Us^ock m he pipea 

his freed. 



MTHERSOirS FAREWELL. 
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the grouse lead their coveys thro' the 
iather to feed, 

e shepherd tents his flock as he pipes 
) his reed. 

twrie's rich, vallias, nor Forth's sonny 

lorcs, 

las the charm o' yon wild, mossy moors ; 

re, by a lanely and sequester d stream, 

. a sweet lassie, my thought and my 

•earn. 

lere, by a lanely and seQoester'd stream, 

es a sweet lassie, my thought and my 

cam. 

the wild monntiains shall stflF be my 
ith, 

iam foamhig down its ain gi*een, narrow 
rath : 

re wi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
)'er us unheeded lice the swift hours o' 
vc. 

lere wi' my lassie, the day lang I rove, 
t o'er us unheeded flee the swift honrs o' 
ve. 

lot the fairest, altho' she is fair; 
education but sma' is her share ; 
'entagc humble as humble can be ; 
t'e the dear lassie beeanse she lo'es me. 
arentnge humble as humble can bo; 
lo'e the dear lassie because she lo'es me. 

nty what man but maun yield him a 
ize, 

u'mc ur of glances, and blushes, and sighs ? 
len wit and refinement hae polish'd her 
irts, 

izzle our e'en, as they flee to our hearts, 
vhen wit and refinement has polish'd her 
arts, 

dazzle our e'en, as they flee to our 
jarts. 

dness, sweet kindness, in the fond spark- 

ig e'e 

tre outshining the diamond to me : 

3 heart beating love, as I'm clasp'd in her 

:ms, 

!se are my lassie's all-KSonquering charms! 

he heart beating love as I'm clasp'd in 

jr arms, 

these are my lassie's all-conqueUng 

larms ! 



ON CEdSNOCK BANKS. 

>— ''If he be a Butcher neat and trim.'* 

issnock banks there lives a lass, 
lid I describe her shape and mien ; 
races of her weel-fanr'd face, 
i the glancin' of her sparklin' e'en ! 

fresher than the morning dawn, 
en rising Phoebus first is seen, 
I dew-drops twinkle o'er the la'Wn ; 
1 she's twa glancin' sparklln' e'en. 

stately like yon yeathful ash, 
it grows the cowslip braes between, 
ihoots its head above each bush; 
i she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en; 

spotless as the flow'ring thorn, 

;h flowrs so white, and leaves so green, 

1 purest in the dewy mom ; 

1 she's twa glancin sparklin' e'en. 

ooks arc like the sportive lamb, 
en flow'ry May adorns the scene, 
wantuns round its bleating dam ; 
1 she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

lair is like the curling mist 
It shades the mountaiin-side at.e'en, 
1 fiow'ry-reviving rains are past ; 
i she's twa glandn' sparklin^ e'eU. 



Her forehead's like the showery bow. 
When shining simbeams intervene. 

And gild the distant mountain's brow ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her voice is like the evening thrash 
That sings on Cessnock banks unseen. 

While his mate sets nestling in the bush ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe 
That snimy walls from Boreas screen, 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep. 
With fleeces newly washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep : 
And she's twa glancin* sparklin' e'en, 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze 
That gently stirs the blossom'd bean, 

When Phoebus sinks beneath- the seas : 
And she's twa glancin' sparklin' e'en. 

But it's not her air, her form, her face, 
Tho' matching beauty's fabled queen ; 

But the mind that shines in ev'ry grace. 
And chiefly in her sparklin' e'en. 



POWERS C ELESTIAL. 
Tune—'' Blue Bonnets." 

Powers celestial ! whose protection 

Ever guards the virtuous fair. 
While in distant climes I wander, 

Let my Mary be your care : 
Let her form sae fair and faultless. 

Fair and faultUjss as your own, 
Let my Mary's kindred spirit 

Draw your choicest influence dowiL 

Make the gales you waft around her 
Soft and peaceful as her breast, 

Breathing in the breeze that fans her, 

. Soothe her bosom into rest: 

Guardian angels ! oh protect her. 
When in distant lands I roam : 

To realms unknown while fate exiles mft, 
Mako her bosom still my home. 



I'M OWRE YOUNG TO MAltKY TET. 
Tune—'' I'm owre young to marry yet." 

I AM my mammy's ae bafm, 

Wi' unco folk I weary. Sir; 
And if I gang to your house, 

I'm fley d 'twill make me eei>ie, Ste. 

I'm owre young to mari^ jfet ; 

I'm owre young ta marlry ye^ ; 
I'm owre young— *fwad be a sin 

To take me frae my mammy yet. 

Hallowmas is come and gane, 
Tb© nights are lang in wlnfer. Sir ; 

And yon and I In wedlock's bands, . 
In troth, I dare not venture, Sir. 
I'm owre young, Ac. 

Fu' loud and shrill the ft*osty wind 
Blaws through the leafless timmer, Sir; 

Bnt If y« come this gate again. 
I'll anlder be gin simmer, Sir. 
I'm owre young, &c. 



MTHERSON'S FAREWELL.222 
Jkme—" Macpherson's Rant." 

Farewbll, ye dungeons dark and strong: 

The wretch's destinle ! 
Macpherson's time will not be loDg 

On yonder gnUoyrv^x^^, 
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8ae rantingly-, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauutfngly gacd he : 
He play'd a spring, and danc'd it ronnd, 

Below the gallows-tree. 

Oh, what Is death but parting breath?— 

On mony a bloody plain 
Tve dar'd his face, and in this place 

1 scorn him yet again ! 

Untie these bands from off my hands, 

And bring to rae ray sword ; 
And there's no man in all .Scotland, 

But I'll brave him at a word. 

I've Uv'd a life of sturt and strife ; 

1 die by treacherie : 
It burns ray heart I mnst depart. 

And not avenged be. 

Now farewell light— thon snnshine bright, 
• And all beneath the sliy I 
May coward shame disdain his name. 
The wretch that dares not die ! 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM Til ATS AWA*. 

7^;i«— "Here's a health to them that's awa'." 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 

And wha wlnna wish gnid Incic to oar cause. 

May never guid Inck be their fa' ! 

It's guid to be merry and wise. 

It's gnid to be honest and true. 

Its gnid to support Caledonia's, 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here's a health to them that's awa' 

Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 

Here's a health to Charlie,223 tlio chief o' the 

clan, 
Altho' that his band be but sma'. 
May Liberty meet wi' success I 
May Prudence protect her frae evil ! 
May tyrants and tyranny tine in tiie mist, 
And wander their way to the devil ! 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 

Here's a health to them tliat's awa' ; 

Here's a health to Tammic, the Norland laddie, 

Tliat lives at the lug o' the law ! 

Here's freedom to him that wad read ! 

Here's freedom to him that wad write ! 

There's nane ever fear'd that the truth should 

be heardt 
But they wham the truth wad Indite. 

Here's a health to them that's awa'. 
Here's a health to them that's awa' ; 
Here's Chieftain M'Leod, a Chieftain worth 

gow'd, 
Tho* bred amang monntalns o' snaw ! 
Here's friends on both sides of the Forth, 
And friends on both sides of the T^^ecd ; 
And w^ha wad betray old Albion's rights, 
May they never eat of her bread I 



THE BLIZDE-BED ROSE AT YULE MAY 

BLAW. 

ytftw— "To daunton me." 

The blude-red rose at Yule may blaw, 
Tlie slramer llUes bloom in snaw. 
The frost may freeze the deepest sea ; 
Bal an anld man shall never daunton me. 

To daunton me, and me so young, 
Wr his fause heart and flatt'ring tongue, 
That is the thing you ne'er shall sec : 
For an auld man shall never daunton mc. 

For a' his meal, and a' his maut. 
For a' his fresh beef and his saut. 
For a' ills gold and white monie, 
An auld man shall never daunton me. 

His jroar may buy him kyc and yowes. 
His gear may buy him glens and knowcs; 



But mo he shall not bay nor fee. 

For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

He hirples twa-fauld as he dow, 

Wi' his teethless gab and his anld held pow, 

And the rain rains down from his red Uee 

e'e— 
That auld man shall never daunton me. 



WHEN JANUAR' WIND.2M 
Tune—^'^ The U»ss that made the bed to me." 

Wren Jannar' wind was blawing caold, 

As to the north I took my way. 
The mirksome night did-me enfauldf 

I knew na where to lodge till day. 

By my good luck a maid I met. 

Just in the middle o' my care ; 
And kindly she did me invite 

To walk into a chamber fair. 

I bow'd fu' low unto this maid. 
And thank'd her for her conrtesie ; 

1 bow'd fu' low unto this maid. 
And bade her mak a bed to me. 

She made the bed balth large and wide, 
Wi' twa white hands she spread it down; 

She put the cup to her rosy lips. 
And drank, " Young man, now sleep ye sooi 

She snatch'd the candle in her hand. 
And frae my chamber wont wi* speed; 

But I call'd her quickly back again, 
To lay some mair below my head. 

A cod she laid below ray head. 

And served me wi' due respect ; 
And to salute her wl* a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 

" Hand aff your hands, young man,'* she s^ya 

" And dinna sae uncivil be : 
If ye hae ony love for rae, 

wrang na my virgluitie !" 

Her hair was like the links o' gowd. 

Her teeth were like the ivorle ; 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lass that made the bed to me. 

Her bosom was the driven snaw, 
Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see ; 

Her limbs the polish'd marble stano, 
The lass that made the bed to mu. 

I kiss'd her owre and owre again. 
And aye she wist na what to say; 

I laid her 'tween me and the wa'— 
Tlic lassie thought na lang till day. 

Upon the raorrow when we rose, 

1 thank'd her for her courtesie ; 

But aye she blnsh'd, and aye she sigh'd. 
And said, "Alas! ye've ruin'd me."' 

I clasp'd her waist, and kiss'd her sync. 
While the tear stood twinklin' la ller e'e ; 

I said, " My lassie, dinna cry, 
For ye aye shall make the bed to me." 

She took her mither's Holland sheets, 
And make them a' in sarks to me : 

Bkrthe and merry may she be, 
The lass that made the bed to me. 

The bonnie lass made the bed to rae, 
The braw lass made the bed to me 

ni ne'er forget till the day i die, 
The lass that made tho bed to mc ! 



BONNIE ANN.JKa 
Tune— Ye gallants briplit." 

Ye gallants bright, 1 pmI ye ri;;lit, 

Beware o' bunnic Ann; 
Her comely fa cesue fu' o' grac^ 

Your heart she will trpptm, 



HUNTING SONG. 



C7 



Her e'en sae bright, liko stars by night, 

llcr skin is like tlic swan ; 
Sae j imply lac'd her genty waist, 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move, 

And pleasure leads the van: 
In a' their charms, and conquering arms. 

They wait on bonnie Ann. 
The captive bands may chain the hands. 

But love enslaves the man ; 
Ye gallants braw, I red you a', 

Beware o' bonnie Ann ! 



BLOOMING NELLY. 
7\<n«--" On a bank of Flowers." 

On a bank of flowers, in a summer day. 

For summer lightly drest, • 
The youthful blooming Nelly lay, 

Witli love and sleep opprest ; 
■When Willie, wand'rlng thro' the wood, 

Who for her favour oft had sued, 
Jle gaz'd, he wish'd ho fear'd, he blosh'd. 

And trembled where he stood. 

Her closed eyes like weapons sheath'd. 

Were seal d in soft repose ; 
Her lips still as she fragrant breath'd, 

It richer dy'd the rose. 
The springing lilies sweetly prest, 

Wild— wanton, kiss'd her rival breast ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd, 

His bosom ill at rest. 

Her robes light waving in the breeze, 

Her tender limbs embrace ; 
Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace: 
Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiss he stole ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blosh'd, 

And sigh'd his very sooL 

As flies the partridge from the brake, 

On fear-inspired wings. 
So Nelly starting, half awake. 
Away affrighted springs : 
But Willie follow'd, as he should. 

He overtook her in the wood; 
He vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid 

Forgiving all and good. 



MY HEARTS IN THE HIGHLANDS. 
Tune—''FaiUe na Miosg " 

:\Iv heart's in the Highlands, my heart Is not 

here; 
lily honrt's in the Highlands a-chasing the 

deer; 
Chasing the wiM deer, and following the roe— 
^iy heart's in the Highlands wherever I go. 

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the 

North, 
Tiio birth-place of valour, the country of 

worth ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever Irovp, 
'i ho hills of the Highlands for ever I 1'*vg. 

I'juewell to the mountains high covered with 
snow; 

rnrewcll to the straths and green vallies be- 
low: 

Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging 
woods : 

Farewell to the torrents and lond-poniing 
floods. 

My heart's In the Highlands, my heart is not 

here, 
My heart's in the Highlands a-chaslng the 

deer* 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roo— 
2ily heart's in the Highlands wherever 1 go. 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN.220 
Tune—'' Death of Captain Cook." 

Thou ling'rlng star, with less'ning ray, 

That luv'st to greet the early morn, 
Again thon usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
Oh Mary 1 dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st cbou the groans that rend hi3 bivast ! 

That sacred hour can I forget, 

Can I forget the hallowed grove, 
Where by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love ! 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last ! 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhnng with wild woods, thickening green I 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene ; 
The flow'rs sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray- 
Till soon, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaim'd the speed of winged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 
Time but th impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary ! dear departed shade I 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thon the groans that rend his breast? 

YOUNG JOCKEY. 
Tune—*' Young Jockey." 

YouNO Jockey was the blythest lad 

In a' our town or here awa' : 
Fu' bly the he whistled at the gaud, 

Fu' lightly danced he in the ha'. 
He roosed my e'en, sae bonnie blue. 

He roosed my waist sae genty sma*, 
And aye my heart came to my mou' 

When ne er a body heard or saw. 

My Jockey toils npon the plain. 

Thro' wind and weet, thro' frost mtfsnaw: 
And o'er the lea I lenk f n' Tsin, 

When Jockey's owsen hamewaM ca\ 
And aye the night comes round again. 

When in liis arms he takes me a% 
And aye he vows he'll be my ain. 

As lang's he has a breath to draw. 



I DO CONFESS THOU ABT BAE FAIR. 
I i>o confess thou art sae fair. 

I wad been owre the lugs in love. 
Had I na found the slightest prayer. 

Thy lips could speak, thy heart cooUl move. 
I do oonufess thee sweet, but find 

Thoa art sae thriftless o' tbv sweets, 
Th V favonrs are the silly wind. 

That kisses ilka thhigs it meets. 

See yonder nMK-bud, rich in dew, 

Araang Its native briers sae coy; 
How stuie it times its scent and bne 

When poa'd and worn a common toy ! 
MIe fate, ere lang, shall thee betide, 

Tho' thon may gaily bloom awhile I 
Yet soon thou shait be thrown aside, 

Like onyx:ommon weed and vile. 



HUNTING SONG. 
Tune^**l red you beware at the hunting." 

The heather was blooming, the meadows were 

mawn, 
Our lads gaed a-hnntlac axv% ^«^ «X Vca ^»:«>&.. 
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Owrc moon and owro itioRses and mony a glen, 
At length they discovered a bonnte moor-hen. 
I red you beware at the hunting, yoni^: 

men; 
I red you beware at the hunting, youAg 

men; 
Tnk some on the wing, and some as they 

spring. 
But cannlly steal on a bonidc moor-hop. 

Sweet bmshing the dew from the brown heather 

bells, 
llcr cokiurs betray'd her on yon mossy fcUs; 
Her plumage out-lnstrod.the pride o' the s^ng, 
dnd uh ! as she wantoned gay on the wing. 
1 red you beware, Ac. 

A.uld Phoebus himscr, as he peeped o'or the 

hlU, 
In spite at her plumage he trl^d his skill ; 
lie leveli'd his rays .where she ihasfcld .on the 

brae— 
Ills eyes wore oatshone, and bat marked .where 

she lay. 
I red you beware, Ac. 

They hunted the valley, they hunted the hill ; 
The best of onr lads wr the best o' their skill; 
liut still as the fairest she sat in their sight. 
Then, whirr ! she was over, a mile at a flight. 
I red you beware, Ac. 



KENMXTRE'S ON AND AWA'.«' 
Tune— ''Oh Kenmnre'son and awa', Willie !" 

Oh, Keiraure's on and awa\ Willie! 

Oh, Kenranre's on and awa' ! 
And Kenmure's lord's the bravest lord 

That ever Galloway saw. 

Success to Kenmure's band, Willie ! 

Success to Kenmure's band ; 
There's no a heart that fears a Whig, 

That rides by Kenmure's hand. 

Here's Kenmure's health in wine, WilUo! 

Here's Kenmure's health in wine; 
Tliere ne'er was a coward o' Kenmure's blade, 

Nor yet o' Oontou's Uiie. 

Oh, Kenmure's Uids are men, Willie! 

Oh, Kenmure's lads aremen ; 
Their hearts and swords are metal tme— 

And that their faes shall ken. 

Tliey'U live or die wl' fame, Willie! 

They'll live or die wi' fame ; 
But soon, Wl* sounding victorie. 

May Kenmure's lord come hame ! 

Here's him that's far awa', Willie ! 

Here's him that's far awa' ! 
And here's the flower that I lo'e best— 

The rose that's like the snaw ! 



SUCH A PABCEL OF KOOUES IS A 
NATION. 

Tune—^'' A parcel of rogues in a natl(»L" 

Farewkel to a' our Scottish fame, 

Fareweel our ancient glory, 
Farcweel even to the Scottish oame, 

Sae fam'd in martial story. 
Now Sark riiis o'er the Holway sands, 

And 'IVeod rins to the ocean. 
To mark where England's province stands :— 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation I 

'Wlint force or guile could not snbdae, 

Tliro' many warlike ages. 
Is wrought now by a coward few, 

B'or hireling traitors' wages. 
The English steel we could disdain, 

Secure in valour's station ; 
But English gold has been our bane:~ 

Sach a parcel of rogues in a nati(m. 



O would I had not seen the 4»y 

That treason thus could fell us. 
My auld grey head had licii in clay^ 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace! 
But pith and power, till my last-boar^ 

I'll mak this declaration ; 
We're bought and sold for Enidisli gqld:-^ 

Such a parcel of rogaes in ft jsatioiu 



THE EXCI81EUA1S JOB 

Tune — "ThQ deU cam fiddling ^throagb tbf 

town." 

The doll cam fiddUng tbrougti the town, 
And danced awa* wi' the -ExcisemMi, 
And ilka wife cries— "Auld Mfthown 
I wish you luck o' the prtae man*!** 
The deil's awa', the deil's awa*. 

The deil's awa' wi' the rirnliomnDi. 
He's danc'd awa', he's danc'd Awa*, 
He's danc'd awa' wi' the JEVxalaeman^ 

We'll mak our maut, we'll braw Qi|r.4i;l|i}(, 
W(!'1I dance, and sing, and rejoice, man: 
And mony braw thapks to t|ie,iDeUile-ti||MkdeiI 
Tliut danc'd awa' wi' the BxcUeixMn! 
The deil's awa', the dellls-awa', 

The deil's awa' wi' the fiKoiflenuMO^ 
He's danc'd awa', he's danc'd awra'. 
He's danc'd awa' wi the £]«daaiqfM|i! 

There's theesome reels, there's fonraome xoels, 

Tiiero's hornpipes and strathspeys, man; 
But the ae best dance olc^'Oame to the-liind, 
Was— tho deil's awa' ,wi' the i^lxqiaainaD! 
The dell's awa', 'the deil'-s awa', 

The deil's awa* wi' the lExoatemMi : 
He's danc'd awa'. ^he's danc'd wnt^. 
He's danc'd awa' wi' the ■*'-B**fP**mOT I 



I'LL AYE CA' Ijr BY XOK .XOWK- 
7'un€—'* I'll goo nae mak to joa 4owil' 

I'll aye ca' in by yon town. 

And by yon garacn green, A0Kiiic; 
I'll aye ca In by yon towp. 

And see my bonnie Joan again ; 
There's nane sail ken, there's nanc JwU^gilMa, . 

What brings me back the gate again ; 
But she, my fairest, faithfu' lass. 

And stowlins we sail meet again. 

She'll wander by the aiken tree. 

When trystin -time draws near Again ; 
And when her love form 1 see, 

Oh, huith, she's doubly dear again! 
I'll aye ca' in by yon town. 

And by yon garden green, again; 
I'll aye ca in by yon town, 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 



COULD OUGHT OF BONO. 

Tune—'' At setting day." 

Could anght of song declare mv pains. 

Could artful numbers move thee. 
The Muse should tell, in labour'd strains, 

Oh Mary, how I love thee ! 
They who but feign a wounded heart 

May teach the lyre to languish ; 
But what avails the pride of art. 

When wastes the soul with anguish? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 

Tlie heart-felt pang discover; 
And in the keen, yet tender eye. 

Oh read th' imploring lover! 
For well 1 know thy gentle mind 

Disdains art's gay disguising ; 
Beyond what fancy e'er reflnxf, 

The y<rfoe of nature iH^xlng. 



THE FATE CHABfPETRE. 
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Ori, STEtJt riBR UP. 
TMn«— " Oh, steer her up, and haad her gsas." 

Oh, steer her up, and hand ik&t gftuA-^- 

llcr mother's at the miU, |o; 
And gif she winna take a man, 

E'en let her take her will, jo; 
I'lrst shore her wi' a kindly Was, 

And ca' another gill, Jo, 
And gif she take the thing amiss, 

Ev'n let her flyte her flu, Jo, 

Oh, steer her np. and be na hlttfe, 

And gif she take It HI. lo, 
Ttien lea'e the lassie till her fate. 

And time nae langer sptll, jo: 
Ne'er break your heart for an^ febtti. 

But think upon it still, Jo; 
Tlien gif the lassie winna A</t. 

Yell find anither wlU, jo. 



IT 



WAS A' FOR OUR RIGHTFU* KING.220 
Tune— '^ It was a* for onr rigbtfa' Mag. 
It was a' for our rlghtf n' king 

We left fair Scotland's strand ; 
It was a' for onr rightfn' king 
We e'er saw Irish land. 
My dear ; 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

^ow a' is done that men can do^ 

And a' is done in vain ; 
My love and native land fateweHj 

For I maun cross the maih. 
My dear; 

For I maun cross the ntiaiii. 

He turned him right, and round about 

Upon the Irish shore; 
And gie his bridle-reins a shake, 

With adien for evermore. 
My dear ; 
With adieu for evermore. 

The sodger from the i^ats feioAM, 

The sailor frae the main: 
But I hae parted frae my lovC, 

Never to meet again. 
My dear ; 
Never to meet again. 

When day is gane, and night is eothe, 

And a' folk bound to sleep ; 
I think on him that's far awa', 

The lee-lang night and weep, 
My dear ; 
The lee-lang night and weep. 

OH, LAY THT LOOF iN MINE, LASS. 

Tune—*' Cordwainer's March." 
Oh, lay thy loof in mine, lass. 
In mine, lass, in mine, lass. 
And swear on thy white hand, latis^ 
That thou wilt be my ain. 

A slave to love's unbounded si*'*;^^ 
He aft has wrought me mefkle irae ; 
But now he is ray deadly fae, 
Unless thou be my ain. 

There's mony a lass has broke unr rttt, 
That for a blink I hae lo'ed best i 
But thou art queen within my brteKst, 
For ever to remain. 

Oh, lay thy loof in mine, lass: 
In mine, lass, in mine, lass : 
And swear on thy white hand, lass, 
That thou wilt be my ain. 



OH MALLY'S MEEK, MALLTS BWEET. 
Oh Mally's meek, Mally's sweet, 

Mally's modest and discreet, 
Mally's rar», Mally's fair, 

Mallyia every way complct*. 



As I was waHkin-g op the street, 

A bareflt maid I chanc'd (o meet ; 
But oh ! the road was very hard 

For that fair maiden's tender feet. 

It were mair meet that those iihe feet 
Were weel lac'd Up In silken 8ho<:>h, 

And 'twere more fit (hat she should stt 
Within yon chariot gilt aboon. 

Her yellow hair, beyond compare. 

Comes trlnkllng down her swan-#1ufe neeK ; 
And her twa eyes, like stars in skies. 

Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck. 



CASSILLIS' tiA'SKS. 

Now bank and brae are clalth'd in green. 

And scattered cowslips sweetly spring ; 
By (Jlrvan's falry-hannted stream 

I'he birdies flit on wanton wing. 
To Casslllls' banks when e'ening fa's. 

There wl* my Mary let me flee, 
There catch her Ilka glance of lore. 

The bonnie blink o' Mary's e'et 

The chield wha boasts o' warld's wealthy 

Is aften laird o' melkle care: 
But Mary she Is a' ray ain— 

Ah ! fortune canna gle me mair. 
Tlien let me range by Cassllls' banks, 

Wi' her, the lassie dear to me, 
And catch her Ilka glance o' love. 

The bonnie blhkk o' Mary's e'e! 



MY LADY'S OOW^ THERE'S QAlllA 
UPON'T. 

Tune—'' Gttgg'^ Pipes. 

Mt lady's gown, thefe's gairs Upofi'ti 
And gowden flowers sae rare upoo't j 
But Jenny's jimps ahd jliKlnet, 
My lord thinks mickle mair tipoA't. 

My lord a-hunting he is gane. 

But hounds or hawks wI' him are DAM} 

By Colin's cottage lies tiis game. 

If Colin's Jenny be at hame. 

My'lady's white, my lady's red. 
And kith and kin o* CasslUIs' Mtrtd : 
But her ten-pund kinds o' tocher gnlA 
Were a' the charms his lordiihlp lo'ed. 

Out owre yon muir, out owre yofl moss. 
Where gorcocks thro' the heather pais. 
There wons anld Colin's bonnie l&ss, 
A lily In a wilderness! 

Sae sweetly more her genty Umbd, 
Like music notes o' lovers' nyrafls; 
The diamond dew is her e'en sae blue, 
Where laughing love site waiitoii sWutUt 

Hy lady's dink, mf Uidt's drest. 
The flower and fancy o er the west ; 
But the lassie that a man lo'es best. 
Oh, that's the UM to make lilm blest : 



THE FETE CRAMPETRE.23« 
2>/n«-" fcilHcrafikie." 

Oh wha.wIU to Saint Stephen's house, 

To do our errands there, m&n ? 
Oh wha will to Saint Stephen's hooae, 

0' th' merry lads of Ayf , man ? 
Or will we send a man-o'-Iaw? 

Or will we send a sodger? 
Or him wha led o'er Scotland a' 

The melkle Ursa-Major? 

Come, will ye conrt A noble lord. 
Or buy a score o' laif ds, man ? 

For wortti and h6fiMtMsaiJii!s&x 
Thetr TQt^ «^^^«X3MsSK!cq^ V 
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Ane cles them coin, ane gies them wine, 

Aiilthcr Kics tbem clatter ; 
Annbank. wha (guessed rhc ladles' taste, 

ile gles a Fete Cbaiupgtre. 

When Love and Beauty beard the news, 

The gay green-wuods amanf;, man ; 
Where, gathering flowers and basking bowers, 

They heard the blackbird's sang, man; 
A vow, they seald It with a kiss. 

Sir Politics to fetter, 
As theirs alone, the patent-bliss. 

To hold a F6te Champgtre. 

Then mounted Mirth, on gleesome wing, 

Owre hill and dale she new, man ; 
Ilk wlmpllng burn, like crystal spring, 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man : 
She summoned every social sprite, 

That sports by wood or water. 
On th' bonnle banks of Ayr to meet. 

And keep this Fete Champgtre. 

Canld Boreas, wi' his boisterous crew, 

Were bound to stakes like kye, man ; 
And Cynthia's car, o' silver fu', 

Clamb up the starry sky, roan : 
Reflected beams dwell In the streams. 

Or down the current shatter; 
The western breeze steals through the trees, 

To view this F6te Champ6tre. 

How many a robe sae gaily floats ! 

What sparkling jewels glance, man ; 
To Harmony's enchanting notes, 

As moves the mazy dance, man. 
The echoing wood, the winding flood, 

Like Paradise did glitter. 
When angels met. at Adam's yett. 

To hold their Fete Champetre. 

When Politics came there, to mix. 

And make his ether-stanc, man ; 
He circled round the magic ground. 

But entrance found he nane, num. 
He blushed for shame, he qnat his name,28l 

Forswore it. every letter, 
WV humble prayer to join and share 

This festive i<^ete Champgtre. 

HOW CAN I BE BLYTHE AND GLADV 

yan*— "The bonnle lad that's far awa'." 

Oh how can I be blythc and glad. 

Or how can I gang brisk and braw. 
When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is owre the hills and far awa' ? 
When the bonnie lad that I lo'e best 
Is owre the hilli and far awa' ? 

It's no the frosty winter wind. 

It's no the driving drift and snaw; 
But aye the tear comes in my e'e. 
To think on him that's far awa'. 
But aye the tear comes in my e'e, 
To think on him that's far awa'. 

Mv father put me frae his door. 

My friends they hae disowned me a', 
But I hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa'. 
But I hae ane will tak my part. 
The bonnie lad that's far awa' 

A pair o* gloves he gave to me. 

And silken snoods he gave me twa ; 
And I will wear them for his sake. 
The trannie lad that's far awa'. 
And I will wear them for his sake. 
The bonnle lad that's far awa'. 

The weary winter soon will pass. 

And spring will deed the birken-shaw ; 
And my sweet baby will be bom. 
And he'll come hame that's far awa' ; 
And my sweet baby will be born, 
And ne'B come hame that's far awa'. 



LOYELY POLLT 8XBWASX 
7)m<— " You're welcome, Cbarlie Stewart." 
Oa lovely Polly Stewart I 

Oh cbarmlnff PuUy Stewart! 
There's not a flower that tdooms In Hay 

That's half so fair as thou art. 
The flower it blaws, it fades, and fa*8. 

And art can ne'er renew It ; 
But worth and tmth eternal yontb. 

Will give to Polly Stewart. 

Hav he whose arms shall f anld thy dunoi 

Possess a leal and tme heart ; 
To him be given to ken the heaven 

He grasps in Polly Stewart ! 
Oh lovely Polly Stewart! 

Oh charming Polly Htewart! 
There's ne'er a flower that blooms in Miy 

That's half so sweet as thon art. 

HANDSOMB NELL.«« 
TVme— " I am a man unmarried.'* 
Oh once I lov'd a bonnie lass, 

Ave, and I love her still : 
And whilst that virtue warms my breast, 
I'll love my handsome Nell, 

As bonnle lassies I ha> seen. 

And mony full as braw; 
But for a modest gratefu* mien. 

The like I never saw. 

A bonnie lass, I will confess, 

Is pleasant to the e'e. 
But without some better qualities. 

She s no a lass for me. 

But Nelly's looks are blythe and sweet, 

And, what is best of a'. 
Her reputation is complete. 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat. 

Both decent and genteel: 
And then there's something in her gait 

Oars ony dress look weeL < 

A gaudy dress and gentle air 

May slightly touch the heart; 
But it's innocence and modesty 

That polishes the dart. 

'Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

'Tls this enchants my soul; 
For absolutely in my breast 

She reigns without controL 

MY FATHER WAS A FABHEB.» 
Tune— ''The Weaver and his Shuttle, O !" 

Mt father was a fanner upon the Carrick bo^ 

der, 0! 
And carefully be bred me in decency and ci^ 

der, 1 
He bade me act a manly part, though 1 had ne'er 

afarthhig, O! 
For without an honest manly heart, no man wu 

worth regarding, O I 

Then out into the world, my course I did deter- 
mine, O ! 

Tho' to ^e rich was not my wish, yet to be great 
was charming, O 

My talents they were not the worst, nor yet vaj 
education, O ! 

Resolv'd was I, at least to try, to mend my sitoi- 
tion, 01 

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted for- 
tune's favour, 01 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frus- 
trate each endeavour, O! 

Sometimes by foes I was o'erppwer'd; some* 
times by friends forsaken, O! 

And when my hope was at the top, I sUU i^as 
worst mistaken, ! 



THE JOYFUL WIDOWER. 
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Then sore harass'd, and tir'd at last, urith for- 
tune's vain delusion, O ! 

I dropt my schemes, like idle dreams, and came 
to tills conclusion, O I— 

The past was bad. and the f utnre hid ; its good 
or ill untried, O ! 

But the present hour was In my pow'r, and so I 
would enjoy it, O I 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor person to 

befriend me, O ! 
So I must toil, and sweat, and broil, and labour 

to sustain me, O ! 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 

bred me early, O ! 
For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match for 

fortune fairly, O ! 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' life 
I'm doom'd to wander, O ! 

Till down my weary bones 1 lay, in everlasting 
Slumber, 01 

Ho view nor care, but shun whate'er might 
breed me pain or sorrow, O ! 

I live to-day, as weirs I may, regardless of to- 
morrow, O ! 

But cheerful still, I am as well, as a monarch in 

a palace, O ! 
Tlio' fortune's frown still hunts me down, with 

all her wonted malice, O! * 
I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er can 

make it farther. O! 
But, as daily bread is all I need, I do not much 

regard her, O! 

When sometimes by my labour I own a little 

money. ! 
Some unforeseen misfortune comes gen'rally 

upon me, O ! 
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or mygood- 

natur'd folly, O ! 
But come what will, I've sworn it still, I'll ne'er 

be melancholy, O ! 

All yon who follow wealth and power with un- 
remitting ardoor, O ! 

The more in this yon look for bliss, you leave 
your view the farther, O! 

JIad you the wealth Potosi boasts, or nations to 
adore you, O ! 

A cheerful, honest-hearted clown I will prefer 
before you, O ! 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY. 
Tune—*' Cold blows the wind." 

CHOBUS. 

Up In the morning's no for me, 

Up in the mornmg early : 
When a' the hills are cover'd wl' snaw, 

I'm sure it's winter fairly. 

Cnuld blaws the wind frae east to west. 

The drift is driving sairly ; 
Sae loud and shrill I hear the blast, 

I'm snre It's winter fairly. 

The birds sit chlttering In the thorn, 
A* day they fare but sparely; 

And Iniig's the night frae e'en to morn— 
I'm sure it's winter fairly. 



HEY, THE DUSTY MILLER. 

Tune— '"The Dusty Miller." 

II EY, the dusty miller, 
And his dusty coat; 
He will win a shilling. 
Or lie spend a groat. 
Dusty was the coat. 

Dusty was the colour. 
Dusty was the kiss 
That I got frae the miller. 



Hey, the dusty miller. 
And his dusty sack; 
Leeze me oil the calling 
i''ills the dusty peck— 
i-'jrs the dusty peck, 

brings the dusty siller ; 
I wud gie my coatie 
ifor the dusty miller. 

ROBIN.284 
7l«n«— "Dainty Davie." 

There was a lad was born In Kyle, 
But whatna day o' watna style, 
1 doubt It's hardly worth the while 
To bo sae nice wl' Robin. 

Robin was a rovin' boy, 
Rantin', rovIn', rantin', rovin' ; 

Robin was a rovln' boy, 
Rantin' rovln* Robin! 

Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was flve-and-twenty days begun, 
'Twas then a blast o Jannar' win* 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 

The gossip keekit in his looC, 
Quo she, wha lives will see the proof. 
This waly boy will be nae coof ; 
I think we'll ca' him Robin. 

He'll hae misfortunes great and sma*, 
liut aye a heart-aboon them a' ; 
He'll be a credit till us a'— 
We'll a' be proud o' Robin. 

But snre as three times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and line. 
This chap will dearly like our kin', 
So leeze me on thee Robin. 

Guid faith, quo' she, I doubt you'll gar 
The bonnie lasses lie aspar ; 
But twenty fauts ye may hae wanr— 
So blessln's on thee, Robin ! 

HER FLOWING LOCKS.285 

Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing; 
How sweet unto tliat breast to cling. 

And round that neck entwine her ! 
Her lips are roses wat wl' dew, 
Oh, what a feast her bonnie mou* ! 
Her cheeks a malr celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner. 



THE 



SONS OF OLD KILLIE.286 

Tune—'' Shawnboy." 

Ye sons of old KlUie, assembled by Willie, 

To follow the noble vocation: 
Your thrifty old mother has scarce such another 

To sit in that honoured station. 
I've little to say. but only to pray. 

As praying's the ton of your fashion ; 
A prayer from the Muse you well may excuse, 

'Tis seldom her favourite passion. 

Tlio Powers who preside o'er the wind and the 
tide. 

Who marked each element's border; 
Who formed this frame with beneficent aim, 

Whose sovereign statute Is order ; 
Within this dear mansion may wayward conten> 
tlon 

Or withered envv ne'er enter ; 
May secrecy round be the mystical bound. 

And brotherly love be the centre ! 

THE JOYFUL WIDOWER. 
Tune—*'M&ggy Lauder." 

I MARRIED with a scolding wife. 

The fourteenth of November; 
She made me weary of my life. 

By one minilv "msm&Mft 
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Long did I bear the heavv yoke* 

And many griefs afteitdea ; 
Bnt, to my comfort be it spoke, 

Now, now iier life is ended. 

We lived full one-and-twe«ty years, 

A man and wife together $ 
At lengtti from me her eemne she's steer'd, 

And gone 1 luiow not whither : 
Would I could guess, I do profess, 

I speak, and do not flatter. 
Of all the women in the worlds 

I never could come at her. 

Her body is bestowed well. 

A handsome grave does hide her ; 
But sure her soul is not in hell« 

The dell would ne'er abide her ! 
I rather think she is aloft. 

And imitating thnnder; 
For why V— methinks 1 hear htt voicfli 

Tearing the clouds asnflder 

O, WHARE DID TOU GET. 

ftene—** Bonnie Dnndee.* 

Oh, whare did yoa get that hanver meal ban- 
nock? 

Oh. silly blind body, oh dtsna ye se«7 
I gat it frae a brisk yoang sodger laddie. 

Between Saint Johnston and bonnte Dundee, 
Oh, gin I saw the laddie that gae mc't! 

Aft has he doodled toe upon hts knee : 
May heaven protect my bonnle 8cots laddie. 

And send him safe hame to liis bable and me ! 

My blessin's upon thy sweet wee llppie. 

My blessin's upon thy bonnfe e'e bree ! 
Thy smiles are sae like my blythe sodger laddie, 

Thou's aye the dearer and dearer to me ! 
Bnt I'll big a bower on yon bonnle banks. 

Where Tay'rins wirapUn' by sae clear ; 
And I'll deed thee In the tartan sae fine. 

And mak thee a man like thy daddie dear. 

SECOin> VfiMlON. 

Oh, where gat ye that boilhie blue bonnet? 

Oh, what makes them aye put the question to 
me? 
I gat it frae a boanlo Scots eallan, 

Atween Saint Johnston and bonnie Dundee. 
Oh, gin I saw the laddie that gae me't ! 

Aft has he dondled me npofi his knee: 
May Heaven protect my t>ofinie Scots laddie. 

And send him safe hame to his baby and mc I 

My heart has nae room when I think on my 
laddie. 
His dear rosy haffets bring tears to my e'e— 
But, oh! he's awa', and 1 dinna ken whare 
he's— 
Gin we could ance meet, we'll ne'er part till we 
die. 
Oh, light be the breezes arotind hifii salt blawtn', 
And o'er him sweet simmer still blink bonnllie, 
And the rich dews o' plenty, around him Wide 
fa'in'. 
Prevent a' his fears for my baby and lae! 

My blessin's upon that sweet wee lippiet 

My blessin's upon that bonnie c'ebree ! 
Thv smiles are sae like my blythe sodger laddie, 

Thou's aye the dearer and dearer to taa. 
i*>nt I'll big a bower on yon green bank Sae bonnle, 

That's laved by the waters o' Tay wttapUft' clear. 
And deed thee in tartans, my wee smiling 
Johnnie, 

And make thee a man like thy daddie dear. 

THERE WAS A LASS. 
Tune—"' Duncan Davison." 
There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, 
And she held o'er the moors to spin ; 
There was a lad that CoIIow*d her 
Thev ca'd him Dttneto Darndh. 



The moor was dteigfa, and 
Her favour Dtascan eofdd ma win ; 

For wi' the roek ^le wad hte kaoek^ 
And aye she shook the tesqier-^piiL 

As o'er the moor they lightly foot, 

A burn was clear, a glen was green. 
Upon the banks they eas'd their shanka 

And aye she set the wheel between : 
B»t Danean sware a haly aitli. 

That Meg should be a bride the mors. 
Then Meg took up her spinnin' grsith. 

And flung them a' out o'er the bvra. 

We^ll big a house— a wee, wee boose. 

And we will live like king and (loecll, 
Sae bfythe and merry we wifl 6c, 

When he set by the wheel at e'etf. 
A man may drink and no be dr^dt ; 

A man may flght and no be slain ; 
A man may kiss a bonnie lass. 

And aye be welcome back again. 

LAia)LADT, COrar the LAWIIT! 
2V»w-" Hey tnttle, taitie.'* 

Landlady, count the lawln'» 

The day is near the dawtn' ; 
e're a' blind drunk, boys^ 
And I'm bat jolly Ion. 
Hey tottie, tattle. 
How tattle, taitie— 
Wha's fou now ? 



?! 



Cog, an ye were aye fofi. 
Cog, an ye were aye fort, 
I wad sit and sing to yon. 
If ye were aye fou. 

Weel may ye a' be ! 
Ill may ye never see ! 
God bless the king, boys. 
And the companie ! 



RATTLIN' ROARIN' WILLIE. 
Tune-"' Rattlln' Roarin' Willie." 

Oh rattUn' roarin' Willie, 

Oh, he held to the fair. 
And for to sell his fiddle. 

And buy some other ware ; 
But parting wi' his fiddle, 

Tlie saut tear biin't his e'e ; 
And rattlln' roarin' Willie, 

Ye're welcome hame to me ! 

Oh Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

Oh sell your fiddle sae fine ; 
Oh Willie, come sell your fiddle, 

And buy a pint o' wine. 
If I should sell my fiddle, "="" 

The war! would think I was mad ; 
For mony a rantin' day 

My fiddle and I hae.had. 

As I cam by Croehallan, 

I cannily keekit ben— 
Rantin' roarhi' WiUie 

Was sitting at yon board en'— 
Sitting at yon board on'. 

And amang gnid companie; 
Rattlln' roarin' Willie, 

Ye're welcome hame to me ! 



SIMMER'S A PLEASANT TIME. 

Tunt—*^ Aye waukin O !" 
Simmer's a pleasant time, 
Flowers of every colour; 
The water rins o'er the hengh, 
And I long for my true lover. 

Aye waukin' O ! 

Waukin' still and wearie : 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinkmf on my dearie. 



TttEirtEL MBJWJte'8 BON*ftfi MARY. 



When t sleep I dream. 

When I wank I'm eerie: 
Sleep 1 can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 

Lanelv night comes on, 

A' the lave are sleepin* ; 
I think on my bonnie lad. 

And bleer my e'en wi' greetin'. 

IIY LOVE SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET. 
rMn<f— "Lady Badinscoth's Keel." 

My love she's bat a lassie yet, 

My love she's but a lassie yet, 
We'll let her stand a year or twa. 

She'll no be half sae saucy set. 
I me the day 1 sought her, O! 

I rue the day 1 sought her, O I 
Wha g^ts her need ,na say she's woo'd, 

But he may say he's bought her, O I 

Come, draw a drup o' the best ot yet. 

Come, draw a drap o' the beet o*t yet ; 
Gae seek for pleasure where ye wlB, 

But here I never miss'd it yet. 
We're a dry wi' drinking o't. 

We're a' dry wi' drinking o't. 
The minister kiss'd the flddler'« wife. 

And could na preach for tUnking u't. 



THE CAPTAIN'S LA©y. 
Tu ne— " O Mount and Go." 

CBOBUa. 

Oh, monnt and ^, 

Mount and make youxeady^; 
Oh, mount and go. 

And be the captain's lady. 

When the drums do beat. 
And the cannons rattle. 

Thou Shalt sit in state. 
And see thy love in battle. 

When the vanqoish'd foe 
Sues for peace and qniet. 

To the shades we'll go, 
And in love enjoy it. 



FIRST WHEN MAOGY WAS MT CARE. 

TMne— '*Whtetle o'er theUave oH." 

First when Maggy was my care. 
Heaven I thought was in her air; 
How we're married— spier nae mair— 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was Nature's child ; 
Wiser men than me's beguU'd— 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 

How we live, my Meg and me, 
How we love, and how we '^ee, 
1 care na by how few may see — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
Wha I wish were maggot's meat, 
Dish'd up in her winding sheet, 
I could write— but Meg maun aee*t— 

whistle o'er the lave o!t. 



THERE'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY. 

To a Gaelic Air. 

There's a youth In this city. It were a great 
pity. 

That he frae our lasses should wander awa' ; 
For he's bonnie and braw, weel favoured and a', 

And his hair has a natural buckle and a'. 
His coat is the hue of his bonnet sae blue ; 

His fecket is white as the new'^riven snaw : 
His hose they are blae, «kOd >hfe •iduxHi like the 
slae. 

And his cl)»ar tUierJNioUefl'tlMV' itrnzU us a'. 



IOC 

For beauty and fortune the laddie's beett court- 
in'. 
Weel-featnred, weel-tocher'd, weel-motmted 
And bi!*ftT7 * 
But chiefly the sUler, that gars him gang till 
her, 
The penny's the jewel that beautifies a'. 
There's Meg wF the mailen that fain wad a- 
haen him ; 
And Susie, whose daddie was laird o' the ha'. 
There's lang-tocher'd Nancy maist fetters his 
fancy- 
But the laddie's dear sel'ihe io'cs. dearest of a'. 



OH AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME. 
Tune—*' My Wife she Dang me.' 

O AYE my wife she dang me. 

And art my wife did bang me. 
If ye gie a wcuuan a' her will, 

Guid faith, ahe'll soon o'ergangye. 
On peace and rest my mind wae^bent. 

And fool I was I married; 
But never honest man's intent 

As cursedly miscarxied. 

Some share o' comfort still at last. 

When a' my days are done, man ; 
Hy pains o' hell on earth are past, 

I'm sure o' bliss aboon, man. 
Oh, aye my wife she dang me. 

And aft my wife did bang me. 
If ye gie a woman a' her will, 

Gnld faith, she'll soon o'ergang ye. 



EPPIE ADAIR. 

yttng— "My Epple." 

And oh! myEppie, 
My jewel, my Eppio ! 
Wna wadna be happy 

Wi' Eppie Adair? 
By love, and by bounty. 
By law, and by duty, 
I swear to be true to 

My Eppie Adair! 

And oh ! my Eppie, 
My jewel, my Eppie, 
'Wna wadna be Imppy 

Wi' Eppie Adair? 
A* pleasure exile me. 
Dishonour defile me. 
If e'er I beguile thee. 

My Eppie Adair ! 

WHA'rE HAE ye BEEN? 
Tune—'' KiUiecrankie." 

Whare haeye been sae braw, lad? 

Whure bae ye been sae brankle, O ? 
Oh, whare hae ye been sae braw, lad? 

Cam ye by Kuliecrankie. O? 
An ye hae been whare I hae been. 

Ye wad nae been sae cantie. O ! 
An ye Had seen what I hae seen. 

On the braes of Killiecranlde, O ! 

I fought at land. I fought at sea ; 

At hame I fought my auntie, O ! 
But I met the Devil and Dundee, 

On the braes o' KiUiecrankie,. O I 
The banid Pitcur fell in a f nrr. 

And ClHvers got a clankic, O! 
Or I had fed an Athole gled. 

On the braes of KiUiecrankie, ! 



THENIEL MENZIE'S BONNIE MAIUT. 
Tune—" The Ruffian's Rant." 

In coming by the brig o' Dye, 
At Darlet we a blink did tarry ; 

As day. was dawin' in the aky, 
We drankA hMUtLtn ^twQaa&f&^faKv^ . 
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CHOlins. 

Thenlel Menzie's bonnie Mary, 
Theniel Meuzie's bonnie Mary ; 

Charlie Gregor tint Ills plaidie, 
Kissiii' Theniel's bonnie Mary. 

Her e'en sae bright,^her brow sac white, 
Her haffet locks as brown's a berry ; 

And aye tbey dimpl't with a smile, 
The rosy checks of bonnie Mary. 

We lap and danced the lee lang day 
Till piper lads were wae and weary : 

But Cnarlle gat the sparing to nay. 
For klssin' Theniel's bonnie Mary. 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 
Tune—'' Carron Side." 
Frae the friends and land I love, 

Driv'n by fortune's felly spite, 
Frae my best belov'd I rove, 

Never mair to taste delight ! 
Never malr maun hope to find 

Easo frae toil, relief frae care : 
When remembrance racks the mind, 

Pleasnres but unveil despair. 

Brightest climes shall mirk appear, 

Desert ilka blooming shore. 
Till the fates nae malr severe, 

Friendship, love, and peace restore ; 
Till Revenge, wi' lanreli'd head. 

Bring our banlsh'd hame again ; 
And ilka loyal bonnie lad 

Cross the seas and win his aln. 



THE TITHER MORN. 

Tune— ''To a Highland air. 

The tlther morn, when I, forlorn 

Aneath an aik sat moaning, 
1 did na trow, I'd see my jo, 

lieside me, gin the gloaming. 
But he sae trig, lap o'er the rig. 

And dawtingly aid cheer me. 
When I, what reck, did least expcc'. 

To see my lad so near me. 

His bonnet he, a thought ajee, 

Cock'd sprush whew first he clasp'd me! 
And 1. 1 wat, wi' faintness grat. 

While in his grips he press'd me. 
Deil lak the war ! I late and air, 

Hae wish'd since Jock departed; 
But now us glad I'm wi' my lad, 

As short sync broken-hearted.^ 

Fu' aft at e'en wi' dancing keen, 
When a' were blythe and merry, 

I car'd na by, sae sad was I, 
In absence of my dearie. 

But, praise be blest, my mind's at rest, 
I'm happy wi' my Johnny : 

At kirk and fair, I se aye be there. 

And be as canty's ony. 

« 

COME BOAT ME O'ER TO CHARLIE. 
Tune-" O'er the water to Charlie." 

Come boat me o'er, come row mo o'er, 

Come boat me o'er to Charlie; 
I'll gie John Ross anither bawbee. 

To boat mc o'er to Charlie. 

CHORUS. 

We'll o'er the water and o'er the sea, 
We'll o'er the water to Charlie : 

Come weal, come woe, we'll gather and go 
And live or die wi' Charlie. 

1 lo'e weel my Charlie's name, 

The' some there be abhor him : 
But oh, to see aald Nick gaan htaoA, 

And Charlie's f aei lMf«r« him ! 



I swear and vow by moon and stal^ 
And sun that shines so early, 

If I had twenty thousand lives, 
I'd die as aft for CharUe. 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONNIE FACE. 
Tune—"* The Maid's Complaint." 

It is na, Jean, thy bonnie face 

Nor shape that I admire, 
Altho' thy beauty ajid thy grace 

Might weel awake desire. 
Something, in ilka part o' thee. 

To praise, to love, I find ; 
But dear as is thy form to mc, 

hitill dearer is thy mind. 

Nae mair ungen'rous wish I hae. 

Nor stronger in my breast. 
Than if I canna^mak thee sao, 

At least to see the blest. 
Content am I, if Heaven shall give 

But happiness to thee: 
And as wi* thee I'd wish to live. 

For thee I'd bear to dee. 



NITHSDALE'S WELCOME HOME. 

The noble Maxwell's and their powers 

Are coming o'er the Border, 
And they'll gae bigg Terreagles towers. 

And set them a' in order. 
And they declare Terreagles fair. 

For their above they chuse it ; 
There's nae a heart in a' the land, 

But's lighter at the news o't. 

Tho' stars in skies may disappear. 

And angry tempests gather; 
The happy hour may soon be near, 

Tluit brings us pleasant weather: 
Tlie weary night o' care and grief 

May hae a joyful morrow : 
So dawning day has brought relief— 

Fareweel our night o' sorrow ! 



MY COLLIER LADDIE. 
Tune-"The Collier Laddie." 

" Where live ye, my bonnie lass ? 

And tell me what they ca' ye V" 
"My name," she says, "'is Mistress Jean, 

And I follow the Collier Laddie." 
"My name." she says •• is Mistress Jcnn, 

And I follow tho Collier Laddie." 

"Oil see you not yon hills and dales. 
The sun shines on sae brawlic ! 

They a' are mine, and they shall be thine. 
Gin ye'U leave your Collier Laddie : 

They a' are.mine, and they shall be thin?. 
Gin ye '11 leave your Collier Laddie. 

" Ye shall gang in gay attire, 

Weel buskit up sae gaudy ; 
And ane to wait on every hand, 

Ghi ye'll leave your Collier Laddie. 
And ane to wait on every hand : 

Gin ye'll leave your Collier Laddie." 

"Tho' ye had a' the sun shines on. 
And the earth conceals sae lowly: 

I wad turn my back on you and it a'. 
And embrace my Collier Laddie ; 

I wad turn my back on you and it a'. 
And embrace my Collier Laddie. 

" I can win my five pennies In a day. 
And spent at night fu' brawlie ; 

And make my bed In the Collier's nenk. 
And lie down wi' my Collier Laddie. 

And make my bed in the Collier's nenk. 
And li» down wi* my Collier Laddie. 



roV^Q JAMIE, PBlDfi OP A* Mfi PLAIN. 
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"Lnve for luve Is the bargain for me, 
The' the wee cot-hoase should baud me ; 

And the world before me to win my bread, 
And fair fa* my Collier Laddie ; 

And the world before me to win my bread, 
And fair fa' my CoUier Laddie." 

AS I WAS A-WANDERmO. 
Tune— "Hinn. Meadial mo Mhealladh." 

As I was a-wandering one midsummer e'enln', 
The pipers and youngsters were making their 
game; 

Araang them I spied my faithless fause lover, 
Which bled a* the wounds o' my dolour again. 

Weel, since he has left me, my pleasure go wi* 
him; 

I may be distressed, but I winna complain; 
I flatter my fancy I may get anither. 

2dy heart it shall never be broken lor ane. 

I conldna get sleeping till dawnin' for greetin'. 
The tears trickled down like the baU and the 
rain; 

Had I no got greetin\ my heart wad a broken, 
For oh ! love forsaken*!) a tormenting pain. 

Althottfh he has left me for greed o' the siller, 
I dinna envy him the gains he can win ; 

I rather wad near a' the lado of my sorrow, 
Than ever hae acted sae faithless to him. 



YE JACOBITES BY NAME. 

7\me—'*Ye Jacobites by name." 

Ye Jacobites by name, give an ear, give an ear ; 
Ye Jacobites Dy name, give an ear; 
Ye Jacobites by name, 
Your fautes I will proclaim. 
Your doctrines I maun blame- 
Yon shall hear. 

Wbatis right and what is wrang, by the law, by 
the raw? 
What Is right and what is wrang, by the law ? 
What is right and what is wrang? 
A short sword and a lang, 
A weak arm and a Strang 
For to draw. 

What makes heroic strife, fam'd afar, fam*d afar? 
What makes heroic strife, fam*d afar? 
What makes heroic strife ? 
To whet th* assassin's knife. 
Or hnnt a parent's life 
Wi' bluidie war. 

Then let your schemes alone. In the state, in tho 
•tatet 
Tlien let your schemes alone. In the state ; 
Then let your schemes alone, 
Adore the rising sun. 
And leave a man undone 
To his fate. 



LADY MARY ANN. 

Tune—** Cralgton's growing." 

Oh Lady Mary Ann looked o'er the castle wa'; 
She saw three bonnle boys playing at the ba' ; 
The youngest he was the flower amang them a'— 
My bonnie laddie's young, but he's growin' yet. 

Oh father ! oh father I an ye think it fit. 
We'll send him a year to the college yet* 
We'll send a green ribbon round about his hat, 
And that will let them ken he's to marry yet! 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower i' the dew. 
Sweet was its smell and bonnle was its hne ; 
And the langer It blossom'd the sweeter it grew; 
ITor tlie lUy in the bad wlU be bonnier yet, 



Young Charlie Cochrane was the sprout of an 

alk * 
Bonnie and bloomln* and stranght waS it smale : 
The enn took delight to shine for its sake, 
And it will b« the brag o' the forest yet. 

Ttie simmer is gane when the leaves thejr are 

green, 
And the days are-awa* that we hae seen : 
Bnt far better days I trust will come again. 
For my bonnie laddie's young, but he's growin' 

yet. 

OUT OVER THE FORTH. 
T!ung— "Charlie Gordon's welcome hame.*' 

Out over the Forth I looked to the north, 

Bnt what is the north and its Highlands tome? 
The south nor the east gie ease to my breast. 

The far foreign land, or the wild-rolling sea. 
But I look to the west, when I gae to rest, 

That hapfiy my dreams and my slumbers may 
be; 
For far in the west lives he I lo'e best. 

The lad that i« dear to my baby and me. 



THE CARLES O' DYSART. 

Up wi' the carles o' Dysart, 
And the lads o' Buckhaven, 

And the kimmers o' Largo, 
And the lasses o' Leven, 

CHORDS. 

Hey, ca' through, ca' through. 

For we hae meikle ado ; 
Hey, ca' through, ca' throughf 
For we hae meikle ado. 
We hae tales to tell. 

And we hae sangs to sing; 
We hae pennies to spend. 
And we hae pints to bring. 

We'll live a' our days, 

And them that come behin', 
Let them do the like, 
And spend the gear they win. 
Hey, ca' through, ca' through. 

For we hae meikle ado; 
Hey, ca' through, ca' through, 
For we hae meikle ado. 



LADY ONLIE. 
anune— "The RufDan's Bant." 

A' THE lads o' Thornle-bank, 

When they gae to the shore o' Backy, 
They'll step In and tak a pint 

Wi' Lady Oulie, honest Lucky! 

CHORUS. 

Lady Onlle, honest Lncky, 
Brews good ale at shore o* Bucky, 

I wish her sale for her gnde ale. 
The best on a' the shore o' Bucky. 

Her house sae bien, her cnrch sae clean, 

I wat she is a dainty chncky ; 
And cheerlie blinks the ingle-gleed 
Of Lady Onlie, honest Lncky ; 
Lady Onlie, honest Lucky, 

Brews good ale at shores o' Bucky, 
I wish her sale of her gnde ale. 
The best on a' the shore of Bucky 



YOUNG JAMIE, PRIDE OF A' THE PLAIN. 

Tune— ** The carlin o' the glen." 

Young J^mie, pride of a* the plain, 
Sae gallant and sae gay a swain ; 
3%rongh a' our lasses he did rove. 
And reign'd reititleu kintal V^n^\ 
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Bat now wi* sighs and starting tears, 
He strays ainang the woods and briers ; 
Or in the glens and rocky caves 
He sad, complaining, dowie raves : 

^' I wha sac late did range and rove. 
And changed with every moon my love, 
I little thought the time was near, 
Repentance I should buy sae dear: 
Tlie slighted maids my torment see, 
And laugh at a' the pangs I dree ; 
While she, my cruel, scornfn' fair. 
Forbids me e er to see her mair !'' 

JENNY'S A WAT, POOR BODY. 

Zi/ne— " Coming through the Rye." 

CoMiNCr through the rye, poor body, 

Coming through the rye, 
She draiglet a' her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye, 
Jenny's a' wat, poor body, 

Jenny's seldom dry; 
She draiglet a' her petticoatie, 
Coming through the rye. 

Gin a body meet a body 

Coming through the rye, 
Gin a body Iciss a body, 

Need a body cry ? 
Gin a body meet a body 

Coming thmugh the glen, 
Gin a body kiss a body. 

Need the world ken ? 

THE CARDIN O'T. 
Tune—'' Salt fish and dnmpUns." 

I coFT a stane o' haslock woo'. 
To make a coat to Johnny o't; 

For Johnny is my only jo, 
I lo'e him best of ony yet. 

CHORUS. 

The cardin' o't, the splnnln' o't, 
The warpin' o't, the winnin' o't ; 

When ilka cll cost me a groat. 
The tailor staw the linin' o't. 

For though his locks be lyart gray, 
And though his brow be held aooon; 

Yet I hac seen him on a day, 
The pride of a' the parishen, 

TO THEE, LOVD NITH. 

To thee, lov'd Nlth, thy gladsome plains, 
Where late wi' careless thonght 1 rang'd, 

Though prest wi' care and sunk in woe. 
To thee I bring a heart unchang'd. 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes, 
Tho* raera'ry there my bosom tear; 

For there he rov'd that brake liiy heart. 
Yet to that heart, ah ! still how dear ! 

SAE FAR AWAY. 

Tune—'' Dalkeith Maiden Bridge." 
Oh. sad and heavy should I part 

But for her sake sue far awa' ; ' 

Unknowing what my way may thwart, 

ily native land sac far awa . 
Thou that of a' things Maker art, 

That fonn'd this Fair san far awa', 
Gie body sfength, and I'll ne'er start 

At this my way sae far awa*. 

How true is love to pure desert, 

So love to her sae far awa' : 
And nocht can heal my bosom's smart, 

While, oh ! she is sae far awa'. 
Nane other love, nane other dart, 

I feel but her's, sae far awa' : 
But fairer never toucb'd a heart, 

Than her'8, the Fair sae (Ar avii'^ 



WAE IS HT HEART. 

Tune—" Wae is my heart." 

Wae is my heart, and the tefu-'s to m7 e.*^; 
Lang, lang, Joy's been a stranger to me : 
Forsaken and friendless, my bardeii I beiir. 
And the sweet voice p' pity ne'er pounds in my 
ear. 

Love, then hast pleasfires, and deep hae I 

loved: 
Love, thon hast sorrows, and sair hae I proved ; 
But this bruised heart that now bleeds to my 

breast, 
I can feel by its throbbings will soon l>e at rest 

Oh, if I were happy, where happy I hae been! 
Down by yon stream, and yon honnie castle- 
green ; 
For there he is wand'ring, and musing on me, 
Wha wad soon dry the teajr frae piiiU»> e% 

AMANG THE TRESS. 
Time—" The Khig of France, he rad« a 9«fie." 
Ahang the trees, where humming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, OI 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone. 

And to her pipe was singing, O ! 
'Twas pibroch, sang, strathspey, or y&^t 

She dirl'd them aff fu' dearW, 01 
When there cam a yell o' foreign agjieeli^ 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O ! 

Their capon craws and queer ha ha's. 

They made our lugs grow eerie, O ! 
The hungry byke did scrape and pike 

Till we were wae and weary, O I 
But a royal ghaist, wha aUce was cased 

A prisoner aughteen year awa'. 
He fired a fiddler in the North 

That dang them tapsalteerie, O! 

THE HIGHLAND LAPP^!. 
Tune—"U thou'lt play me fidr play.'* 

•♦ The bonniest lad that e'er I say^,' 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddl^r; 
Wore a plaid, and was fn' ptakytt 

Bonnie Highland ladme. ' " , 
On his head a bonnet blhe, 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddie ; 
His loyal heart was firm and tmb^ 

Bonnie Highland laddi^." 

*' Trnmpets sound, and camions roar, 
Bonnie lassie. Lowland lassie i 

And a' the hills wl' echoes roar, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie.' 

Glory, hononr, now invite, 
* Bonnie lassie. Lowland laasie. 

For freedom and my king to fight, 
Bonnie Lowland lassie." 

" The sun a backward course shall tak& 

Bonnie laddie. Highland laddieT 
Ere aught thy manlv courage shiOlf;^, 

Bonnie Highland laddie. 
Go ! for yourself procure renown, 

Bonnie laddie, Highland laddie; 
And for your lawful king, his crown, 

Bonnie Highland laddie." 

BANNOCKS O' ^ARLET- 
Tune— "The KiUogie." 

Bannocks o' bear meal, 

Bannocks o' barley : 
Here's to the Highlandman's 

Bannocks o' barley^.' 
Wha in a brnlzie ' 

Will first cry a parley ? , ^ 

^iever thela^ wf ' 

lbs MAOCU o! Pufivj* 



Bannocksr o' bear meal, 

Bannocks o' barley ; 
Hero's to the land wi* 

The bannocks o' barley. 
Wha In his wae-days 

Were loyal to Charlie ? 
Wha bat the lads wf 

The bannocks o' barley. 

KOBIX 8HURE IJrf HAIBST. 
CHOBUS. 

Robin shure in hairst, 

I shurC wi* him ; 
Fient a henk had T, 

Yet I stack by him. 

I R.ied up to Danse 
To warp a web o' plaiden ; 

At his duddlc's yett. 
Wha met me but ^obhi? 

Was na Robiu tmuld, 
Though I was a cottar, 

Play'd ine sic a trick. 
And me the elder's dochter! 

liobhi promised me 

A' my winter vlttle ; 
Fient hact he had but three 

Goose feathers and a whittle. 

SWEETEST MAY. 

Sweetest May. let love inspire thee ; 
Take a heart which he desires thee ; 
As thy constant slave regard it; 
For its faith and truth reward it. 

Proof o' shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthie but the bonnie; 
Not high-born, but noble-minded. 
In love's silken band can bind it. 



THE LASS OY ECCLEFECHAN. 
Tune—** Jacky Latin." 

•'Oh, gat me, oh, gat ye me. 

Oh, gat ye me wi' naething? 
Rock and reel and spinning-wheel, 

A mickie quarter basin. 
Bye attour, my gatcher has 

A heich house and a laigh anc, 
A' forbye my bonnie sol', 

The lass of Ecclefechan." 

"Oh. hand your tongne now, Luckie Laing, 

Oil, baud your tongue and jauner; 
1 licld tlic gate till yon I met, 

Syne I began to wonder : 
I tint my whistle and my sang, 

1 thit my peace and pleasure: 
But your green graft, now. Lac^e Laing, 

Wad airt me to my treasure." 



ON A fitfiif^E0&£6 fcOUKTRT SQUIRE. 107 

The lav'rock in the ini^lhg she'll rise frae her 



HERE'S A 



BOTTLE AND 
FRIEND. 



AN HONEST 



Herb's a bottle and an honest friend ! 

Wha wad ye wish for mair. inon ? 
Wlia kens, before his life ma$r end. 

What his share may be 0' Care, man ? 
Tlicn catch the moments as they fly. 

And nse them as ye ought, man:— 
Believe me, hat>pine8s Is shy. 

And comes na aye when sought, man. 

ON A PLOUGHMAN. 

As I was a-wand'rlng ane momtaif in spring, 
I heard a young ploaghman sae sweetly to 

sing; 
And as he was singing, these words be did saj, 
Tlicre's nae life like the ploaghdum's in the 

month o' sweet May. 



nest. 

And mount to the air wi* t^ dew on her breast. 
And wi' the merry ploaghman she'll whistle and 

sing, 
And at night she'U return to her nest back 

again. 



THE WEARY FUND O' TOW. 
7^n«— "The weary pund o' tow." 

The weary pund, the weary pond, 

The weary pund o' tow : 
I think my wife will end her life. 

Before she spin her tow. 

I bought qiy wife a stanc 0' lint. 
As gude as e'er did grow : 

And a' that she has made o that. 
Is ae poor pund o' tow. ^ 

There sat a bottle in a bole, 

Bcyont the Ingle low. 
And aye she took the tither sofik. 

To dronk the stourio tow. 

Quoth I, " For shame, ye dirty dame, 
Gae spin your tapo' towl " 

She took the rock, and wi' a knock 
She brak it o'er my pow. 

At last her feet— T sang to see't— 
Gaed foremost o'er the knowe; 

And or I wad anither jand, 
I'll wallop in a tow. 



THE LADDIES BY THE BANKS 0' NITH.237 

AN ELECTION BALLAD. 

Tune—^' Up and wanr them a'." 

THE laddies by the banks o' Nith 
Wad trust his Grace wi' a', Jamie : 

But he'U sair them as he sair'd the king~ 
Turn tail and rin awa', Jamie. 

CHOBUS. 

Up and waur them a*, Jamie, 

Up and wanr them a*; 
Tha Johnstons hae the gnidin' o't, 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa'. 

Tlie day he stude his country's friend. 

Or gicd her faes a claw, Jamie, 
Or frae puir man a blessin* wan, 

That day the Duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country's boast? 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 
There's no a cailant tents the kye. 

But kens o' Wosterha'. Jamie. 

To end the wark, here's Whistlebirck, 
Lang may his whistle blaw, Jamie : 

And Maxwell true o' sterling blue. 
And we'll be Johnstons a', Jamie. 

ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE,«38 

THE CELEBBATED ANTIQUARIAN. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying. 
So whip ! at the smamons old Satan came flying. 
But when he approached where poor Francis 

lay moaninff, 
And saw eften bed-post with its harden a- 

groaning. 
Astonished, confOnnded, cried Satan, "By G— , 
I'll want 'im ere I take snch a danmable load!" 



ON A HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. 

O lyEATH, hadst thou but spared his UfCf 

Whom we this day lament I 
We freely wad exchan€e.<3Ll\v'^'W^&R^^ 
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Even as he is, canld in his graff, 

The swap we jet will do't ; 
Tnk thoc the carlin's carcase aft, 

Thoa'se get the saol to boot. 

ANOTHER ON HIS WIDOW. 

One Qneen Artemisa, as old stories tell, 

When deprived of her hnsband she lov6d so 

well, 
In respect for the love and affection he*d showed 

her. 
She reduced him to dast, and she drank off the 

powder. 

But Qneen Netherplace, of a different com- 
plexion 

When caird on to order the funeral direction. 

Would have cat her dead lord, on a slender 
pretence, 

Not to show her respect, but— to save the ex- 
pense. 

ON ELPHINSTONE'S TRANSLATION OF 

MARTIAL'S EPIQRAMS. 

O THOU whom Poetry abhors, 
Whom Prose has turned out of doors! 
Jlcardst thou that groan— proceed no farther, 
'Twas laoreil'd Martial roaring murder. 

ON MISS J. SCOTT OF AYR. 
Oh, had each Scot of ancient times. 

Been Jeanie Scot, as thou art : 
The bravest Iienrt on English ground, 

Had yielded lilio a coward. 

ON AN ILLITERATE GENTLEMAN, 

WHO HAD A FINK LIBRARY. 

Fbes through the leaves, ye maggots, make 
your windings ; 

Bnt for the owner's sake, oh, spare the bind- 
ings! 

WRITTEN 

CNDEB THS PICTURE OF THE CBLIBBATED MISS 
BUBN9.239 

Cease, ye prudes, your envious ratlings. 
Lovely Burns has charms— confess : 

True it is, she had one failing- 
Had a woman ever less ? 

WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLASS 

IN THE INN AT MOFFAT.M* 

Ask why God made the gem so small. 
And why so hughe the granite? 

Because God meant mankind should set 
The higher value on it. 

F R A G M £ N T.»l 

The black-headed eagle 

As keen as a beagle. 
He hunted owre height and owre howe, 

But fell in a trap 

On the braes o* Gemappes, 
E'en let him come out as he dowe. 



DS INCIVILITY SHOWN HIM AT INVE- 
RARY «« 

Whoe'er he be that sojourns here. 

I pity much his CHse, 
Unless he come to wait npon 

Tbc Lord their God, his Grace. 

There's naething here bnt Highland pri^e, 
And Highland scab and hanger ; 

If Providence nas sent me here, 
'Xwas siu>Qly in his anger. 



LINES WRrPTEN AND PRESENTED 
MRS. KEMBLE, 

ON seeing her in THE CHARACTER OF TAI 
DUMFRIES THEATRE, 1794. 

Kemblb, thou cur'st my unbelief. 

Of Moses and his rod ; 
At Yarico's sweet notes of grief. 

The rock with tears had flow'a. 

LINES 

WRITTEN ON A PEW IN THE KIRK OF LAIONQ' 
IN CLTDESDALE. 

A CAULD, canld kirk, and in't but few, 
A caulder minister never spak : 

His sermon made us a* turn blue. 
But it's be warm ere I come back. 

THE SOLEMN LEAGUE AND CO 
NANT.2« 

The Solemn League and Covenant 
Cost Scotland blood— cost Scotland tears 

But it seai'd freedom's sacred cause— 
If thou'rt a slave, indulge thy sneers. 



ON A CERTAIN PARSON'S LOOKS 

That there is falsehood in his looks 

I must and will deny ; 
They say their muster is a knave— 

And sure they do not lie. 



ON SEEING THE BEAUTIFUL SEAT 
LORD GALLOWAY. 

What dost thou in that mansion fair? 

Flit, Galloway, and find 
Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave, 

The picture of thy mind ! 

ON THE SAME. 

No Stewart art thou, Galloway, 
The Stewarts all were brave; 

Besides, the Stewarts were but fools,, 
Not one of them a knave. 

ON THE SAME. 

Baioht ran thy line, O (Jalloway ! 

Tlirongh many a far-famed sire- 
So ran the far-famed Roman way, 

So ended in a mire. 



TO THE SAME. 

ON the author BEINQ THREATENED WITH 
RESENTMENT. 

Sparb me thy vengeance, Galloway, 

In quiet let me live : 
I ask no kindness at thy hand. 

For thou hast none to give. 

ON AN EMPTY FELLOW, 

WHO IN COMPA2nr ENGROSSED THE CONVESSA 
WITH AN ACCOUNT OF HIS GREAT CONNEXIC 

No more of your titled acquaintances boas 
And what nobles and gentles you've see 

An insect is still but an insect at most, 
Tho' it crawl on the curl of a Queen ! 

LINES WRITTEN ON A PANE OF GLA 

ON THS OCCASION OF A NATIONAL THANK8GI 
FOR A NAVAL VICTORY. 

Yb hypocrites ! are these your pranks?— 
To murder men and gie God thanks! 
For shame! gle o'er, proceed no further— 
Oo4 won't aofiept your thanks for mnrthe 



ON A SCHOOLMASTER. 
THE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES?" 
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Yk true '• Loyal Natives," attend to my song; 
In uproar and riot rejoice ttic nigtit luug; 
From envy and hatred your corps is exempt; 
But where is your shield trom the darts oc con- 
tempt ? 

INSCRIPTION ON A GOBLET 

BELONGIKO TO MR. 8YME. 

There's death in the cnp— sae beware I 
Nay, more, there is danger in touclun?: 

But wlia can avoid the fell snare V 
The man and liis wine's sae bewitcliing! 

THE CREED OF P0VERTY.2" 

In politics if thou wonld*st mix, 

And mean thy fortunes be ; 
Bear this in mind, be deaf and blind, 

Let great follis liear and see. 

LLNES 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE IN A LADY'S POCKET-BOOK. 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven! that I may live 
To see the miscreants feel the pains they give ; 
Deal freedom's sacred treasures free as air. 
Till sUive and despot be but things which were. 

EPISTLE TO JOHN TAYLOR.246 

With Pegasus upon a day, 

Apollo weary flying. 
Through frosty hills the journey lay. 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor slip-shod giddy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker ; 
To Vulcan then Apollo goes, 

To get a fro9ty calker. 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work, 
Threw by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol's business in a cruck ; 
Sol paid him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wauiockhcud, 

Pity my sad disaster ; 
My Pegasus is poorly shod— 

I'll pay you like my master. 

TO MISS FONTENELLE, 
ON SBBINa HER IN A FAVOURITE CHARACTER. 

SwBET naivete of feature. 

Simple, wild, enchanting elf. 
Not to thee, but thanks to Nature, 

Thou art acting but thyself. 

Were thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spurning nature, torturing art, 

Loves and graces all rejected. 
Then indeed thou d'st act a part. 

EXCISEMEN UNIVERSAL. 

WRITTEN ON A WINl>OW.2-«' 

Ye men of wit and wealth, why all this sneering 

'Gainst poor excisemen ? give tbo cause a hear- 
ing. 

What are your landlords' rent-rolls ?— taxing 
ledgers : 

What premiers? what even monarchs? mighty 
gangers : 

Nay, what are priests, those seeming godly wise 
men? 

ON JESSY LEWAR8.«« 
Talk not to me of savages 

From Afric's burning sun. 
No savage e'er could rend ray heart. 

As, Jessy, thon hast done. 



But Jessy's lovely hand in mine, 

A mutual faith to plight. 
Not even to view the heavenly choir 

Would be so blest a sight. 

TOAST TO THE SAME.249 

Fill me with the rosy wine, 
Call a toast— a toast divine ; 
Give the Poet's darling flame. 
Lovely Jessy be the name ; 
Then thou mayest freely boast 
Thou hast given a peerless toast. 

EPITAPH ON THE SAME."* 

Sat, sages, what's the charm on earth 

Can turn death's dart aside ? 
It is not purity and worth. 

Else Jessy had not died. 

TO THe"saME. 

But rarely seen since Nature's birth, 

The natives of the sky ; 
Yet still one seraph's left on earth. 

For Jessy did not die. 

GRACES BEFORE MEAT. 

Some hae meat and canna eat. 
And some would eat that want it; 

But we hae meat, and we can eat, 
Sae let the Lord be thankit. 

Oh Thon, in whom we live and move, 
Who mad'st the sea and shore; 

Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And grateful would adore. 

And if it please thee, Pow'r above, 
Still grant us, with such store, 

The friend we trust, the fair we love. 
And we desire no more. 

ON A HENPECK*D~C0UNTRY SQUIRE. 
As father Adam flrst was fool'd, 
A case that's still too common. 
Here lies a man a woman rul'd— 
Tlie devil rul'd the woman. 

ON johjT dove, 

INNKEEPER, MAUCHLIKK. 

Here lies Johnny Pidgeon ; 
What was his religion ? 

Wha e'er desires to ken, 
To some other warl' 
Mann follow the carl. 

For here Jc>hnny Pidgeon had nane! 

Strong ale was ablution. 
Small t)eer, persecution, 

A dram was memento mori; 
Bnt a full flowing bowl 
Was the Joy of his soul. 

And port was celestial glory. 

on"wat. 

Sic a reptile was Wat, 

Sic a miscreant slave. 
That the very worms damn'd him. 

When laid in his grave. 
** In his flesh there's a famine, " 

A starv'd reptile cries ; 
** And his heart is rank poison, " 

Another replies. 

ON A S CIl 6 O L M A S T E R* 

IN CLEISH PARISH, FiFESHIKE. 

Here lie Willie Michie's bones, 
Oh Satnn I when ye fuk hiiu. 

Gle hhn the schtiolln' of your weans ^ 
For clover dells he'll mak '^\s\*-» 
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ON MB. W. CRVIKSHiLNKJS. 
Honest Will's to Heat- en sane, 

And mony sluiU lament hifii; 
His faults tnej a in Latin lay, 

In EngUsh uane e'er kent tbem. 

FOR VIU^LIAM NICOL. 

Ye maggots, feed on NreoFs Inrain, 
For few sJc leasts yon've gotten ; 

You've got a prhie o WiHte's bean. 
For dell a bit o't's rotten. 



ON W- 



Stop thief ! dane Nature cried to I»eatli, 
As Willie drew his latest breath; 
You have ray choicest ivrodel ta'en, 
How shall I malce a fool again:? 

ON THE SAME. 

Rest gently, tarf, upon bis breast, 
His chiclcen heart s so tender;— 

Btit rear huge castles on his head» 
His skall will prop them under. 

ON GABRIEL RICHARDSON, 

BBBWXl, SUMTBiBS. . 

Here Brewer 6abri«r» fire's extinct, 
And empty all his barrels; 

He's blest— if as he brew'd the drink- 
In upright, honest niorals. 

ON JOHir BUSBBY, 

WKITSB, DUMntlES. 

HERE^ies John Bnshby, honest man ! 
Cheat him, I>evU^ if yon cans, 

0*N THE POET'S I>At6IFFER. 

Herb lies a rose, a bmMing rose, 

Blasted before its bloom , 
Whose innocence did sweets diselose 

Beyond that floVirer's perftrinc. 

To those who for her loss are griev'd, 

This consolation's given- 
She's from a world of woe reliev'd". 

And blooms a rose in heaven. 



ON A PICTURE 

RSPRBSENTING JAX^OB'S DRKAK. 

Dear , I'll gie you some advice. 

You'll talc it no uncivil : 
You shouidna paint at angehcmair. 

But try and paint the devil. 

To paint an angeVs liittle wark, 
Wi' auld Nick there's less danger ; 

Youll easy draw a wrel-kent face, 
But no sae weel a stranger. 



THE LASS O' BALtOCHJOLE. 
TVine— "Miss Forbes' Farewell to Bsfuff. 

'TwAS even— the dewy fteldv wei^e green, 

On every blade the pearlies hang: 
The zephyr wanton'd round the bean, 

And bore its fragrant sweets alang: 
Ik ev'ry glen the mavis sang. 

All nature list'nlng seem'd the while. 
Except where greenwood echoes rang, 

Amang the braes o' Ballochmylc. 

With careless step I onward stray 'd. 
My heart rejoic'd in nature'e joy. 

When, mosing in a lonely glade, 
A maiden fair I chanc'd to spy ; 



Her look was like th« morning's e/e, 
Her air like nature't rernaramile, 

Perfection iMrffeper'd, ^sihg by. 
Behold tbe Jtaustt o' BflUochmyle ! 

Fair is the piorn in flow'ry May, 

And sweet is night in autumn mild; 
When roving thrcr the garden gay. 

Or wand'ring in the lonely wild : 
But woman, Nature's darling child! 

There all her charms she does compil ; 
Ev'rf there her other works are foii'd 

By the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 

Oh, had she been a country maid. 

And 1 the happy country swain! 
Tlio" shelter'd in the lowest slicd 

That ever rose on Scotland's plain. 
Thro' weary winter's wind and rafti ; 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil ; 
And nightly to my bosom strain 

The bonnie lass o' Ballochmylc. 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep, 
. Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 
And thirst of gold might tempt the deep. 

Or downward seek the Indian mine ; 
Give me the cot below the ptne. 

To tend the flX)cks, or till the soft. 
And ev'ry day Iwivo joys divine 

With the bonnie lass o' Ballochmyle. 



ON A YOUNG LADY.M* 

RXSIDINQ on the banks of THE SMALE, BTVER 
DEVON, IN CLAGIUIANNANSHIRS. BUT WHOSE 
INFANT YEARS WERE SPENT IN AYRSHIRE. 

Air—'' The Pretty Milkmaid." 



the banks of the clear-winding 
bushes, and flowers 



How pleasant 
Devon. 
With green-spreading 
blooming fair! 
But the bonniest flower on the banKs of the 
Devon, 
Was once a sweet bud on the braes of the Ayr. 

Mild be the sun on this sweet blushing flower. 
In the gay rosy mom as it bathes in the dew ! 

And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower. 
That steals un the evening each leaf to renew. 

Oh, spare the dear blossom, ye orient breezes. 
With chill hoary wing as ye ustiter the dawn ! 

And far be thou distant, thou reptfle that s^zest 
The verdure and pride of the gardenand lawn ! 

Let Bourbon exult in his gay gilded mies. 
And England triumphant display her proud 
rose ; 

A fairer than either adorns the green valfovs 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, meanderiiig flows.. 



CASTLE-GORDON. 

Tune—'' Morag." 

STREAKS that glide in orient plains 
Never bound by winter's chains; 
Oiowing here on golden sands. 
There commix'd with foulest stains 
From Tyranny's empurpled bands : 
These, their richly-gleaming waves, 
1 leave to tyrants and their slaves; 
Give me the stream that sweetly lares 
The banks by Castle-Gordon. 

Spicy forests, ever gay. 
Spading from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil. 
Or the ruthless native's way. 
Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil r 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the stave; 
Give me the groves that loftv brave 
The Btormsclfy Castle-Gordcn. 



PBOLOGtE. 
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Wljdly here, withoni Control, 

Natnre reigns and rolos the whole.;. 

In that sober, pensive mood, 

Dearest to the feeling sonl. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood v 

Life's poor day ill musing rave, 

And find at night a sheltering cave, 

Where waters flow and wild woods wtafe^ 

By bonnle Castle-Qoixion. 

FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Scenes that former thoughts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
liow a sad and last adieu ! 

Bonnie Doon, sac sweet at gloomin'. 
Fare thee weel, before 1 gang! 

Bonnie Doon, whare, early roamin', 
rirst 1 weaved the rustic sang! 

Bowers, adieu ! whare love, decoying, 
First enthrallM this heart o' niinct 

Tlicre the saftest sweets enjoying— 
Sweets that raem'ry ne'er shall tjne 

Friends, so near my bosom ever, 
Ye hae render'd moments dear, 

Bnt, alas ! when forced to sever, 
Tlien the strolte, oh, how severe I 

Frleniis! that parting tear reserve it. 
Though 'tis donblv ilear to me ! 

Conld I thinlc 1 did deserve it. 
How much itappier would 1 be! 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew, 

Scenes of woe and scenes of pleasure, 
Now a last and sad adieu ! 



FRAGMENT 

OF AS ODB ON PRIXCB CHARLES BDWABI>*S BIBTR 

DAT. 

False flatterer, Hope away! 
Nor think to lure us as in days of jrore : 

We solemnise this sorrowing natal day. 
To prove our loyal truth— we can no more ; 

And owing Heaven's mysterloua sw^y. 
Submissive, low, adore. 

Ye honour*d mighty dead! 
Who nobly perish'd in the glorious canse. 
Your King, your country, and her Laws! 

From great Dundee who, smiling. Victory 
led. 
And fell a martyr in her arms, 
(What breast of northern ice bnt warms!) 
To bold Balmerino's undying name. 
Whose soul of fire, lighted at Heaven's liigb 
flame, 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes 
claim. 

Not nnrevenged your fate shall be. 

It only lags the fatal hoar; 
Your l)l«)od shall with incessant cry, 

Aw^nt(c at last th' unsnairing power : 
As from the cliff, with tnnnderlng coarse. 

The snowy ruin smokes along. 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 
Till deep it crashing whelms the cottage in the 

vale, 
tio vengeance 

BRUCE TO HIS TROOPS, 

ON THE EVE OF THE BATTLE OF BANNOCSBIJSlf. 

[As originally written by Bam&J 
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bledi 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led : 
Welcome to your gor/ bed, 
Or to victCHTle! 



Now's the day and now's the hodf. 
See the front o' battle Ipwer: 
See appro:ich prood Edjvard't powar^ 
Chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor-knave? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 
Let him tarii and. flee ! 

Wha for Scotland's king and kiv 
Freedom's sword will strongly dra3V> 
Free-man stand, or FreeHmm.fa*, 
Let him follow me I 

By oppression's woes and pains! 
By your sons in servile chains I 
We will drahi our dearer veiUA 
But they shall be free ! 

Lay the proud usurpers low! 
Tyrants faU in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Let 08 DO, or 1>I£{ 



REMORSE. 

FR03I THR sort's GOMUOXPI.ACB-BOQK» 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our peace, 
That press the soul, or wring -tte uiinarMdtta < 

guish. 

Beyond comparison the worst are tiioae 
That to our folly or our guilt we owe. 
In every other circumstance, the mind 
Has this to say—" It was no deed of mlaa!^ 
But when to all the evil of misfortune 
This sting is added— '* Blame thy foolish self!" 
Or worser still, the pangs of keen ramorae : 
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of guilts 
Of guilt, perhaps, where we've IhrMv^d others ; 
The young, tiie innocent, who fondly loved us. 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of rujn ! 
Oh, burning hell! in all thy store of tomeiitB, 
There's not a keener lash! 
Lives there a man so Arm, who, while bis heart 
Feels ail the bitter horrors of 'his crime, 
Can reason down its agonising ibrcAM : 
And, after proper purpose of amendment, 
Can firmly force his Jarring thon^hts to pttMe .' 
Oh, happy! happy! enviaUie matt !• 
Oh, glorious magnanimity of sonl! 

PBOLOaUB 

FOR MR. 81JTHEBIiA2<DL 8 BESBB^IT-MIOBIV pmVBIES. 

What needs this din aboat.the town o* London, 
How this new play and that new sang Is comin'? 
Why is outlandish stuff sae meiUe oborted? 
Does nonsense mend, like WfalakTV when im- 
ported'/ 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame. 
Will try to gie us sangs and playe at hame ? 
For comedy abroad he ne^na toil, 
A fool and Knave are plants of every soil : 
Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Qreeoa 
To gather roaiter for a serions niece; 
There's themes enoagb in Ca]eaonian.8tor;w 
Would show the tra^c Mnse tai a' her gloiT* 

Is there no dffrlng.bard Will .rise, andteill 
How glorious Wallace stood, how hapless fall? 
Where are the Mn^es fle<t tl^it coold prodlMiA. 
A drama worthy o' the name o' Brnee?. 
How here, even, here, he first unsheatli'A.tl^ 

swonr, 
'Gainst mighty England and her gnUty lord^. 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing* 
Wrench'd his dear country from t)ie Jai«rt of 

ruin ? 
Oh, for a Shakspeare or. an Otwoy seent« 
Te draw the lovely, hapless Scotllsti Qtteeat • 
Vain all the omnipotence of fenala db«eik» 
'Uainst be^uUftBCi taeOo^iin^ 'saaAir "" 
ansA, 
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She fell, hnt fell with spirit trnly JJoninn, 

Tu glnt the vengeance of a rival woman ; 

A woman— though the phase may seem uncivil— 

As able and as cruel as the Devil ! 

One Douglas lives in Home's immortal page. 

But Douglasses were heroes every age : 

And though your fathers, prodigal of life, 

A Douglas follow'd to the martial strife, 

Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Kight succeeds, 

Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae generous done, if a' the land 
Would take the Muses* servants by the hand ; 
J^ot only hear, but patronise, befriend them. 
And where ye justly can commend, commend 

them: 
And aiblins when they winna stand the test. 
Wink hard, and say the folks hae done their 

best! 
Would a' the land do this, then I'll be caution 
Ye'U soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation 
Will gar Fame blaw until her trumpet crack, 
And warslc Time and lay him on his back! 

For us, and for our stage, should ony spier 
** Whase aught thae chiels maks a' this bustle 

here?' 
My best leg foremost. I'll set up my brow, 
We have the honour to belong to you I 
We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like, 
But, like good mithers, shore before ye strike. 
And gratef u' still I hope ye'll ever find us. 
For a the patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got frae a' professions, sets, and ranks ; 
God help us! were but poor — ye'se get but 

thanks. 



EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION. 
Tmie^'' Kiiliccrankie." 

LORD ADVOCATE. 

He clenched his pamphlets in his fist, 

He quoted and he hinted, 
Till In a declamation-mist. 

His argument he tint it ; 
He gap^d for't, he graip^d for*t, 

He fand it was awa'. man ; 
But what his common sense came short 

He eked it out wi' law, man. 

MR. ERSKINB. 

Collected, Harry stood a wee, 

Tlien open'd out his arm, man •• 
His lordship sat wi' ruefu' e'e. 

And eyed the.gathering storm, man ; 
Like wind-driven hail, it did assail. 

Or torrents owre a lino, man ; 
Tho Bench sae wise, lift up their eyes, 

ilalf-wankened with the din, man. 



TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 

In my early years, nothing less would serve me 
than courting the tragic Muse. 1 was, I think, 
ftbotit eighteen or nineteen when I sketched 
the outlines of a tragedy, forsooth: but the 
bursting of a cloud of family misfortunes, 
which had for some time threatened us, pre- 
v.ented my farther progress. In those days, I 
never wrote down anything; so, except a 
speech or two, the whole has escaped my 
memory. The following, which I most dis- 
tinctly remember, was an exclamation from a 
great character— great in occasional instances 
of generosity, and daring at times in villanies. 
He is supposed to meet with a child of misery, 
and exclaims to himself :—B. 

** All devil as I am, a damned wretch, 
A harden'd, stubborn, nnrepenting villain, 
8tlll my heart melts at human wretchedneii ; 
And with sincere though unavailing sighs 
I view the belplut chMnn 0/ Olftreu. 



With tears Indighaiit I behold th' oppre«sOf 
Kejoicing in the lionest man's dustrnction. 
Whose unsubmitting heart was all his crimc« 
ETen you, ye helpless crew, I pity yon; 
Ye, whom the seeming good thliik sin to pity.* 
Ye poor, despised, abandon'd vagabonds. 
Whom vice, as usual, has turned o'er to ruin. 
Oh, but for kind, though ill-requited friends, 
1 had been driven forth like you forlorn, 
The most detested worthless wretch among 
you!" 



ROBERT BURNS' ANSWER. 

To Thomas Walker, Ochiltree, tailor, who 
HAD written Burns a strong letter of re- 

SIONSTRANCE. 

What alls ye now, ye lousy bitch. 
To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 
Losh man! nae mercy wi' your natch. 

Your bodkin's bauld, 
I didna suffer half sae much 

Frae Daddy Auld. 

What though at times, when J grow crouse, 
I gie their wames a random pouse. 
Is that enough for yon to souse 

Your servant sae ? 
Gae mind your seam, ye prlck-the-loiise! 

And jag the flae. 

King David, o' poetic brief. 

Wrought 'mang the lasses sic mischief. 

As flU'd his after life wi' grief 

And bloody rants. 
And yet he's rank'd amang tne chief 

O' iangsyne saunts. 

And maybe Tam, for a' my cants. 

My wicked rhymes, and drncken rants, 

I'll gie auld cloven Clooty's haunts 

An unco slip yet. 
And snugly sit amang the saunts. 

At Davie's hip yet. 

But fegs, the Session says I maun 
Gae fa' upon anithcr plan. 
Tlian garrin lasses coup the cran 

• Clean heels owre hodyv 
And fairly thole their mither's ban. 
Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on to tell for sport 
How I did wi' the Session sort— 
Auld Clinknm at tho Inner Port 

Cried three times, "Robin ! 
Come hither lad, and answer for't, 

Ye're blamed for Jobbin'." 

Wr pinch I put a Sunday's face on. 
And snooved awa' before the Session— 
1 made an open fair confession, 

I scom'd to lie ; 
And syne Mess John, beyond expression, 

Fell foul o' me. 

A fornicator loun ho call'd me. 

And said my faut frae bliss expoU'd me ; 

1 own'd the tale was true he tell'd me ; 

"But what the matter," 
Quo' I, " I fear, unless ye geld me, 

I'll ne'er be better." 

" Geld you !" quo' he, "and what for no? 
If that your right hand, leg, or toe. 
Should ever prove vour ep'rit^al foe, 

YOU should remember 
To cut .' 's aff, and what for no 

Yonr dearest member? 

"Na, na," quo I, "I'm no for that. 
Gelding's nae better than it's ca't, 
I'd rather suffer for my fau't, 

A hearty flewlt, I . 

As fair owre hip asye can draw't, ' " 

Though I should me It* r 
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** Or gin ye like to end the txither. 
To please ns a*. I've Jast ae ittier: 
Wlicu next wi yon lass I forgather, 

Whate'cr betide it, 
I'll frankly gi*e her't a' ttiQgither. 

And let her guide it." 

Bat, sir. this pleased them warst ava. 
And therefore, Tani, when that 1 saw, 
I said, *' Uude-night," and cam awa'. 

And left the Session ; 
1 saw they were resolved a' 

On my oppression. 

THE POETS WELCOME TO HIS ILLEGITI- 
MATE CHILD 242 

Thou's welcome, wean ! mlshanter fa* me, 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy. 
Shall ever danton me, or awe me. 

My sweet wee lady. 
Or if I blnsh when thou shalt ca' me 

Tlt-ta, or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonnie Betty, 
I fatherly will ieiss and daut thee, 
As dear and near my heart I set thee, 

Wi' as gnde will. 
As a' the priests had seen me get theo 

That's out o* hell. 

What thongh they ca' me fornicator. 
And tease my name in kintra clatter : 
The mair they talk I'm kent the better. 

E'en let them clash : 
An anld wife's tongue's a feckles matter 

To gio ane fash. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a merry dint. 

My funny toll Is now a' tint. 

Sin' thou came to the world asklent. 

Which fools may scoff at ; 
In my last plack thy part's be In't— 

The better half o't. 

And if thon be what I would hue thee. 
And tak the counsel I shall gic thee, 
A lovia' father I'll be to thee, 

If thon be spared : 
Ihrongh all thy childish years I'll e'c thee. 

And think't weel wared. 

')ude grant that thon may aye inherit 
Thy mlther's person, grace, and merit. 
And thy poor worthless daddy's spirit. 

Without his faillns : 
Twill please mc mair to hear and sec't, 

Than stockit maliius. 



VERSES 

AnDRBSSBD TO THE LANDLAOT OF THE INN AT 

BOSLIN. 

3lT blessings on you, sonsy wife ; 

I ne'er was here before : 
You've gi'en ns walth for horn and knife, 

Nae heart could wish for more. 

Heaven keep you free frac care and strife ; 

Till far ayont fourscore ; 
And while I toddle on through life, 

I'll ne'er gang by your door 

TO A MEDICAL GENTLEMAN, 

iNvrriNa him to attend a masonic anniver- 
sary MEBTINO. 

Friday first's the day appointed, 
By our Right Worshipful anointed, 

To hold our grand procession : 
To get a blaudo' Johnie s morals. 
And taste a swatch o' Manson's barrals, 

I' the way of our profession. 
Our Master and the Brotherhood 

Wad a' bo glad to see you ; 

For mo 1 would bo mair than proud 



To share the mercies wl* yon. 
If death then, wi' scaith then. 

Some mortal heart is hechtin', 
Inform him, and storm him,<M 

That Saturday ye'U fecbt him. 

ROBEST BUBNS. 

LINES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE GLOBE TAVERN, 
DUMFRIES. 

The graybeurd, old Wisdom, may boast of his 
treasures. 
Give mo with gay Folly to live ; 
I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled plea- 
sures, 
But Folly has raptnres to give. 

LINES ON STIRLING. 
WRITTEN ON A WINDOW IN WINGATB'S INH THBRS. 

Here Stuarts once in glory relgn'd. 
And laws for Scotia's weel ordain'd: 
But now unroof 'd their palace stands. 
Their sceptre's sway'd by foreign hands. 
The Stuarts' native race is gone ! 
A race outlandish fills their throne— 
An idiot race, to honour lost : 
Who know them best, despise them most. 

Bnms, who was then a zealous JacoMte, being 
reproved by a friend for the above lines, 
replied. '* I shall reprove myself : '* and imme- 
diately wrote the following lines on the same 
pane :— 

THE REPROOF. 

Rash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy name 
Shall no longer appear in the records of fame: 
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who writes 

like the Bible. 
Says that the more 'tis a troth, sir, the more 'tis 

a libel? 

REPLY TO A GENTLEMAN, 

WHO ASKED IF HE WOULD LIKE TO BE A SOLDIER 

1 Murder hate, by flood or field, 
Tliough glory s name may screen ns; 

In wars at hame I'll spend my blood, 
Life-giving wars of Venus, 

The dicties that I adore. 

Are social peace and plenty; 
I'm better pleased to make one more, 

Than be the death o' twenty 

REPLY TO A CLERGYMAN 

WHO WROTE A POETICAL miLlPPIC AGAINST TUB 
FOREGOING LINES ON STIRLING. 

Like ^sop's lion. Bums says. *' Sore I feel 
All others' scorn— but damn that ass's heeL" 



THE BOOK WORMS. 

Through and through the inspired leaves. 
Ye maggots, make your windings ; 

But, oh ! respect his lordship s taste, 
And spare his golden bindings ! 

VERSES ADDRESSED TO J. RANKINE,' 

ON HIS WRITING TO THE POET THAT A GIRL IN 
THAT PART OF THE C9DNTRY WAS WITH CHILD 
BY HIM. 

I AM a keeper of the law 

Tn some sma' points, although not a*; 

Some people tell me gin I tar, 

Ac way or ither ; 
TbP ?>reaUog of a point, though sma'. 
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I hae bACUft to fe»r*t ttioe or twtiie. 
And wiftnd siwr o'er far tot thrice. 
Yet oevet met ivltli that sorpriae 
„ ,^ That hiroke my rest, 

But "how a rumour's like to rise, 

A whaup's 1' the nest 



OUR THEISSLftS FLOtfcBSa'B. 
Tune— *' Awn\ Whigs, awa'.** 
CHonud. 



ON kobeut riddel, esq. 

To Riddel, much lamented man, 

This ivied cot was dear : 
Reader, dost yalne matchless worth ? 

This Ivied cot revere. 

ON A PERSON NICKNAMED MARQUIS, 
WHO DESIRED BUSR8 TO WXITE AN EPITXpH FOR 

HIM. 

Here lies a mock Marquis, whose titles were 

.aliaii^Q'd; 
11 eVto he rise, It win be to t)e d — d. 

ON BtBL DAVID MAXWELL, 

OF CARDOVESS. 

Bi^ the Redeemrer, Cardohess, 

WHTi ffratefnl ffiPted eyw, 
VHio said that not the soul Motte, 

But hody too, mtisl rise : 
Fm- had he said, "The soal alone 

JFYora death I will deliver;' 
Alas, alas. O Cardonera! 

Iben thou hadst slept for ever! 

ON A SUICIDE. 

ExkTH'D up here lies an imp o' hell. 

Planted by 8atan'R dibt)le— 
Poo^ silly wretch, he's d— d himsel', 

To save the Lord the trouble. 

OH, SAW YE MY DEARIE? 

Tune—'* Eppie Macnab." 

Oh, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie M*Nab? 
On, ea% ye my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab ? 
She's down in the yard, she's kissing the laird. 
She winna cotne hame to her aih Jock Rab. 




Thon's welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab 



What says she. my dearie, my Eppie M'Nab? 
What says she^ my dearie, my Eppie M*Nab ? 
She lets thee to wot, that she hhs thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee, her own Jock Rnb 
Oh, had X ne'er seen thee, ray Eppie M'Nab ! 
Oh, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie M'Nab ! 
As light 4a Ihe air, and fause as thou's fair, 
Thou's broken the heart o' thy ain Jock Rao. 

MERRt HAE 1 BEEN TEETHIN' A 

HECKLE. 

Tune—** Lord BreadaItmne*B March." 

Oh, merry hae I been teethin' a heckle. 

And merry hae I been shapin* a spoons 
Oh, merry hae I been clontln' a kettle, 

And kissin* my Katie when a' was done. 
Oh, a' the lang day I ca' at my hammer. 

And a' the lang day I whistle and sing, 
A* the lang day 1 cnodle my kimmer, 

And a' the lang night am as happy's a king. 

Bitter In dool T licklt my wlnnins, 

O' marrying Bess, to gie her a slave : 
Blest be the hour she cooVd in her linens, 

And blithe be the bird that sing^ on her grave. 
Come to my arms, my Katie, my Katie, 

And come to my anna and kiss rae again ! 
Drunken Or sober, here's to thee Katie: 

And hltat be the day I did it again. 



AWA', Whigs, «wa' ! 

Awa', Whigs, awk'! 
Ye're but a pack of traitor looaa, 

Ye'Il do no -good at a'. 

Our thrissles flourifihM frel* and fafr. 
Our bonnie bloom*d our roses ; 

But Whigs came like a frosft in JuXlc, 
And wither d a' our posies. 

Our ancient crown's fa'n in the dust— 
Deil blind them wi' the stour ot. 

And write their name in his black benk, 
Wha gae the Whigs the power ot. 

Our sad decay in Church and State 

Surpasses my descriving; 
The Whigs came o'er us for a corse. 

And we hae done wi' thriving. 

Grim Vengeance long has taen a nap. 
But we may see him waukcji; 

Gude help the day when royal beads 
Are hunted like a matiklft! 



OH, GUDE ALE COMES. 

Oh, gude ale comes and gude ale goes, 
Gude ale gars me sell my hose. 
Sell my hose, and pawn my shooft, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon 
I had sax owsen in a plengh. 
They drew a' weel eneugh ; 
I sell'd them a' just ane by ane, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 

Gude ale keeps me bare and busy. 
Gars me nioop wi' the servant hizzic. 
Stand i' the stool when t hae done, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 
Oh, gude ale comes and gude ale goes, 
Gude ale gars me sell my hose. 
Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon, 
Gude ale keeps my heart aboon. 



JAMIE, COME TRY ME. 
7Vt««—" Jamie, come try me.'* 

CHORITS. 

Jamie, come try me, 
Jamie, come try me ; 
If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me. 

If thou should ask my love. 

Could Idehy thee'/ 
If thou would win my love, 

Jamie, come try nie. 

If thou should kiss me, 16v<e 

Wha could espy thee ? 
If thou wad be ray love, 

Jamie, come try me. 

THERE'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS. 

There's news, lasses, news, 

Guid he^s I've to tell. 
There's a boatfu' o' lads 

Come to our town to sell. 

The wean wants a cradle. 
And the cradle wants a cod : 

And I'll no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 

Father, quo' she, mither, quo' she* 

Do what ye can, 
I'll no gang to my bed. 

Till I get a man. 



MY HARRV WAS A GALLANT GAY. 
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1 hae as cruid a craft rig 
As made o' yird and staoe ; 

And waly fa' the ley-crap, 
For I maun UU t agair 



CAULD 18 THE E'ENIN' BLAST. 
Tune—''CsiUld is the eenln' blast." 

Cauld is the e'enin' blast 

O Horeas o'er the pool, 
And dawln' It Is dreary 

W^en Mrks are bare at Yale. 

Oh, T)itter blaws the e'enii)' blaat 
When bitter bites the frost. 

And in the mjrfc and dreary ari/t 
The bills and glens are lost. 

Ne'er sae mnrky blew the night 

That drifted o^er the liUl, 
But bonnlc Peg-a-Xianisey 

Gat grist to uer wilt 

THERE WA8 A BON^^IE LASS- 

There was a bMnnie lass. 

And a bunnic, boniiie la$s. 
And she lo'ed her bohnie laddie dear; 

Till war's loud alarms 

Tore her laddie f rae her arms, 
Wi* mony a sigh and a tear. 

Over sea, over shore. 

Where the cannons loudly roar. 
He still was a stranger to fear : 

And nocht could him quell, 

Or his bosom assail. 
But the bonnlc lass iie lo'ed sae dear. 

SWEET CLOSES THE EVENING."* 
Tune—'' Croigieburn-wood." 

CHORUS. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thpc, dearie, 
And oh, to be lying beyond tliec ; 

Oh, sweetly, soundly, wepl may he sleep 
lliat's laid in the bed beyond thee ! 

Sweet closes the eve on Craigie burn-wood, 
And blithely awankens the morrow ; 

But the pride of the spring in the Cralgiebom- 
wood 
Can yield to mo nothing but sorrow. 

I sec the spreading leaves and flowers, 

I hear the wild birds singing; 
But pleasure they hae nanc for me, 

While care my neart I? wringing. 

I canna tell, T mannna tell, 

I darena for your anger ; 
But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it langer 

1 sec thee gracefu' straight, and tall, 

1 see ihee sweet and bonnie ; 
But oh. wliat will my torments be. 

If thou refuse thy Johnnie I 

To see thee In anither's arms, 

In love to lie and languish, 
'Twad be my dead, that will be seefi, 

My heart wad burst wi' anguish. 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine. 

Say thou lo'es nanc before me ; 
And a' ray days o' life to come 

I'll gratefully adore thee. 

MY HEART WAS ASC^. 
7ttne— *'To the Weavers gin je gp." 

Mv heart was ance as biythe uid (r«e 

As simmer days are lang. 
But a bonnie, westlin' weaver |«d 

Hat gart me chaoge my saor 



CHOBUS. 

To the weaverf gia fe go, Wr maid. 

To the weavers gf« ye go; 
I rede yoa right, gaag ae^er at nigbt 

To Che weavers gio ye go. 

My mither sent me to the town. 

To warp a plaidin' wab : 
But the weary, weary warpln' o't 

Has gart me sigh and sab. 

A bonnie. westlin' weaver lad, 

Sat working at his loom: 
He took my heart as wi' a niet, 

In every knot and thrum. 

I sat besides my warpin'-wheel. 

And aye 1 cad it roan' : 
But every shot and every |uiock, 

My heart it gae a stonn . 

The moon was sinking in the west 

Wi' visage pale and wan. 
As my bonnie westlin' weaver 1^ 

Convey'd me through the gleB. 

But what was said, or what was done 

Shame fa' me gin I tell ; 
But, oh ! I fear the kintra soon 

Will ken as weei's mysel'. 

THE TAILOR. 

Tune— The Tailor fell through the bed, 
thimbles and a'.^' 

The tailor fell through the bed, thlpables and a', 
TIic tailor fell through the bed, thimbles and a : 
The blankets were thin and the sheets the^* were 

auMi', 
The tailor fell through the bed, tbhnbles and a*. 

The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded oae lU. 
The sleepy bit lassie, she dreaded nae ill ; 
The weather was cauld. and the lassie lay stUl, 
She thought that a tailor could do her nae ill. 

Gie me the groat again, canny young man, 
Gie mc the groat again, canny young man ; 
Tlie day it is short, and the night it is lang. 
The dearest siller that ever 1 wan I 

There's somebody weary wi' lying her lane. 
There's somebody weary wl' lying her lane ; 
There's some that are dowie, Xtrow wad be fain 
To see the bit tailor come sklppin' agaUi. 

MY TeaNI 
7un«— "The Norihom Lass.** 

Though cruel fate should bid us Mrt, 

Far as the pole and line. 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 

Though mountains rise, and deserts howl. 

.\nd oceans roar between ; 
Yet dearer tban my deathless sp^l, 

I still would love my JefiQ. 

MY HARRY WAS A GALLAN^T GAY. 
Tune—*' Highlander's Lament." 

Mt Harry was a gallant gay. 

Fu' stately strode he on the plain; 
But now he s banlsh'd far away, 

I'll never see him badi again. 

CHORUS. 

for him back again! 
O for him back again) 

1 wad gie a Knockfiasple*s lana. 
For Highland Harry back again. 

When a' the lave gae to their bed, 

I wander dowie up the glen : 
I set me down and greet my fill. 

And aye i wish bJ^i^ htf&lL^iiu^. 



no 
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Oil, were some villains hangit higli« 
And ilka body had their ain ! 

Tlien I might seethe Joyfn' sight, 
Mj Highland Harry back again. 



THE GOWDEX LOCKS OF ANNA. 
7'un«— "Banks of Banna." 

YcsTEREEN, I had a pint o' wine, 

A place where body saw na' ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 
Tjie hungry Jew in wilderness, 

Uejoiclng o'er his manna. 
Was uaething to ray hlnny bliss. 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Yo monarchs, tak the east and west, 

Frae Indus to Savannah ; 
Gic me within my straining grasp 

Tlie melting form of Anna f 
Tlicre I'll despise imperial charms. 

An Empress or Sultana, 
Willie dying raptures, tn her arms, 

1 give and take with Anna ! 

Awa\ thou flannting god o' day ! 

Awa\ thon pale Diana ! 
IFk star pae hide thy twinkling ray 

When I'm to meet my Anna I 
Come, in thy raven plumage, Night, 

Sun, morn, and stars withdraw a' ; 
And bring an angel pen tu write 

My transports wl* my Anna ! 



WEARY FA' YOU, DUNCAN GRAY. 
Tune—** Duncan Gray." 

Wkart fa' yon, Duncan Gray— 

Ila, ha. the girdin' o't I 
Who gae by you, Duncan Gray— 

lift, ha, theglrdin'o'tl 
When a' the lave gae to their play, 

Tlien I maun sit the lee-lang day. 
And jog the cradle wi' mv tac, 

.\nd a' for the girdln' o't. 

Bonnie was the Lammas moon— 

Ha. ha, the glrdln' o't ! 
Glowrin' a' the hills aboon— 

Ila, ha, theglrdin'o'tl 
The girdin' brak. the beast cam down, 

I tint my curch, and balth rav shoon ; 
Ah I Duncan, ye're an unco loon— 

Wae on the bad girdin' o't ! 

But, Duncan, gin ye'U keep your aith— 

Ha, ha. the glrdln' o't ! 
Ise bless you wi' my hindmost breath— 

Ha, ha. the glrdln' o't: 
Duncan, ye'U keep your alth, 
The beast again can bear us baith. 
And auld Mess John wilt mend the skaith. 

And clout the bad girdin' o't 



MY HOGOIE. 
Tune—** What will I do gin my Hoggie die?" 

What wIB I do gin my hoggie die '/ 
^ly joy. »ny pride, my hoggie ? 

^ly only beast, I had nao mae. 
And vow, but I was voggie ! 

The lee-lang night we watch'd the fauld, 

Mc and my faithfn' doggie : 
We heard nought but the roaring linn, 

Amaug the braes sae scroggie. 

But the howlet cried frae the castle wa' 

The blltter frae the boggle. 
The tod replied upon the hill— 

/ trembled tor my hoggie. 



When day did daw, and cocks did craw. 

The morning it was foggy : 
An unco tyke lap o'er the dyke, 

And maist has killed my hoggie. 

AE F0Nd"kiSS.2m 

Tune—** Rory Dall's Port." 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae farewcel, and then for ever! 
Deep in heart -wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans 111 wage thee. 
Who shall say that fortune grieves him 
While the Star of Hope she leaves him? 
Me, nae cheerfn' twinkle lights me ; 
Dark despair around benights me. 

I'll ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Naething could resist my Nancy ; 
And to see her, was to love her ; 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never loved sae kindlv. 
Had we never loved sae blindly, 
Never met or never parted, 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fare-thee-weel, thou first and fairest ! 
Fare-thee-weel, thou best and dearest! 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, enjoyment, love, and pleasure ! 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ; 
Ae fareweel, alas ! for over! 
Deep in heart-wrung tears I'll pledge thee, 
Warring sighs and groans I'll wage thee. 

HAD I THE WYTE! 
Tune— **'R&d I the wyte!— she bode me.** 
Had I the wyte. had I the wyte. 

Had I the wyte':*— she bade me : 
She watch'd me by the hie-^ate side. 

And up the loan she shaw d me ; 
And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca'd me ; 
Had Kirk and State been in the gate, 

I'd lighted when she bade me 

Sae craftily she took me ben, 

And bade me make nae clatter; 
**For onr ramgunshoch glum gudeman 

Is out and owre the water :'^ 
Whoe'er shall say I wanted grace 

When I did kiss and dwat her, 
Let him be planted In my place, 

Syne say 1 was the fauter. 

Could I for shame, could I for shame. 

Could I for shame refuse her? 
And wadna manhood been to blame. 

Had I unkindly used her ? 
He claw'd her wl' the riplin'-kame. 

And blue and bluldy bruised her; 
When sic a husband was frae harae. 

What wife but had excused her? 

I dlghted aye her e'en sae blue, 

And bann'd the cruel randy; 
And, weel I wat, her willing mou' 

Was e'en like sugar-candy. 
A gloamin'-shot it was I trow, 

I lighted on the Monday ; 
But I came through the Tysday's dew, 

To wanton WlUle's brandy. 

THE BAIRNS GAT OUT. 
Tune—** The Deuks dang o'er my Daddie." 

The bairns gat out wi' an unco shout, 

The deuks dang o'er my daddie, O! 
The flen'-ma-care, quo' the feirle auld wife. 

He was but a paidlin' bodv, O ! 
He paidles out, and he paldles in. 

And he paidles late and early, O ! 
This seven lang years I hae laien by his side, 

And he's but a fuslonlcss carlle, O! 



THE OtttDWirifi OF 

Oh, kattd yonr tongue, my felrle anld wifo, 

Oh, hand your tongue now, Nansft, O: 
I've seen the day, and sae hae ye, 

Ye wadna been sae donsie, 01 
I've seen the day ye butter'd ray brose. 

And cuddled me late and early, O ! 
But downa do's come o'er me now. 

And, oh ! I feel it sairly, O ! 

COCK UP YOUR BEAVER. 
Tune—*'' Cock up your beaver." 

When first my brave Johnnie lad 

Came to this town, 
He had a blue bonnet 

That wanted the crown; 
But now he has gotten 

A hat and a feather- 
Bey, brave Johnnie lad 

Cock up your beaver ! 

Coclc up your beaver, 

And cock it fu' sprush. 
We'll over the border 

And gie them a brush ; 
There's somebody there 

We'll teach better behaviour— 
Hey brave Johnnie lad, 

Cfock up your beaver. 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER DOOR? 
Tune—** Lass, an' I come near thee." 

Wha Is that at ray bower-door? 

Oh, wha is that but Findlay. 
Then gae your gate, ye'ae no be here! 

Indeed, maun I, quo' Findlay. 
What mak ye, sae like a thief? 

O come and see, quo' Findlay ; 
Before the morn ye'll work mischief; 

Indeed, will I, quo' Findlay 

f I rise and let ye in? 

Let me in, quo' Findlay; 
Ye'll keep me waukin' wi' your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo Findlay. 
In my bower if yon should stay? ^ 

Let me stay quo* Findlay; 
I fear ye'll bide till break o' day; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain ; 

I'll remain, quo' Findlay : 
I dread ye'll learn the gate again ; 

Indeed will I, quo" Findlay. 
What may pass within this oower— 

Let it pass, quo' Findlay ; 
Ye mauncsnceai till your last hour; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay! 



THE BANTIN' DOG THE DADDIE O'T. 

rane-"Ea8t Nook o' Fife." 

Oh, wha my baby clouts will buy? 
Oh, wha will tent me when I cry ? 
Wha will kiss me where I lie ; 
The rantin* dog the daddie o't. 

Oh, wha will own ho did the fau't ? 
Oh, wha will buy the groanin' maut ? 
Oh. wha will tell me how to ca't ? 
The rantin' dog the daddie o't. 

When I raount the creepic chair, 
"Wha will sit besides me there? 
Gie rae- Rob, I'll seek nne raair— 
The rantin' dog the daddie o't. 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fldgln'^fain? 
Wha wili kiss me o'er again ? 
The rantUi' dog the daddie .o*t. 
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A FRAGMENT. 
2Vn<— *' John Anderson, ray Jo." 

One night as I did wander. 

When corn begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder 

Upon an auld tree root : 
Auld Ayr ran by before me, 

And bicker'd to the seas; 
A cushat crooded o'er me. 

That echoed through the braes. 



OH, LEAVE NOVELS ! 

7*ttne— "Mauchliue Belles." 

Oh, leave novels, ye Mauchline belles, 
Ye're safer at your spinning-wheel : 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Rob Mossgiel. 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons, 
They make your youthful fancies reel ; 

They heat your brains, and Are your veins, 
And then you're prey for Rob Mossgiel. 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hung, 
A heart that warmly seems to feel; 

That feeling h^art but acts a part— 
Tis rakish art in Rob Mossgiel. 

The frank address, the soft caress, 
Are worse than poison'd darts of steel; 

The frank address and polite sse 
Are all finesse in Bob Mossgiel. 



THE GUIDWTFE OF WAUCHOPE- 
HOUaE,25« 

TO ROBERT BURNS. 

February^ 1778. 

Mt canty, witty, rhyming ploughman, 

I hafHins doubt it is na true, man. 

That ye between the stilts were bred, 

Wi' ploughmen school'd, wi' ploughmen fed ; 

I doubt it sair, ye've drawn your knowledge 

Either frae grammar-school or college, 

Gnid troth, your saul and body baith 

Ware better fed. I'd gie my alth. 

Than theirs, wha sup sour-milk and parrltch. 

And bummil through the Single Carritch. 

Wha ever heard the ploughman speak 

Could tell gif Homer was a Greek? 

He'd flee as soon upon a cudgel, 

As get a single line of Virgil. 

Andfthen sae slee ye crack your jokes 

On WiUie Pitt and Charlie Fox: 

Our great men a' sae weel descrlve. 

And how to gar the nation thrive, 

Ane maist wad swear ye dwelt amang them, 

And as ye saw them, sae ye sang them. 

But be ye ploughman, be ye peer. 

Ye are a funny blade, 1 swear: 

And though the canld 1 ill can bide. 

Yet twenty miles, and mair, I'd ride. 

O'er moss, and mnir, and never grumble. 

Though my auld yad should gie a stumble. 

To crack a winter night wi' thee. 

And hear thy sangs and sonnets slttK-. 

A gnid saut herring and a cake, 

Wi sic a chiei, a feast wad make ; 

I'd rather scour your reaming yiil. 

Or cat o' cheese and bread my fill. 

Than wi' dull lairds on turtle dine, 

And ferlie at their wit and wine. 

Oh, gif I kenn'd but where ye baldc, 

I'd send to you a marled plaid : 

'Twad hand your shonthers warm and braw. 

And douse at kirk or market shaw; 

For south as weel as north, ray lad, 

A' honest Scotsmen lo'c the maud. 

Right wae that we're sae fflr frne ithcr; 

Yet proud 1 am to ca'ye brither. 

Your most obedient, E. S. 
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The devil has got tile old wife on his back, 
(Hey, and the rile grows bonnie vri' thyme.) 

And, like a poor pedldr, he's carried his pack ; 
(And the thyme it is wither' d, and rue is in 
prima.) 

He's carried her hame to his ain hallan-door; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonqie wi' thyme,) 
Syne bade her gae.in, fur a b— h and a w— e ; 

(And the thyme It ft wither'd, ahd tue is in 
prime.) 

Then straight be' makes fifty, the pick o' his 

band. 
(Hey, and the rt^e grows bonnie vP thyme,) 
Turn out on her guard. in tlie clap of a hand : 
(And the thyme it is withcr'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

Tlie cariin gaed throngh them' like ony wnd 
bear, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi* thyme,) 
Whae'er she gat hands on came near her na 
mair, 
(And the thyme it is withered and rue is in 
prime.) 

A reekit wee devil looks over the wa' ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme.) 
"Oh, help, master, help, or she'll ruin us* a' ;" 

(And the thyme it is withered, and rue is in 
prime.) 

Tlie devil he swore by the edge o' his knife, 
(Hey, and the rue grows bouhie wi' thyme,) 

He pitied the man that was (led to awiU}; 
(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

The devil he swore by the kirk and the bell, 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 
He was not in wedJouk, thank heaven, but in 
hell, , . 

(And the thyme it is wither'd, and ^ne is in 
prime.) 

Then Satan has travelled again wi' his pack ; 

(Hey, and the rue grows bonnie wi' thyme,) 
And to heranid husband he's can-fed her back; 

(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is in 
prime.) 

" I hae been a devil the feck o' my life ; 

(Hey and the rue grows l)onnie wi' thyme.) 
But ne'er was in hell, till I met wi' a wife ; " 

(And the thyme it is wither'd, and rue is ia 
prime.) 

WHEN ROSt MAY. 

Tune—*^ The gardener wi' his paidle." 

When rosy May comes In wi' flowers. 
To deck her gay green-spreading bowers- 
Then busy, busy are his horfrs— 
The gardener wi' his paidle. 

The crysf <tl waters gently fa' ; 
The merry Mrds are lovers fiT; 
The scented breezes round him btftw— 
The gardener wi' his paidte. 

When purpTe moi^nlng stalrtg ttie hAtH 
To steal upon her early fare, 
Then through the dews he mann repiair— 
The gardener wi' his patdie. 

When rfay, expiring In the west. 
The curtain draws of Nature s rest, 
He flies to her arm» he lo'es best— 
The gardener wi' his paidle. 

HEE B^LOUI 
7ime— "The Highland Balou." 
Hbe bnlou ! ray sweet wee Donald, 
Picture o' the great Clanronald; 
Brawiie kens our wanton chief 
Wha got my young Highland tlUef. 



Leeze ifie on t|iy bonnlfi dIMgle, 
An thou live, thon'lt stetti a naigie : 
Travel the country through and tlirongh, 
And bring hame a Carlisle cow. 

Through the Lawlands, o'er the border, 
Weel, my baby, may thou furder; 
Kerry the louns o' the laigh conntrie, 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me. 

BONNIE PEG. 

As I came in by our gate end, 

As day was waxin' weary ; 
Oh, wha cam tripping down the street 

But bonnie Peg, my dearie ! 

Her.air sae sweet, and shape complete, 

Wr nae propottlon wanting. 
The Queen o' Love did never move 

Wi' motion mair enchanting. 

Wi' linked hands we took the sands 

A -down yon winding river; 
And, oh ! tliat hour and broomy bower, 

Can I forget it ever ! 

WEE WILLIE GRAY. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet J 

Peel a willow-wand to be hira bouts and Jacket: 

The rose upon the biler will be to him trouse 

and doublet. 
The rose upon the brier will be to him trouse 

and doublet. 

Wee Willie Gray, and his leather wallet; 
Twie« a lily-flower will be him sark and cravat ; 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet, 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet. 

ON TAM THE CHAP3LUJ.»7 

As Tam the Chapman, on a day, 

WI' Death forgather'd by the way, 

Weel pleased, he greets a wight sae famous, 

And Death was nae less pleased wi' Thomas, 

Wha cheerfully lays down the pack, 

And there blaws up a hearty crack : 

His social friendly, honest heart, 

Sae tickled Death, thej' could na part: 

Hae after viewing knives and garters. 

Death takes him hame to gi'e n!m quarters. 

TO CLARINDA. 
Before I saw Clarinda's face. 

My heart was blythe and gay. 
Free as the wind, or feather d race 

That hop from spray to spray. 

But now dejected 1 appear, 

Clarlnda proves nnkind ; 
I, sighing, drops the silent tear, 

But no relief can flndt. 

In plaintive notes my tale rehearses 
When I the fair have found ; 

On every tree appear my verses 
That to her praise resound. 

But she, nnn-a^^f^K sl^nns my sight, 

My faithful. love disdains. 
My vows and tears her scorn excito. 

Another happy reigns. 

Ah, though my iooks ftetray 

1 envy your success. 
Yet love to friendship shall give way— 

I cannot wish' f( less. 

BRAW LADS OF GALA WATfiR, 

Tune—" Gala Water." 

Br AW, braw lads of Gnia Water, 

O braw lads of (ialn Water: 
I'll kilt my coats aboon ray iR^vvee.. 
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8ae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 
8ae bonnie blae her e'en, my dearie ; 

Sae white her teeth, sae white her mon*. 
The mair I kiss she's aye my dearie. 

O'er yon bank and o'er yon brae, 
O'er yon moss amang the heather; / 

I'll kilt my coots aboon my knee. 
And follow my love throngh the water. 

Down amang the broom, the broom, 
Down amang the broom, my dearie, 

The lassie lost a silken snood. 
That cost her many a blirt and blearie. 

COME BEDE ME, DAME. 

COMS rede me, dame, come tell me, dame, 
And mane can tell mair truly, 

What colour maun a man be of. 
To love a woman duly ? 

The carlin clew balth np and down. 
And leugh and auswer'd read^', 

'* 1 leam'd a sang in Annandale, 
A dark man for my lady. 

" But for a country quean like thee. 

Young lass I tell thee, fairly, 
That wi' the white I've made a shift, 

And brown will do fu' rarely. 

" Tliere's melkle love in raven locks, 
The flaxen ne'er gi'ows youden ; 

There's kiss and hause me in the brown, 
And glory in the gowden." 

THE DISCREET HIKT. 

'■'■ Lass, when your mithor is frae home, 

May I but be sae banld 
As come to your bower-window. 

And creep in frae the cauld V 
As come to yonr bower-window. 

And when it's cauld an' wat. 
Warm me In thy fair bosom,— 

Sweet lass, may I do that ?" 

*' Young man, gin ye should be sae kind. 

When our guldwife's frae hame, 
As come to raj bower-window, 

Whare I am laid my lane, 
To warm thee in my bosom, 

Tak tent, I'll tell thee what. 
The way to me lies through the kirk :— 

Yoimg man, do ye hear that ?" 



TO MB. JOHN KENNEDY. 

Now Kennedy, if foot or horse 

E'er bring you in by Manchline Corse, 

Lord, man, there's lasses there wad force 

A hermit's fancy ; 
And down the gate, in faith, they're worse. 

And mair unchancy. 

But, as I'm sayin', please step to Dow's, 
And taste sic gear as Johnnie brews, 
Till some bit cailant bring me news 

That you are there ; 
And if we dlnna baud a bouse 

I'se ne'er drink mair. 

It's no I like to sit and swallow, 
Then like a swine to puke and wallow ; 
But gie me Just a true good fallow, 

Wi' right ingine, 
And spunkle ance to make us mellow, 

And then we'll shine. 

Now, if ye're ane o' warld's folk, 
Wha rate the wearer by the cloak. 
And sklent on poverty their joke, 

wr bitter sneer, 
Wi' you no friendship will I troke. 

Nor cheap nor dear. 



But if, as I'm Informed weeL ^ 
Ye hate, as ill's the verra dell, 
The flinty heart that canna feel, 

Come, sir, here's tae yon! 
Hae, there's my hann', I wiss yon weei. 

And gude be wi' yon ! . 



LUCKLESS FORTUNE. 



OH 



a. raging fortune's withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, O ! 
Oh, raging fortune's withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low, O ! 

My stem was fair, my bud was fcreen. 
My blossom sweet did blow. Oh ! 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild. 
And made my branches grow, O ! 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O! 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O! 

TIBBIE DUNBAK. 
Tmtmj-" Johnny M^SilL" 

Oh, wilt thou go wi' me. 

Sweet Tibbie Dunbar? . 
Oh, wilt thou go wi' me. 

Sweet Tibbie Dunbar? 
Wilt thou ride on a horse. 

Or be drawn in a car. 
Or walk by my side, 

Sweet libbie Dunbar ? 

I care na thy daddic. 

His lands and his money, 
I care na thy kin, 

Sae high and sae lordly: 
But say thou wilt hae me 

For better for wanr— 
And come in thv coatie. 

Sweet Tibbie Dunbar! 



OH, WHY THE DEUCE SHOULD I 
REPINE? 

Oh, why the deuce should I repine, 

And be an ill foreboder ? 
I'm twenty-three, and five feet nine— 

I'll go and be a sodger. 

I gat some gear wi meikle care, 

I held it weel thcgither; 
But now it's gane, and something moir^ 

I'll go and be a sodger. 

TO THE OWL. 

Sad bird of night! what sorrows call thee forth. 
To vent thy plaints thus in the midnight hour? 

Is it some blast that gathers in the North, 
Threat 'ning to nip the verdure of thy bower? 

Is it, sad owl! that Autumn strips the shade. 
And leaves thee here, unshelter'd and forlorn ? 

Or fear that Winter will thy nest invade ? 
Or friendless melancholy bids thee mourn ? 

Shut out, lone bird I from all the feather'd train. 
To tell thy sorrows to th' unheeding gloom ; 

No friend to pity when thou dost complain, 
Orief ail thy thought, and solitude thy home. 

Sing on, sad mourner! I will bless thy strain, 
And, pleased, in sorrow listen to thy song: 

Sing on, sad mourner! to the night complain. 
While the lone echo wafts thy notes along. 

Is beauty less, when down the glowing clioelc. 
Sad, piteous tears in native sorrows fnll ? 

Less kind the heart when anguish bids It brcakf 
Less happy he who Ijsts to pity's call 'i 
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BUKNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



Is drown'd amid the mournful scream, 
That breaks the magic of my dream ! 
Boused by tlie %onnd, 1 start and see 
The rnin'd sad reality ! 

AH, CHLORIS! 
Tune—'' Major Graham." 
Ah, Chloris ! since it may na be 

That thou of love wiit near : 
If from the lover thon maun flee, 
Yet let the friend be dear. 

Although I lorve my Chloris raair, 
Than ever tongue coulii tell ; 

3dy passion I will ne'er declare, 
I'll say, I wish thee well. 

Though a' my daily care thou art, 

And a' my nightiv dream, 
I'll hide the struggle in my heart, 

And say it is esteem 

DAMON Ain> SYLVIA. 
7'Mne— "The tither morn, as I, forlorn." 

Yon wandering rill, ihat marlcs the hill, 
And glatfces o'er the brae, sir. 

Slides by a bower, where mony a flower, 
Sheds fragrance on the day, sir. 

There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay. 
To love they thought nne crime, sir ; 

The wild birds sang, the echoes rang. 
While Damon's heart beat time, sit. 

AS DOWN THE BURN. 

As down the burh they toolt their way. 
And through the flowery dale; 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And love was aye the tale. 

With " Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew 'i" 
Quoth Mary, " Love, i like the burn, 

And aye shall follow yon." 

EPITAPti ON Ink. BURTON. 
Here cursing, swearing Norton ucs, 
A bock, a beau, or '• I)em my eyes!'' 
AVho. in his life, did little good. 
And whose last words were '* Dem my blo6d! ' 

Oil, LEEZE ME 6n~MY WEfi THIN6. 

Oh, leeze me on my wee thing. 
My bonnie blithsome wee tbing; 
Sae lang's I hae my wee thing, 
I'll think my lot divine. 

Though warld's care w6 share 0% 
And may see melkle mair o't : 
Wr herlll blithely berfr It, 
And ne'ep a word repine. 

WHEN I THINK ON THE HAPPt DAYS 

When I think on the happy days 

I spent wl* you. my dearie ; 
And now what lands between us lie, 

How can I but be eerie ? 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours, 

A» yc were wao and weary ! 
It wasna sae ye glinted by 

When I was wi' my dearie. 

S H E L A iPo'N E I L. 

When first I began for to sigh and to woo her, 
Of many fine things I did say a great deal, 

But, above all the rest, that which pleased her 
the best, 
Was, "Oh, will you marry me, Shclah 



My point I soon carried, for straight we were 
married, 
Then the weight of my burden I soon gan' to 
feel— 
For she scolded, she fisted, oh then I enlisted. 
Left Ireland, and whisky, and Shelah O'Neill 

Then tired and dull-hearted, oh then I deserted. 
And fled unto regions far distant from h:.me. 

To Frederick's army, where none e'er could 
harm me. 
Save Shelah herself in the shape of a bomb. 

I fought every battle, where cannons did rattle. 
Felt sharp shot, alas! and the sharp pointed 
steel; 
But, in all my wars round, thank my stars, I 
ne'er found 
Ought so sharp as the tongue of cursed Shclah 
ONell. 

BONNIE LESLEY. 

O SAW ye bonnie Lesley, 
As she gaed o'er the Border? 

She's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever ; 
For Nature made her what she is. 

And never made anither! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 
Tliy subjects we. before thee: 

Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 

Tlic Dell he could na scaith thee. 
Or ought that wad belang thee ; 

He'd look into thy bonnie face. 
And say, "I canna wrang thee !" 

The Powers aboon will tent thee, 
Misfortune shii' na steer thee: 

Thou'rt like themselves sae lovely. 
That 111 they'll ne'er let near thee. 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie! 
That we may brag, we hae a lass 

There's nane again sae bonnie. 



SONG. 

Ttfne— " Liggeram Cosh." 

Blithe hae I been on yon hiU, 

As the lambs before me; 
Careless ilka thought and free, 

As the breeze flew e'er me ; 
. tw lae langer sport and play, 

.Mirth or j^ang can please mo ; 
Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize me. 

Heavy, heavy Is the task. 

Hopeless love declaring: 
Trembling, I dow nocht hat gIo"frer, 

Sighing, dumb, despairing! 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bo«?om swelling; 
Underneath the grass-green sod. 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



LOGAN WATER. 

Tune—*' Logan Wafer " 

On, Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride ! 
And years sinsyne has o'er us run. 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
But now thv flowery banks appear 
IJke Drumlle winter, dark and drear. 
While mv dear lad maun face his facs, 
Far, far irue me and Logan braes: 



BEHOLD THE HOUlt. 
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Afiratn the merry month o' May 

Has made our liiUs and valleys gay ; 

The birds rejoice In leafy bowers, 

The bees hiiiii ruund the breathing flowers: 

Blithe Mornhig lifts his rosy eye, 

And Evening's tears are tears of joy • 

My oul, di'lightless. a surveys, 

While Willie's far frac Logan braes. 

• 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Ainang her nestlings sits the thrusli; 
Her fuithfu' mate will share her toil, 
Or wi' his song her cares tiegnile : 
Bat I wl' my sweet nurslings Here, 
H&e mate to help, nae mate to cheer. 
Pass widow'd nights, and joyless days 
While Willie's fai* frae Logan braes. 

O wad upon you, men o' state. 
That brethren rouse to deadly hate I 
As ye mak mony a fund heart mourn 
Sne may It on your heads return I 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tears, the orphan s cry? 
Jlut soon may peace bring happy days. 
And Willie hame to Logan tracs ! 

PHIL LIS THE FAIR. 
Tune—" Robin Adair.' 

While larks with little wing, 

Fann'd the pure air. 
Tasting the breathing spring. 

Forth I did fare, 
(lay the sun's golden eye, 
Peep'd o'er the monntiiins high ; 
Sncli thy morn ! did 1 cry, 

PhiUlsihefairl 

In each bird's careless song. 

Glad did I sliarc ; 
Willie yon wild flowers among, 

Clianue led me there : 
Sweet to the opening day. 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray • 
Such thy bloom I did I say, 

Phlllis the fair! 

Down in a shady walk. 

Doves cooing were : 
1 mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caught in a snare ; 
So kind mav fortune be, 
Soch make nis destiny. 
MO who would injure thee, 

PbilUs the fair! 

HAD I A CAVE. 
Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore. 
Where the winds how^ to Uic waves' dashing 
roar ; 
There would I weep my woes, 
There seek my lost repose. 
Till grief my eyes sliould close, 
Ne'er to wuk^ more! 

Falsest of womankind! canst thon declare, 
All thy fond-plighted vows— fleeting as air ? 

To thv new lover hie. 

Laugh o'er thy perjury. 

Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 

SONG 

T'mw^— "Allan Water." 

Bt Allan-stream I chanced to rove. 

While Phoebus saJik beyond Beniedl ;««• 
The winds were whispering thro.vigh t!>e groYe, 

The yellow corn was waving ready : 
I listened to a lover's sang. 

And thought on yonthfn* pleastu'cs nuuay ; 
And aye the wild- wood echoes rang— 

Oh dearly do X loye thee, Annie ! 



Oh happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle mak^ it eerie; 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie ! 
Her head upon my throbbing breast. 

She, sinking, said. •' I'm thine for ever !" 
While uiony a kiss the seal impress'^, 

The sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

The haunt o' spring 's the primrose brae. 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow; 
How cheerie through the shortening day 

.Is autumn in her weeds o' yellow! 
But c:ui thcv melt the glowing heart. 

Or ciiain the soul in speechless pleasure. 
Or through each nerve the rap ure dart. 

Like meeting her, onr tiosom's treasure ? 

ADOWN WINDING NITH 1 DID VANDER. 
Tune—'' The Muckiu' o' Geordie's Byre." 

Adown winding Nlth I did wander. 
To mark the sweet flowers as they spring; 

Adown winding Nith I did wander. 
Of Phlllis to muse and to sing. 

CHORUS. 

Awa' wi' your helles and and your beauties. 
They never wl* her can compare : 

Whaever has met wi' ray Phlftis, 
Has met wi' the queen o' the fair. 

The daisy amused my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 
Thou emblem, I said, o' my Phlllis! 

For she Is simplicity's child. 

Tlie rose-bud 's the blush o' my charmer. 
Her sweet balmy lip when 'tis press'd: 

How fair and I»ow pure is the Illy, 
But fairer and pnrer her breast. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 

They ne'er wi' my Phlllis can vie: 
Her breath is the breath o" the woodbine. 

Its dew-drop o' diamond her eye. 

Ilor voice Is the song of the morning. 
That wakes through the green-spreading grore, 

When Phoebus peeps over the mottntams, 
On music, and pleasure, and love. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting— 
The bloom ot a fine summer's day! 

Wliile worth in the mlnn o' my Phulis 
W^ili floui'ish without a decay. 

SONG. 

Air-'' Cauld Rail." 

Come, let me take thee to my breast. 

And pledge we ne'er shall sanOer; 
And 1 shall spurn as vilest diist 

Tiie warld's wealth and grandeur; 
And do 1 here my Jessie own 

That equal transports mor^ her? 
I ask for dearest life alone 

That I may live to love hcr« 

I1ius In my anus, wi' a' thy charms, 

1 clasp my countless treasure : 
I'll seek nae mair o' heaven to share. 

Than sic a moment^s pleasure: 
And by thy e'en, s^e bonnie bine, 

1 swear I'm thine for ever J 
And on thy lips I seal my vqw, 

And break It shall I never. 



BEHOLD THE HOUR. 
Tune—" Oran-gaoil. *' 

Bkhold the hour, the boat arrive : 
Thon go'st, thou darling of my heart } 

Scver'd from thee, can I survive? 
But fate has wlli'd, «n4 w« matt part. 
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ni often greet this surginp »weU. 

Yon distant IsJe will often nail: 
" E en here I took the last farewell. 

There latest mark'd her vanish d salL 

Along the solitary shore, 

While flitting sea-foul round me cry, 
Across the rolflng, dashing roar, 

I'll westward turn my wistful eye : 
Happy, thou Indian grove. I'll say, 

where now my Nancy's path may be ! 
Wliile through thy sweets she love to stray, 

Oh tell me, does she muse on me? 

SONG. 
Tttn«— "The collier's bonnic lassie." 
Deluded swain, the pleasure 

The fickle fair can give thee. 
Is but a fairy treasure— 

Thy hopes will soon deceive thee. 

The billows on the ocean, 
The breezes idly roaming, 

Tlie clouds' uncertain motion— 
They are but types of woman. 

Oh! art thou not ashamed. 

To doat upon a feature ? 
If man thou would'st be named. 

Despise the silly creature. 

■Go, find an honest fellow : 
Good claret set before thee : 

Hold on till thou art mellow. 
And then to bed In glory. 

MY SPOUSE, NANCY. 

Tune—'* My jo, Janet." 

*' Husband, husband, cease your strife. 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Though I am your wedded wife. 
Yet 1 am not your slave, sir." 

" One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Is It man, or woman, say. 

My spouse, Nancy ?" 

*' If 'tis still the lordly word. 

Service and obedience ; 
I'll desert my sovereign lord. 

And so good-bye allegiance ! 

" Sad will I be, so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
*' Yet VW try to make a shift. 

My spouse, Nancy." 

*" »ty poor heart then break it must, 

My last hour I'm near It : 
When you lay me In the dust. 

Think, think, how you will bear it. 

•* I will hope, and trust in Heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy : .. ^ _. 
S^trength to bear it will be given. 

My spouse, Nancy." 

*' Well, sir, from the silent dead, \ 

Still I'll try to daunt you; 
Ever round your midnight bed 

Horrid sprites shall haunt you.' 

*♦ I'll wed another like my dear 

Nancy, Nancy: 
Then all heU will fly for fear, 

My spouse, Nancy." 

NANCY. 

Tune—*' Quaker's Wife." 
Thine am I, my faithful fair, 

Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Every pulse along my veins, 

Every roving fancy. 



To thy bosom lay tof h^itrt. 

There to throb ana languish : 
Though despair had wrung its core. 

That would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips, 

Ulch with balmy treasure : 
Turn away thine eyes of love, 

Lest 1 die with pleasure. 

What is life when wanting love? 

Night without a morning : 
Love's the cloudless summer sou. 

Nature gay adorning. 

THE BANKS OF CREE. 
Tune— ''The Banks of Cree.'* 
Here Is the glen, and here the bower. 

All underneath the birchen shade ; 
Tlie village-bell has told the hour. 
Oh, what can stay my lovely maid ? 

'Tis not Maria's whispering caU ; 

'Tis but the bahny-breathing gale. 
3Iix'd with some warbler's dying fall. 

The dewy star of eve to halL 

It is Maria's voice I hear !-- 
So calls the woodlark in the grove, 

Ills little faithful mate to cheer, 
At once 'tis music— and tis love. 

And art thou come— and art thou trac ? 

O welcome dear to love and me : 
And let us all our vows renew. 

Along the flowery banks of Crce. 

ON ANDREW TURNER. 
In se'enteen hundred forty-nine, 
Satan took stuff to make a swino 

And cuist it in a corner : 
But wilily he changed his plan, 
And shaped it something like a man. 

And ca'd it Andrew Turner. 

ADDRESS. 

rSpoken by Miss Fontenelle, on her benefit night, 
•■ *^ Dec. i 1795, at the Theatre, Dumfries.] 

Still anxious to secure joof part^Sl'^K^^'il^-r 
And not less anxious, sure this night, than ever, 
A Proloeuc. Epilogue, or some such matter, 
TwSSw vamp my bill, said I, if nothing better; 
So, sought a Poet, roosted near the skies ; 
Toia him I came to feast my curious eyes; 
Said, nothing like his works was ever printed: 
And last my Prologue-business sUly hinted. 
'Ma'am, lelt me teU you,' quote my man of 

I know yoifr'bent-these are no laughing times: 
♦Can vou-but Miss, I own I have my fears,- 
Dlssolve In pause-and sentimental teaw. 
With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence. 
Rouse from fils sluggish slumbers fell Repen- 

Paint Venge'ance as he takes his horrid stand. 

Waving on high the desolating brand. 

Calling the storms to bear him oer a guilty 

land *'' 
I could no more— askance the creature eyeing. 
D'ye think, said I, this face was made for crying? 
I'll laugh, that's poz— nay more, the world shaU 

Iciiow \t, * 

And so, your servant! gloomy Master Poet! 

Firm as my creed, sirs, 'tis my fix d belief. 
That Misery 's another word for Grief; 
I also think- so may I be a bride 
That so much laughter, so much Ufe enjoy d, 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless ^gh 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blast ng eye* 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive— 
1 To make three guineas do the work of flye: 
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Langh In Misfortnne*s face— the beldam witch I 
Sav, you'll be merry, tho' you can't oe rich. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love, 
Who long with Jiltish arts and airs hast strove; 
Who, as the bonghs all temptingly project, 
Heasur'st in desperate thought— a rope— thy 

neck— 
Or, where the beetling cllfl o'erhangs tho deep, 
I'ccrcst to meditate the healing leap. 
Wouid'st thou be cur'd, thou silly, moping elf, 
Ltutgh at her follies— laugh e'en at thyseB; 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific. 
And love a kinder— that's your grand specific. 

To sum up all, be merry, 1 advise ; 
And as we re merry may we still be wise. 

THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN. 

[An Occasional Address spoken by Miss Fonte- 
nelle on her Benefit Night, j 

While Europe's eyes is flx'd on mighty things. 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
While quacks of state must each produce his 

plan, 
And even children lisp the Rights of Man; 
Aniid this mighty fust, just let me mention, 
3'Jie Rights of Woman merit some attention, 
i-'irst, in the sexes' intermix'd connexion. 
One sacred Right of Woman is protection.— 
The tender flower that lifts its head elate. 
Helpless, mu!>t fall before the blasts of fate. 
Sunk on the earth, defac'd its lovely form. 
Unless your shelter ward th' impending storm. 
Our second Right— but needless here is caution, 
To keep that right inviolate 's the fashion, 
JCach man of sense has it so full before him. 
He'd die before he'd wrong it— 'tls^ecorttm.— 
'J'herc was, indeed, in far less polish'd days, 
A time, when rough rude man had naughty 

ways; 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up a 

riot; 
Nay, even thus Invade a lady's quiet- 
Now, thank our stars! these Gothic times are 

fled; 
Now, well-bred men— and you are all well-bred- 
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 
For Right the third, our last, our best, onr 
dearest,— 
Tliat right to fluttering female hearts the nearest, 
Which even the Rights of Kings in low pros- 
tration 
Most humbly own— 'tis dear, dear admiration! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life— immortal love.— 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
•Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares— 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms. 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms? 
But truce with kings, and truce with constitu- 
tion!!. 
With bloody ^^aments and revolutions; 
Let Majestv your first attention summon, 
Ah! na ira! the Majesty of Woman ! 

PROLOGUE, 

[Spoken at the Theatre, Dumfries, onNew- Year- 
day Evening.] 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city 
That q[ueens it o'er our taste— tho moro's the 

pity: 
Tho', by the bye, abroad why will yon roam? 
(}ood sense and taste arc natives here at home: 
But not for panegyric I appear, 
I come to wish you all a good new year I 
Old Fatlier time deputes me here before ye, 
Not for to preach, but tell his simple story: 
The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me 

say, 
* You're one year older this important day,* 



If wiser too— he hinted some suggestion. 

But 'twould be rude, you know, to ask the ques- 
tion : 

And with a would be-rogulsh leer and wink. 

He bade me on you press this one word— 
'think! 
Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and 
spirit, 

Who think to storm the world by dint of merit. 

To you the dotard has a deal to say. 

in his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ! 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless rattle. 

That the first blow is ever half the battle; 

That tho' some by tno skirt may try to snatch 
him. 

Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing. 

Yon may do miracles by persevering. 
Last, tho not least in love, ye youthful fair. 

Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care! 

To you old Bald-pate smootnes liis wrinkled 
brow. 

And humbly begs you'll mind th' important— 
now! 

To crown your happiness he asks your leave. 

And offers, bliss to Rive and to receive. 
For our sincere, tho' haply weak endeavours. 

With grateful pride, we own your many fa- 
vours ; 

And howso'er our tongues may ill reveal it, 

Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 



1/LEGY ON MISS BURNET, OF MON- 
BODDO. 

LiFK ne'er exnlted in .so rich a prize, 
As Burnet, lovely, from lier native skies; 
Nor env.ous Death so triumph'd in a blow. 
As that which laid th' accomplish'd Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set! 
In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown. 
As by his noblest work the Godhead best is 
known. 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves ; 

Thou crystol streamlet with thy flowery 
shore, 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves. 

Ye cease to charm— Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens : 
Yo mossy streams with sedge and rushes 
sfor'd : 

Ye rugged cliffs, o'erhanging dreary glens, 
To you I fly, ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cnmb'rons pride was all their 
wortii. 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail? 
And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth. 

And not a Muse in honest grief bewail? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's, pride. 
And virtue's light, that beams beyond tiio 
soheres * 

But like the sun eclips'd at morning tide, 
Thou left'st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent's heart that nestled fond In thee. 
That heart now sunk, a prey to grief and care 

So deok'd the woodbine sweet yon aged tree. 
So from it ravished, leaves it bleak and bare. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ , OF FINTRY. 

When Nature her great master-piece deslgn'd. 
And frani'd her last, best work, the human 

mind. 
Her eye intent on all the mazy plan, 
She form'd of various parts the various man. 
Then first she calls tho useful many forth; 
Plain, plodding Industry, and sober worth : 
Thence peasants^ faroiAt^^xAXV^^ vrask «A. «A.\fCCkx 
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And merchandise* whole gefiiiis take tbeir bAxtfy. 
Each nrudent cit a warm existence finds, 
And all mechanics' many-aprun'd kinds. 
Some utlier rarer sorts are wanted yet. 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net : 
The caput mortuum of gross desires 
j^Iakes a material for mere Imigiits and squires, 
The martial phosphorus is taught to flow. 
She kneads the lumidKh, ))hllo.sophic dougli. 
Then marks th' unyielding mass with grave de- 
signs 
Law, physics, politics, and deep divines : 
Last, she sublimes tir Aurora of the poles, 
The flashing elements of female souls. 

The order d system fair before her stood, 
Nature, weli-plcas'd, pronounced it very good ; 
But here she gave creating labour o'er, 
Jlalf-jest, she try'd one curious labour more. 
Some spumy, flery tgnu/atuui matter; 
Such as the slightest breath of air might 

scatter ; 
With arch-alacrity and conscious glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well as we. 
Her liogarth-art perhaps she meant to shew it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it— a Poet. 
Creature, tho' oft the prey of care and sorrow, 
"When blest to-day unmindful of to-morrow. 
A being form'd t' amuse his graver friends, 
Admirxl and prais'd — and there the homage 

ends; 
A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life; 
Prone to enjoy ench pleasure riches give, 
Yet haply wanting wherewitlial to live ; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each groan. 
Yet frequent all unheeded in his own. 

But honest Nature is not quite a Turk; 
She laugh'd at first, then felt for her noor work; 
Pitying the propless climber of mankind. 
She cast about a standard-tree to And ; 
And. to support his helpless woodbine state 
Attach'd him to the generous truly great— 
A title, and the only one 1 claim. 
To lay stong hold for help on bounteous Gra- 
ham. 
Pity the tuneful Muses' hapless train. 
Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main I 
Their hearts no selfish, stern, absorbent stufT, 
That never gives— tho' humbly takes enough ; 
The little ffte allows, they share as soon. 
Unlike sage, proverb'd Wisdom's hard-wrung 

boon. 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend. 
Ah ! that the friendly e'er should want a friend I 
Let prudence number o'er each sturdy sou. 
Who life and wisdom at one race begun. 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule, 
(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fool I) 
Who make poor will do wait upon I should— 
We own they're prudent ; but who feels they're 
good';" 
Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye! 
God's image rudely etch d on base alloy ! 
But come ye who the god-like pleasure know, 
Heaven's attribute distinguish d— to bestow ! 
Whose arms of love would grasp the human 

race. 
Come thou who giv'st with all the courtier's 

grace. 
Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest lioj>eH for future times. 
Why shrinks my soul half-blushing, half-afraid, 
Backward, abash'd to ask thy friendly aid':' 
I know my need. I know thy giving hand, 
I crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
But there are such who court the tuneful nine— 
Heavens! should the branded chamcter be 

mine ! 
Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely 

flows. 
Yet vilest reptiles In their begging prose. 
Mark, how their lofty, independent spirit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur'a merit ; 



BUBN9* ^OWtWAf' WOBgA. 



Seek not Utfi proofo In pHyato lileto Ad4* 
Pity toe best of words should be bat wiMt 
So to beaveu's gates toe 14r|L*B shrill mm H- 

oernhL 
But groveling on the earth the carol ends. 
In aU the clam'rous cry of starving want, 
They dun benevolence with shameless front: 
Oblige Ihem* patronise their tiosei lays, 
They pe- seciile yon all yoor future days 1 
Ere my poor soul such deep daiiuiatlup yuift 
My horny fist assume tho pluush again : 
The Dieted Jacket let me paten once more: 
On elghteeu-pence a-week I've Uv'd befoiji. 
Tho', thanks to Heaven, I dare eFen imt iMt 

shift: 
I trust, meantime, my boon is In thy gift: 
That placed by thee upon the wish'd-for height, 
Where, Man and Nature fairer in her sight. 
My Muse may imp her wing for some sutfUmcr 

flight. 

TO DR. BLACKI^OC]^ 

ElUsland, Oct. SI, 179. 

Wow, but your letter made me vanntiel 
And are ye hale, and wecl, and cantiet 
I kenn'd it still your wee bit janntje 

wad bring yc to: 
Lord send yon ay as weers as I waiit ySt 

And then ye'll do. 

The Ill-thief blaw the Heron south! 
And never drink be near his drouth ! 
He tald mysel', bv word o' mouth. 

He'd tak my letter ! 
I lippcn'd to the chiel In trouth 

And bade nae better. 

But albllns honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one. 
To ware his thcologic care on. 

And holy study ; 
An' tir'd o' sauls to waste his lear on. 

E'en tried the body. 
But what d'ye think, my trusty ner ? 

I'm turn'd a guager— peace be here I 
Parnassian queens, I fear. I fear. 

Ye 11 now disdain me. 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

WUl little gaJn me. 

Ye glaiket, gleesome, dainty danUep, 
Wha by Castalla's wimplin^ streamtes, 
Loup, sing, and lave your pretty Ibnbles, 

Ye ken. ye ken. 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' men. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies. 

They maun hae brose and brats o* dli44lM{ 

Ye ken yonrsel my heart right proad4s, 

I needua vauut, 
But I'll sued besoms— thraw saugh wogdlfts* 

Before they want. 

Lord help me thro' this warld oVcare I 
I'm weary sick o't late and air! 
Not but I hae a richer share 

Than monie ithers ; 
But why should ae man better fare. 

And a' men brithers? 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thou tho van, 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man! 
And let us mind faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair: 
Wha does the utmost that he can. 

Will whyles do matr. 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 
(I'm scant o' verse and scant o' time,) 
To make a happy fire-side clime 

To weans and wlf6, 
That's the true pathos and suUhne 

Of human life. 



I HAfi A Wl^ 6' Mt AIN. 



My compliments to sister Yecklo ; 
And eke the same to honest LncUe, 
I wat she Is a dainty chuckle 

As e'er tread day! 
AxL* grtAetVihy, my guid anld cockle, 

l"m yours for fty. 

KOBEKT BUBKS. 

THOU liAST LEFT BSE EVER, JAMIE. 

X cncTdse yod the music of ' Fee hUn JPatticr,* 
With two verses, which I composed at the time 
in which Futle Allan's mlthcr died, that was 
^irt tlie back o' midnight, and by the lee 
Ife of ii bowl of punch, which had overset 
every o^prtal in company except the hautbois 
and the 'music— ^tim« to Thomson. 

^ne— »' Fee him Father." 
Iteou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thoa hast left me ever. 
Thou hast left me over, Jamie, 

Thoa hast left me ever. 
Alttfn hast thou vow'd that death 

Only should us sever. 
Now thou'st left thy lass for ay— 

1 mann see thee never, Jamie, 
1*11 see thee never. 

Thoti feast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken. 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thoa hast me forsaken. 
Thoxi canst love anither Jo, 

While my heart is breaking, 
!9don my weary eon I'll clo.se— 

Never mair to waken, Jamie, 
Rever mair to waken. 

BY YON CASTLE WA", «fec. 
[\VrItten fn imitation of an old Jacobite song, of 
which the following are two lines—] 

My lord s lost his land, and my ludy her name, 
Therell never be right till Jamie comes hame. 

By yon castle wa\ at the close o* the day, 

1 heard a man smg, though his head it was 

grey; 
And as he was singing, the tears fast down 

came— 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Ttte dinrch Is in mins, the state is in Jars, 
Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars ; 
We dare na weel say't, but We ken wha's t6 

blame— 
ThereMi nerer be peAce till Jamie comes hame. 

Mj seven braw tons for Jamie drew sword, . 
ABd now I greet round their green beds in the 

yird. 
It brak the sweet heart o' my faithu* auld 

dame— 
There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

Now life is a burden that sair bows me down,' 
8in' I tint my beitns, and he tint Ills crown ; 
But till my last moment my words are the 

same— 
Thei^'U hevor be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

THE CHEVALTeR'S LAMENT. 

•Wliett iVlnce Charles Stuart saw that nttet* 
ruin had fallen on all those who loved hlhi and 
fought for him— that the axe and the cord 
were bnsV with their persons, and that their 
wives and children were driven desolate, he is 
supposed, by Burns, to have given ntrerance to 
his feelings in this LAment.— ii/tan Ctmmng- 
ham. 

f^n«-" Captain O' Kaino." 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves re- 
turning ; 
The murmuring streamlet winds clear thro' 
the vale ; 
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The hawthorn trees hloW in the dews of tho 
morning. 
And wild scattered cowslips bedeck tho green 
dale; 

But what can give pleasure, or what can seem 
fair. 
While the lingering moments are number'd by 
care? 
No flowers gaily springtog, nor birds sweetly 
singing. 
Can smooth the sad bosom of Joyless despair. 

The deed that 1 dar'd could it merit their 
malice, 
A king and a father to place on his throne? 
His righJL arc those hills, and his right are these 
valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, bat I can 
And none. 

But 'tis not my sufferings, thus wretched, for- 
lorn, 
My brave gallant friends, 'tis your ruin I 
mourn, 
Your deeds prov'd so loyal in not bloody trial, 
Alas! can 1 make you no s\\'eeter return/ 



BONNIE MAEY 

In the notes to Johnson's Museum, Bums claims 
alt this song as his composition, except the first 
four lines, it is written to the old melody, 
• Tlie silver tassie.'-The air is Oswald*s. 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine. 

And fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That 1 may drink before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier of Lelth; 

Fu' loud tho wind blaws frae the ferry; 
Tlio ship rides by the Berwick-law— 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners dy. 

The glistering spears are ranked rebdy ; 
The shouts o' war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody : 
But it's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad make me langer wish to tarry; 
Nor shout o' war that's heard afar, 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 



I HAE A WIFfc O' MY AKT. 

The Poet was accustomed to say that the most 
happy period of his life was the first winter he 
spent at Eiliesland— for the first thne ahder 4 
roof of his own,— with his wife and children 
about him. It is known th&t he welCotlied hiS 
wife to her roof-tree at Eiliesland in this song. 
—Lockhart. 

I HAE a wife o' my ain, 

I'll partake wl' naebody ; 
I'll tak cuckold frae nane, 

I'll gie cuckold to naebody. 

I'll hae a pehny to spehd. 

There— thanks to naebody ; 
I hae naethfng to lend, 

I'll borrow frae naebody. 

I am naebody's lord, 

I'll be slave to naebody ; 
I hae a guld broad sword, 

I'll tak dunts frae naebody. 

I'll be merry and free. 

1 11 be sad for naebody; 
If naebody care for me, 

I'll care for naebody. 



U8 
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LOVELY DAVIE8. 

rttn«-"Ml88Muir." 



HOW shall I, unskllfu', try 
The poet's occupation. 

The ttiuefa' powers, in happr honrs, 

Tliat whispers inspiration ? 
Even they mann dare an effort mair. 

Than aught they ever gave us. 
Or they renearse, In equal verse, 

The charms o' lovely Davies. 
Each eye it cheers, when she appears. 

Like Phcebus In the morning. 
When past the shower, and ev'ry flower 

The garden is adorning. 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore, 

W lien winter-bound the wave is ; 
Sac drops our heart when we maun part 

Frae charming lovely Davies. 

Ilcr smile's a gift, frae 'boon tlic lift. 

That maks us more than princes : 
A scepter'd hand, a king's command. 

Is in her darting glances : 
The man in arms, 'gainst female charms. 

Even he her wiiling slave is ; 
Ho hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering, lovely Davies. 
My muse to dream of such a thing, 

Her feeble powers surrender: 
The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

The sun's meridian splendour : 

1 wad In vain essay the strain. 
The deed too daring brave is ; 

I'll drap the lyre, and mute admire 
The charms o* lovely Davies. 



THE COOPER O' CUDDIE. 

Tune—Btih at the bowster. 

The cooper o' Cuddle cam' here awa, 
And ca'd the girrs out owre us a'— 
And our gude-wife has gotten a ca' 

That anger'd the silly gude-mun, O. 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door. 
Behind the door, behind the door : 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door, 

And*cover him under a mawii, O. 

He sought them out, he sought them in, 
Wi', deU hae her! and, dell hae him! 
But the body was sae doited and blin\ 
Ho wist na where he was gaun, O. 

They cooper'd at e'en, they cooper'd at mom, 
*Tiil our gnde-man has gotten the scorn ; 
On ilka brow she's planted a horn. 

And swears that they shall stan', O. 
We'll hide th'* cooper behind the door. 
Behind the d .^or, behind the door : 
We'll hide the cooper behind the door. 

And cover him under a mawn, O. 



SKETCH. 

INSCBIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. 0. J. FOX. 

How WIsdon and Folly meet mix, and unite ; 

How Virtue and Vice blend their black and their 
white; 

How Oenlns, th' illustrious father of fiction, 

Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradic- 
tion— 

I sing; If these mortals, the Critics, should 
bustle, 

I care not, not I— let the Critics go whistle ! 

But now for a Patron, whose name and whose 

glory 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou, first of our orators, first of our wits; 
yet wiiosc parts and acquirements seem just 
lucky hits ; 



With knowledge so vast, and witb JadgoMit 

strong. 
No man, with the half of 'em, «*er went It I 

wrong ; 

With passions so potent, and fancies so brl^ I 
No m .n with the half of *eni e'er went fii I 

right; •' 

A sorry, poor, misbegot son of the Masei^ 
For using thy name offers fifty excnses. 
Good Lord, what is man ! for as simple he loolii 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his eroota, 
With his depths and lUs shallows, bis good ui 

his evil 
All in all, he's problem must pnzzle the devil 
On his one ruling Passion Sir Pope huftir 

labours. 
That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats 

up its nelghboars : 
Mankind are his show-boz^~a friend, would 701 

know him ? 
Pull the string. Ruling Passion, the picture wID 

show him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteons a system, 
One trifling particular. Truth, should hxn 

miss'd him ! 
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 
Mankind is a science defies definition. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its tribe, 
And think Human-nature they truly describe: 
H'we you found this, or t'otner? there's man 

In the wind, 
i J by one drunken fellow his comrades yoal 

find. 
But such Is the flaw, or the depth of the pla 
In the make of the wonderful creature calN 

Man, 
No two virtues, whatever relation thej daim, 
Nor even two different shades of the same. 
Though like as was over twin-brother to brother« 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the otho. 

But truce with abstraction, and truce with t 

muse. 
Whose rhymes you'll perhaps. Sir, ne'er delgs 

to peruse : 
Will you leave your Jnstings, your jars, sod 

your quarsels. 
Contending with Billy for proud-ooddbig 

laurels ! 
My much-hononr'd Patron, believe your poor 

Poet, 
Your courage much more than your prudenM 

you show it. 
In vain with Squire Billy for laurels yos 

struggle. 
He'll have them by fair trade, if not, he wIB 

smuggle ; 
Not cabinets even of kings would conceal 'en, 
He'd up the back-stairs, and by G^ he wowd 

steal 'em. 
Then feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can s^ 

chleve 'era, 
It^ not, outdo him— the task is, ont-thiere him. 

SONG OF DEATH. 

A OABUO AIB. 

ScKSii.—AJUldofbattle. Time 0/ the daif—Et»- 
ing. The wounded and djfing cf the vieiorwtt 
army are supposed to join w the song. 

Farewell, thou fair day,lhon green earth, and 

Now gay with the bright setting sun ! 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ye dear, tender 
tics. 
Our raoe of existence is mn ! 

Thou grim King of Terrors, thou life's g^my 

Go, frighten the coward and slayo! 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell T!yrantl bit 
know 
Ko terrors h«st thou (or tHe br»T«{ 



V£ftB£d. 
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fhon strik*stthe doll peasant— he sinks la the 
. dark, 

l4or saves e'en the wreck of a name : 
riioa strik'st the young hero— a giorioas mark! 

He falls in the blaze of Iiis fame ! 

In the fleld of proud honour— oar swords in our 
hands, 

Our King and our Country to save— 
While victory shines on lifers last ebbing sands, 

O! who would not rest with the brave I 



FRAGMENT. 

Now health forsakes that angel face, 
JNae mair my Dearie smiles ; 

Pale sickness withers ilka grace, 
And a* my hopes beguiles. 

The cruel powers reject the prayer 

I hourly mak* for thee ; 
Ye heavens, how great is my despair 

How can I see him dee ! 



WOMEN'S MINDS. 
Tim«— "Fora'that." 

Tho* women's minds like winter winds 
May shift and turn, and a' that, 

The noblest bceast adores them maist, 
A consequence I draw that. 

For a' that, and a' that, 
And twice as meikle's a' that, 

The bonle lass that I loe best 
She'll be my ain for a' that. 

Great love I bear to all the fair. 
Their humble slave, and a' that ; 

But lordly wiU, I hold it stUl 
A mortal jBin to thrawthat. 
For a' that, &c. 

But there is ane aboon the lave. 
Has wit, and sense, and a* that ; 

A bonie lass, I like her best. 
And w^a a crime dare ca' that 'i ' 
For a' that, &c. 

In rapture sweet this hour we meet, 

Wi' mutual love and a* that ; 
But for how lang the flie may stang. 

Let inclination law that. 
For a' that, <fec. 

Tlieir tricks and craft hae put me daft. 
They've ta'en me in, and a' that ; 

But clear your decks, and heres 'The Sex!' 
I like the Jades for a' that. 
For a* that, &c. 



ON A LAP-DOG NAMED ECHO. 

Ik wood and wild, ye warbling throng, 

Your heavy loss deplore ; 
Now half extinct yonr powers of song, 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye Jarring, screeching things around, 
Scream your discordant joys; 

Now half your din of tuneless sound 
With Echo sOent lies. 

ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE. 

Lamskt him Mauchline husbands a'. 

He af ten did assist ye ; 
For had ye staid whole weeks awa'. 

Your wives they ne'er had miss'd yd. 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pass 
To school in bands thegither, 

O tread you llg|)tly on his grass, 
Perhapi'li* wm your father I 



TO Jb». MAXWELL. 

ON HISS JESSr STAIQ'S REC01^£fir. 

Maxwell, If merit here you crave, 

Tliat merit I deny— 
you save fair Jessy from the grave ! 

An angel could noe die. 

INSCRIPTION TO THE MEMORY OF 
FERGUSSON. 

HERB LIES BOBERT FERGUSSOV, POET. 

Born September 5th, 1750.— Died 16th October^ 

1774. 

No sculptur'd marble here, nor pompous lay, 
' No storied urn nor animated bust,' 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrows o'er her Poet's dust. 

SONG. 
Tune—*'' Maggy Lauder." 

When first I saw fair Jeanle's face, 

I couldna tell what ailed me, 
My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat, ■. 

My een they almost failed me. \ 

She s aye sae neat, sae trim, sae tight, ; 

All grace does round her hover, 
Ac look deprived me o' my heart. 

And I became a lover. 

She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay. 
She'd aye so blithe and cheerie ; 

She's aye sae bonie, bUthe, and gay, 
gin I were her dearie ! 

Had I Dundas's whole estate, 

Or Hopetoun's wealth to shine in ; 
Did warlike laurels crown my brow. 

Or humbler bays entwining— 
I'd lay them a' at Jeanle's feet. 

Could I but hope to move her. 
And prouder than a belted knight, 

I'd be my Jeanle's lover. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, &c. 

But sair I fear some happier swain 

Has gained sweet Jeanle's favour: 
If so, may every bliss be hers, 

Though 1 maun never have her: 
But gang she east, or gang she west, 

'Twixt Forth and Tweed all over, 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste^ 

She'll always find a lover. 
She's aye, aye sae blithe, sae' gay, &c. 



EPIGRAM. 

When—, deceased, to the devil went dowm. 
Twas nothing would serve him but Satan's ewiT 

crown ; 
'Thy fool's head,' quoth Satan, 'that cronrn 

shall wear never, 
I grant thou'rt as wicked, but not quite so 

•clever.' 



VERSES. 

IXTENDED TOBX ^'RITTEN.BfiLOW ANOBLE BARL'S 

picture. 

Whosb Is that noble, dauntless brow ? 

And whose that eye of Are? 
And whose that generous princely mien. 

Even rooted foes admire ? 

Stranger, to justly show that brow. 

And mark that eye of Are, 
Would take His hand, whose vernal tints 

His other works admire. 

Bright as a cloudless summer sun. 

With stately port he moves ; 
His guardian seraph eyes with «we 

The noble ward he loves. 
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Among the illastriotis Scottish sons 

TImt chief thou may*st discern ; 
ilark Scotia's fond returning eye, 

It dwells npuQ Glcncairo. 

THE BRAW BRIDAL. 

The last braw bridal that I was at, 

Twas on a Hallowraass day, 
And there was routh o* drlnlt and fun. 

And iniclcle mirth and j-iay. 
The bells they ranj?, and the carllns sang, 

And the dames danced in the ha' ; 
The bride went to bed wi the silly bridegroom, 

in the midst o' her kimmers a*. 

LINES WRITTEN AT LOUDON 2i^AifSE. 

The night was still, and o'er the hill 
The luoou shone on the castle wa' ; 

The mavis sang, while dew-drops hang 
Around her, on the castle wa 

Sae merrily they danced the ring, 
Frae eenin' till the cock did craw ; 

And aye the o'erword o' the spring. 
Was Irvine's bairns are bonle a'. 

KATHARINE JAFFRAY. 

There liv'd a lass in yonder dale. 

And down in yonder glen, O ; 
And Katharine JalSray was her name, 

Weel known to many men, O. 

Out came the Lord of Lauderdale 

Out frae the south countrie, O, 
All for to court this pretty maid. 

Her bridegroom for to be, O. 

He's tell'd her father and mother baith, 

As I hear slndry say, O ; 
But he has na tell'd the lass herser 

Till on her wedding day, O. 

Then came the Laird o' Lochinton 

Out frae the English border. 
All for to court this pretty maid. 

All mounted in good order. 

THERE'S NAETHfN LIKE THE HONEST 

NAPPY 

Three's naethin like the honest nappy I 
Whaur'U ye e'er see meo sae happy, 
Or women sonsle. saft an' sappy, 

'Tween mom an mom. 
As them -wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or horn. 

I've seen me daez't npon a time ; 
I scarce could wink or see a styme ; 
Just ao hauf muchkin does me prime, 

Ought less is little. 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg's a whittle ! 

MY MINNIE. 

O WAT ye -what my minnic did. 

My minnl did, my minnic did, 
O wat ye what my mlnnle did. 

On Tysday 'teen to me, jo ? 
She hiid me in a saft bed, 

A saft l)ed, a saft bed, 
She laid me in a saft bed, 

And bade gndeeu to mo, Jo. 

An' wat ye what the parson did* 

The parson did, the parson did. 
An' wat ye what the parson did, 

A' for a penny fee, Jo ? 
He loosed on me a lang man, 

A mlckle man, a strange man. 
He loosed on me a lang man, 

That might hae worried me, Jo. 



BURNS' POJ^TIC^L WOA^d. 



An' I was but a joTuig thUA_^ 

A young thing, a young tntni;; 
An' 1 was but a young thLgyif;. 

Wi' nane to pity me, ip. ^^ 
I wat the kirk was In the wyl;;^ 

In the wytc. In the wyte. 
To pit a young thing in a fidm* 

An' loose a man on me, jo. 



THE E?ITAPH. 

Stop, passenger! my story's Urlcf, 
And tmth 1 shall relate, man; 

I tell nae common tale o' grieC,— 
For Jl^atthew was a great mvL 

If thou nncommon merij^ liaM;. 

Yet spum'd a^ fortune*s dooi;, man.', 
A look of pity hither cast;,— ■ ^^ 

For Matthew Was a pooi; num. 

If thou a noble sodger art, 
That passest by this grave, man. 

There mouidei's here a gallant heart, 
For Matthew was a brave man, 

If thou on men, their wprl 
(Janst throw uncommon _ 

Here lies wha weel had woh tny ' 
For Matthew was a brigbtmwr" 

If thou at friendship's sacred Cft* 
Wad life itself ve^n. noAQ ; ' 

Thy symiiathetic tear maun t^'«— 
For Matthew was a kind ma^; 

If thou art staunch without a statii) 
Like the unchanging blue, mun *' ' 

This was a kinsman o' thy ain.— 
For Matthew was a trae maib 

If thou hast wit, and fun, andLflre« 



And ne'er gude wine did fear, inu 
This was thy blllie, dam. aiyc sfere,-^ 
For Matthew was a queer mad. 

If ony whiggish whingin sot, 
To blame poor MatthjBw dare, man 

May dool and sorrow ije hislDt,~» 
For Matthew was a rare vaao. 



GRACE BEJI'OtBS. Mft^T. 

O Lord, ■ . sn hungei; pinchijeq^^pra 
Do tlior. Riend ns In ne^cL 

And send us from thy boanteoQs ^ 
A tup or wether head I Amen. 



MY BOTTLE. 

Mt bottle is my holy pool, 
That heals the wounds a caie an* d 
And pleasure is a wanton trout. 
An' ye drink it, yell find him oQjt. 

THE BONNIE LASS OF ALBAN 
r«nf— "Mary's Dream.** 

My heart is wae, and unco wac. 
To think upon the raging sea. 

That roars between her gardens ffreen 
And the bonnle Lass of Albany; 

This lovely maid's of royal blood 
That mfed Albion's kingdoms tbraa. 

But oh, alas, for her bonie fice, ■^*» 
They hae wrank'd t^ Lqun ^U^UftMl 



m^iumtTu. 
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In the rolling tide of spreading Clyde 
There sits an isle of high deffreo. 

And a town of fame whose pnncely name 
iShonld grace the Lass of Albany. 

Bnt there's a youth, a witless youth. 
That fills the place where she shoaKl be ,■ 

We'll send him o'er to his native shore, 
And bring our ain sweet Albany. 

Alas the day, and wo the day, 
A false usurper was the gree, , 

Who now commands the towers and lands- 
The royal right of Albany. 

We'll dally pray, we'll nightly pray, 
On bended knees rao^t lerventlie, 

The time may come, with pipe and dtvaa 
We'll welcome hame fair Albany. 



T6 miss FEKKfER, 

ENCLOSmO THE KLE6T ON SIB J. 1^ BLAIS. 

Nau heathen name shall I prefix 

Frae Pindus or Parnassus ; 
Auld Reekie dings them a' to sticks, 

For rhyme-lnspIrlng lasses. 

Jove's tnnefu' dochters, three times three 
Made Homer (teep their debtor; 

But, gien the body half an ee, 
Nine Ferrters wad done better! 

Last day my mind was in a bog, 
Down George's Street I stoited ; 

A creeping caiild prosaic fog 
My very senses doited. 

Do what I donght to set her free, 

My sani lay in the mire; 
Ye turned a neuk— 1 saw your ee— 

She took the wing like tire ! 

The monrnfu' sang I here enclose, 

In gi'atitudc I send you ; 
And wish and pray in rhyme sincere, 

A' gude things may attend you : 



THE TORBOLTON L^VSSIE^ 
If ye gae up to yon hill-tap, 

Ye' 11 there see bonle Peggy; 
She kens her father is a lah'd. 

And she forsooths a leddy. 

There Sophy tight, a lassiB bright, 
Besides a handsome fortune : 

Wha canna win her in a night, 
Has little art in courting. 

If she be shy, her sister try, 
Ye'll maybe fancy Jenny, 

If ye'li dispense wi want o' sense- 
She kens hersel' she's bonie. 

As ye gae up by yon hill-side, 

Speer in for bonie Bessy; 
She'll gi'e ye a beck, and bid ye light. 

And handsomely address ye. 



EXTEMPORE. 

rUTKEO TO A lady's COACH. 

F vou rattle along like your mistress's tongue. 
Your speed will out-rival the dart ; 

Uit, a fly for your load, you'll break down on the 

road. 
If your stuff be as rotten's her heart. 

•IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE.' 

s vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer, 
*olnt out a cens'ring world, and bid me fear; 
kbove that world on wings of love I rise, 
know Its worst— and can that worst despise. 



* Wrong'd, injnr'd, thtifin'd ; impltled, nnredrest. 
The mock'd quotation of the scomer's jest.* 
Let Prudence direst bodements on me faO, 
Clarinda, rich reward! o'erpays them all! 



THE SLAVE'S LAMENT. 

It was in sweet Senegal that my foes did mc 
enthral, 
For the land of Virginia, O ; 
Torn from that lovely shore, and must never see 
tt more, , 

And alas 1 am weary, weary, O ! 

All on that charming coast is no bitter snow or 
frost. 
Like the lands of Virginia, 0: 
There streams for ever flow, and there flowers 
for ever blow. 
And alas I am weary, weary, O! 

The burden I most bear, while the crnel scourge 
I fear. 
In the iaindfl of VIrgtala, O ; 
And I thUik on friends most dear, with the bitter, 
bitter tear. 
And alas I am weary, weary, O ! 



GUDEEN TO YOU, KtMMER. 

GcoEEir to you, Kimmer, 

And howdo^e do? 
Hiccup, quo' Kimmer, 
The better that I'm fou. 
We're a' noddin, nld nid noddln, 
We're a' noddin at our house ^luune. 

Rate sits i' the neuk, 

Suppin' hen broo ; 
Dcil tak Kate 

An' she be noddin too ! 
We're a noddin, Ac 

How's a' wi' you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye faro '/ 
A pint o' the best o't. 

And twa pints mair. 
We're a noddin, <fec. 

How's a' wi' you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye thrive ; 
How raony bairns hae ye ? 

Quo' Kimmer, I hae five, 
We're ii noddbi, Ac. 

Are they a' Johny's ? 

Eh ! atweel no ; 
Twa o' them were gotten 

When Joliny was awa. 
We're a' noddin, <fcc. 

Cats like milk. 

And dogs like broo ; 
Luds like lasses weei, 

And lasses lads too. 
We're a' noddin, &c. 



IMPROMPTU. 

How danr ye' ca' me howlet-faced, 

Ye ugly, glowering spectre ? 
My face was but the keekin' glass. 

An' there ye saw your picture 

IMPROMPTU. 

At Brownhlll we always get dainty good cheer, 
And plenty of bacon each day in the year ; 
We've all things that's nice, and mostly in 

season. 
But why always ^acoit — come, give me a 

reasdQ? 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



A FAREWELL, 



Farewell, dear Friend ! may sruld lack hit yon, 
And. mang her favoarites admit you ! 
U e'er Detraction shore to srait yuu. 

May nane believe hhn ! 
And ony De'il that thinks to gret yon. 

Good Lord deceive him. 



'I BURN, I BURN/ 

* I BUBN, I bnm, as -when thro' ripen'd com 
By driving winds the crackling flames are 

borne,' 
Now maddening, wild, I curse that fatal night; 
Now bless the hour which charmed my guilty 

sight. 
In vain the laws their feeble force oppose : 
Chain'd at his feet they groan, Love's vauquish'd 

foes : 
In vain religion meets my sinking eye ; 
I dare not combat— but 1 turn and fly : 
Conscience in vain upbraids the unhallow'd Are : 
Love grasps his scorpions— stifled they expire! 
Reason drops headlong from his sacred throne, 
Your dear idea reigns, and reigns alone : 
Each thought intoxidated homage vields, 
And riots wanton in forbidden fields ! 

By all on high adoring mortals know ! 
By all the conscious villain fears below 1 
By your dear self 1— the last great oath I swear ; 
Nor life nor soul were half so dcur ! 



O THAT I HAD NE'ER BEEN 3IARRIED. 

nVrltten for the Musical Museum— the chorus is 

old.] 

O THAT I had ne'er been married, 

I wad never have sic care- 
Now I've gotten wife an' baii-ns, 

An' they croodie, ever mair. 

Ance croodie, twice croodie. 
Three times croodie in a day ; 

Gin ye croodie ony mair, 
Ye 11 croodie a' my meal away. 

"Waef u' want an' hunger flcy me, • 

Glowrin' by the halTan en — 
Sair 1 fecht them at the door. 

But ay I'm eerie they come ben. 
Ance croodie, &c. 



O WERE MT LOVE TON LILAC FAU. 

[The two last stanzas of this song are old Bvi| 
prefixed the two first.] 

Tutu—'' Hughie Graham." 

O wsiut my love yon lilac fair, 
Wi' porpie blossom to the spring; 

And I a bird to shelter thore. 
When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad mourn when tt was torn, 
By autumn wild and winter rode ; 

But I wad sing, on wanton wing, 
When yonthfn' May Its bloom renew'd. 

O gin my love were yon red nose 
That grows upon the castle wa\ 

And 1 mysel a drap o' dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fa* : 

O there beyond expression blest, 
I'd feast on beauty a* the night: 

Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to nsL 
TiU fley'd awa by Phoebus' light. 

EXTEMPORE, 

[In answer to an invitation to spend an hour ata 

tavern.] 

The King's most hamble servant, I 
Can scarcely spare a rainiito ; ' 

But I'll be wI\you by and bye; 
Or else the Deil's be In it. 

THE TOAD-EATEB. 

[Spoken to reply to one who was talUnglirgi^ 
of his noble frlends.j 

What of earls with whom yon have sapt, 
And of dukes that yon dined with yeatnen? 

Lord ! a louse. Sir, is still bat a loose. 
Though it crawl on the carl of a qaeen. 

THE WINTER. IT IS PAST, Ac 

[A Fragment.] 

The winter it is past, and the snmmer comei it 
last. 

And the small birds sing on eveiy tree: 
Now every thing is glad, while I am verysid, 

Since my true love is parted from me. 

Tbe rose upon the brier by the waters ranniof 
clear. 
May have charms for the linnet or the bee; 
Their little loves are blest, and their little bearti 
at rest. 
But my true love is parted from me. 



COERESPONBENCE OF BITBNS. 



O MISS ELLISON BEOBIE. 



J. TWi.fhopcwIllacci 



Ulkcd ofauKi'i','. 



1 l^llKlpla D[ ^IK^nislI}-^ jui'mica ill 

IDaUy partEcLpaui 



n InMMOwiiuiTon' I 



"""S:S 



^ tha TODBtiar puti of mr n 

ler, IM IwUuW (lis unUiidlj clrcnm- 
Biolinf lartDU. nil>,airdur.liii)H»UiD, 
*M Is mr Tieir. warUir ol > num. and I Kill 
voRbrof ■Cbrmiiin. The urdld «nl- 

it,ln niilllr, hli iSKtloa lacentreJln be 

u 'be Boea to iD* IwniMniirMS! ^ diOM 
•ha l> HMt and Urn. and, u iro may •« 
I oH born, oM who will tw a (aod drndt 
dnw klndir- I dlidain Uialr dinj. panr, 
iltlll thodibt lwenclliilbltotll■TlIl■■a' 
■ notion ol S>« nx. which wore dulgnoa U> 
n tbe plcfunrefl of Roeloty. Poor devlla I I 









lilm tku Uu i«Ni tliara \% KWHtJilDf . ho knowk 
iiui whit, p^Hohtn. ho knowa iiutliow. Inbor 
cumponj. IUi.lta]nMlwwliUI>uU«l]uTei 
nub tktjniuit gait of aa: and I mnu own, 
my ileiirE,Kls abard laiuo audi aoneaivoc 
iioTa to pluF whoa tm mast wltta aiKk ■ lovec. 
Von caiualAfaaa W bo 1* alnoora, and yat 
ihoiuh yoania blm avar aofaTonraUj, pirtiaH 
i n a raw nwntha, or at tanbnt In a ;oar ortwn. 
Va* aano BSUOKUiUlila tanar miv nako Mm 
OS dlatraotedl* (and ol ■nnUio', whDat nn ai« 
qnlta tOTioL 1 1B) awan that neAaiM Oh BOU 
iLino I iMTe tha plajianra tit •eamiyou.Tan nav 
bid no Mko mrowB laaaon lNiiia,auaMam& 
ihitilie paarianlhanpnileaaedforTOiilBpor- 
bapaanaol tboao imudabtHuliaailHiTO bMn 
dHCrlUnf 1 bat I hope mr daar E.tob will da 
UD Iha InflsB to bel6n ma, whm tunre Tan, 
[bat tba Idto J ban lor you Is (omidid on tba 
Mortd prlnclplaa D[ TlrtuoaiMl banvnr; arndbr 
conaeaauKe, ao hnw aa jau eonilnno poaaaiaail 
at Ihoaa anHaUa tullUei whkta flnflniMnA 
jBypaaalon for ; dUi ao loa( nmat I sontlntM tv 

tbla alom which can ranMr lh« manlHl itaia 
appy. FaoploBiaytalkofflanioaaiidraplBMs 
B una aa they pteaaoE and a warm fanoy, WCa A 
owol yBBlhtnl iplHts, may make litem feci 



Bof the heart, can cmir Iw 
endahip, and It taaaalnrs 
Mon my onlDlon. that the marrjod UTo waa <mlr 
Irlendahlpln a docs aullcd defne. 

RyoawlUhen irood aa lo grant myw[>bea, 
(adltaboRM plcnK proTldcnce lo span ui to 
the lataatnnodi ol llic. and 1 cod look lonninl 



;;'a 



ranch W^r do 






DUBK3- POEMCAL VOtXa 



TO HIE SAME. 



aUBcnlt; in Mctlniu or •>»» puiclnl lur is- 
BTMUDn. lima whui bin paiwloii !■ hlunn.uHl 
El> InUDIlun* lira liniHinnMii. 1 ilu not thhik 
IbM It Is TBiT dHBoU hw ■ nKNin or ordlnmr 
1._ ._ ^11, -J .„. .^^ flanliwM, nrlilrh are 



sKs:?, 



jKstof dlHjio"lilou,-wlth all ttic chHTmiDc 

.' ustn cipoct to meet mliLi In sna i 

■|P|TH U) Ihlii www. All thene cliijinlM 
qiul]tle\ hclffhtcDci] by mi «iluca1li>D njDfi 
uoyond aortbliiir I bavu «-ver met ^Itb iatnj 
wimun t CTortlHred toapproscb. bAve miLdtu 
'^iiprevlon w Of tienrt thnt 1 fiomn thlntoi 
..'orlil ton aver effiuw. My ImnElnntlos tin 
UMiittjfliUMndliHUwIihawisb •^-~—.— 
" «lieil«lif — "— ' 



be princlplei ot limwrH; bbiI t 






muilv in iiH neuni <h aiNHiiniuBrHni ■■« wni 
taood. ttaal 1 aiu unrpilsttl Ohj am ha nMrl b 
■Br ons M BD noblg. u gencroiu, a lUHlon i 
TlrtBODfi lora. !fo.nirdBirE., iHDtiUnBrere] 
dHTonrionlnronrbTonrbymKh dotcnub 
pncllcoi. 11 jod will In w fnod and saneroi 
■* 10 Mimtt ins tor Tour partner, nwr com- 
Hnlon. jimr boMmMnond tbronrb jIIb, tbore 
fcnotliUutantliliitida ol atanOir bIwII rivo n- 
KTsaUr uauiipciit : but 1 sluUl uover uibilt < 
nnrduisliui nur nud brimTHru vnvnthyi 
iuii,uld.lwin«U,ala(niibtlan. Tberpliioi 
tbUt. nv Omi wbleii ] rnriMKny reqncht < 
TOlhMliritliilUii: that TDU wuuid soon, rttbL. 
pnt on and to m* lupesbj apcr«ni|itoiTrstniiiil„ 
or snrs ms o> my tain by a gensmn ceniont. 

It voold obUgt ne Dradi 11 fm yreiM Hud' 
add rarawr, Umt II a brbavloar rsnlatod' 
nboaiih perhaps bat rary hnpatlMtly) By tbe 
roles Dl Boiciarand vlrtaa— It abeait devoted H 
lOTBana eit«n);Fan, oiiil nil oanuit ileilra to 
promotoyonrbauplBeHi nml ti tbDse an quail- 
Ses yon ironM v7>li In a frioiid. In a bniband. 1 
iKwe (Du bIuiII over And Uicni lii yinir real trMid 
und uncere lover. 



TO TBE SAllE. 
I ODQBi In good nunncn to hai-o acknowlsdEsd 
tha receipt of your letter befoia tUs tlme,lmt 
i» baart was so nboeksd wltta the eontaals of It, 
that I e«i scatnly yM colleet mr Uuniliti so aa, 
to writs to yon on Uio raUtaf: IwlQ not ah 
tsmpt U dasedin wlut I tall on laaaMni yoar 
lattar. IiaaaitanrBndaveT.ualnandu^' 
""■"" — "- " ■ — • "^est laDgnttgD oj ra- 



and tboiub It ' 

£"- wbBl, wiSoat'nia rnSvai-"cui'7bH3lKE!l'J^5,J!i^^^ 

bewaakandunmanlytosiy.&BtwttboDtyaiill E?„?'_SS'^JSSi'',£L " 

iieTeriainbobap|w:l>Ill»«™[«in.tbalaliarlnB 55^.11^ ^^^fflS^ 



luci, I Willi '& MO TDuI^or hear 



low think no nion otyou as a ml 

iramnna to ask to be admitted as f 

i nxpect to rsmors In a low days a IftllaVan 
" -iKi™, Iira^pwe. wHI ptjrh 



±;tiS! 



N IIUBDOCH. 



SVlliitTriav 



^'iST ita' ' 

I do not dnnU. idr, but job win wish to know 
.. list hSB Iwen the tttaaal an the patUB of aa 
tndilnnt tnthcr. and a masterly teacher ; and I 
wlahl cwild cmttlF yimr aartii^ty with iiKbi 
'BcitalnsronwoBldlnpleBiadwUbt ballhalli 
.rliat I uiu sfrald win nEttia tba ease, t ban, 
Indted. kept mvitir olearot vldoasluiblui ind 
In this reapeBt. I boM, my cwtdyt irlll not db- 

ol tha woiM, I am most iflKnibiy dcncleni.- 
One wovld luvo IhoofU, that, bred ai 1 hira 
been, imdur n. tether wbotuH llsnrad pretty weD 
as HB AoniiK iHt awairm, I m^fat haro beta 
what tba world calu a unsbhiff, aeilt-a feUow: 
" — the Irnfii, sly tberd Is haiOr 

rMd Id see, and ohsarre i audi 
n^Mimd wltb tlw knav« who 
Hgr. itibore be any arbltnal aboM 

r- — wsmo hnman datvroln adU^ 

lentllKMlronimijIUiwIhaTOaBimhafaraL la 
■hon. tlM loy of Diy Eeait Is to "study mM> 
■heir mannors, and tbelr wayai" and (hr IU> 
"^11111 snbfoot, rcheerfiilly soezuao ereiy ett" 
■widiintlon. laniqntts Inddont abooitbi 

«at coacarm that aet tin bat™— ■ 

ra Bgo(: and If I have loan 



■niihIDe 
wlSelT 



CORfiESPOSbENCE OF D 



tier. Itm nnaerno atiprehtnsion nlwiui ihai 
for. Ilmiigh liidulent. yei, lo run *« nn rxreinnl 

m many tUliDC 



oTtbaiuaiMT.biUDin olllic ]irli»l|ul futtii lb 
mr wnuHnltloD h a kiaH uf prUo « numaim, 
■nil I Hwii to Hw the hioo of Hnr mdn Uilng; 
■bDve anrrlliliut, 1 atitioc, ui baa. Out idea, of 

•oms uiarnL tardhl wirlvh. wbD Iii nr iKirtl 
deiulw uil dotnt. lis Ihli, and UUi at«ie. 
UBt cvdeAri econodt^p iD Iha tuutter of books, 
Bdecdi 1 am vecT profiua. lliifavuirltoaDtbon 
an ol tho wntunaiisl Uud— neb u "aheu- 
■tosa," psttkulirl* bis "Elculci ;" "ThomtuDi*' 
■■ auD of KecUiiK. — B Hook riirlza iwit to ilie 
Bllilo; "Hui or tlie World :'^"SIcnie," o^w- 
clBllT ni< "HBUllDHnlat iaanteji" "Mucplier- 
son,' "OnWB." «o. Ttaeio an tbo glorigna 



mlDd tlio bilny Gonoeini about vblcb tha IttTK- 
flllnl rseolnt, and hiDiu. and tax tbemMlTeBl' 

how tba ^iniuiii trtumpli swelli in/ Jnart 1 ) 
torn! tllBl I am > guor nubmUtoaai devil, an- 
noucad aod nnknown, stsiuiii aji and down 
fain and markata, whun t bapHn Is be In llwm, 
leBdlnR a iiaffB or two u1 maaund.and "cafcO' 
loiillo uunnan 11v1d( b< IhOf rtw," wldlat Iha 
men ut buBlnen jwds ma on enty aide aa an 

1 have III thii time tirM joiir uatleiKo: lol 
■haU conclude with iKralnK yon to give Mm. 
Murdoch, not mv coiiipliiuunts. (or tlial la a 



tltia lollowing U tak«n (rom llio MS. ptoie pre- 



eTaatiKi raUonal and Irratloiial. Aa he was but 

[h-tin. Us perfurmanco' lon^t be 



kyoannlnc] 



TWMhDmannatnn.tosotbows ploi 

"-'"' ■■ IMKnndBrthoiiivaHiroof ' 

y.artr'-"" "-"'--— 






twHbatandlng all thai baa hcen tahlanlust 
roBiwcihu ibo lolly and weatneis 11 Mlda 
UIB Inciiwrlanaid mtnd Into, atfU I ihluk U 



-.»... ..... UOMt ai_ 

, hava licen paHod OB It. lluitlilai 

ini oanh dcaerrea iha nama o( iwilnra or tnm- 

C. It Is the feelinn of gretn e^huan. In On 
iiany or the niiafnisa ol hia heart, when ahff 
9 him wl(b an equal leiam ol sReoilon. 

and ninalc. and poelry: snd, therelora, I 

iDf onn part I nercr had the least tboaght 
beaSilj In love; end Ihrii rhyme and aonn were, 
" n maimer, Itio spoataueoitB laogaage ol aj 

SrfUmitr. 
I entirely anne with 1h*t iDdlciDsa pbUoto- 

iioui. Any nnUnary pitch or tortltodB may 












sr- 



mUlClh 



very often nuthlimdK thin a haiqir temiiera- 
nten t ol conntttulMltaHllnlnii hhn (o this or thai 
virtiH. Forthla rtasoiLnu maneao Mr tnwhal 
dcETeoauy otboi' penon. Maldo blmaeU, cm be. 
Kith airlct Inatlee. called wicked. UI mi m 

iclons, and aUoniuj |Tlgl]jnce, butloiwaoioloi^ortitiiltri or lomt 



» fiCRKS' fOBTtCAL «0B«9. 

iicldf ain! dfemmtalKB Intcrrpnlnc ! howmanj who iir« icudcd 



1 liBva oRsn coortcd the acqiulntum of Out 
put ol pudUnd connDiuilT known hr Iba onU- 
nuy pliruo at bUekganrdii. HniKiliwa futbar 
tun w» amlBtent imb tbc nlDtj of my clu- 
meUr; tboH wki^ br thantfaUaH prodlfalltf 
or iMadHroni nuilQni, liava bean drlTsn to 
mln. ThODKh dlwrued by MIIh, mj, aome- 
tlnio '■■lalned Willi gnllt.. . . ." 



nit;, genercnliy, dulnterssle 






do nat know i( I ihonid ca 
■omeihldg Ktalcb emlli mo 

■ida of tbe wood> or high fJni 
winter-day, and tiear Iba 

wrapped np In a kind ol 



tnrld. Tlie incrn mra, the nwii o( nUaiaR il 
>n dcuomlnuiaoa; tha Jorlal Udi, wSo banM 
nnch flraiad nliltto bivnanvMttledidii 
Ktlon: bu, wIlbMt iBMh deuBnatton, Mh 

tho aanleaa, tha Mdrient-ln paiHlak^SaS 
wliha luippT awMtuOB at nMunl tanr.ai 
> cbMrtiil *MUCT of ihoB^it, ata^TSwMl 
lila-fe»nn]r,lndNd.liipBTertr*adotaeiiSi 
but povartj and obaear^r aro onlradliMbA 
who can ait dowm ud BMJke s raplnliu omh^ 
aon betwaea Ua own dtauini aM Ikaf 
othani and laaUr. to iraea tha qaon^ id 
ara. (enaraUr. tbOM wboas btadi ara rapaHitf 
all tha towsDnmol B»>— — ■—■ - — "-!:=^— 



elijthl^ljjjnd » raalntaJn^an Idlosrtti™ 
'ib« piwi 



poverty and obacority, are In tba leut sat 

Inel'than Iba a^ lawtal. biuIUiiB a^aaaUM 
atier tbe world > richta itKl bononn; audi* 
£?£,*£*• v""' J*!' '"."•V sain HearM *««■ 

(which, by-tbe-bye, la no -" ■— 

—1 ateila tbrouah tbeva 

with every Uttle Bower tbat fortiuie I 



Sr?[S,C 



a Uttle mm oa- 



iig over the pla 



BbeMjnw fliially_olmer<sii.^ (bat love- i 

IhoatM tbat no m 
lOTunrnpoMtioa. e 



(M tbat no man can bo a proper cri 
-compoMtioa. exceu be lilioull. In e 
I Inrtaneea. bare Men a wnrai to 

uupawlOB. Ah"— ■■- ■■ -■ ■ -- 

dare to lora, and 

wtatoeaaoa and 

AMlniBlahlna fo 



"wt 'all'tlia 



I unfomraM* tn lov be too hi 



DbeenleitbitoatlMiwuid ^^^ ^ gf " 

SceTn my eritlcal'Sin!' St^SV.ilF^taJJJSj' 

IBlahlna foppBiy, and onult, Irom ml %''irR!i J9m?iS«! ~, .~ ,- 

_o aad nalara. Wbotber tin Mkiwbic -S^™ ■?? SJS hT^ J!™.H i™ '^.Z 

MMW wUlnand tbe teat. I will not pretend tS "SES K»''^JISr"fj J"™ "" ISSLSl/iSl 

■5^e«^l«•lt^«n^ymnl!onlT)^■"^Syllw«B, .^^iSii^HhotolwhtlSnlnnutteSSSS 

BeUnd yon hlila, £c ynnraitengthor Vninclnntlonand nawofverae. 

a» Rnmn May Ilie tnrlUe llnhllyon yourboncal andmay 
Beesonga. now enjoy that niiaea and reat wbldi tS 

I think the whole speetea ot yonnii men may world ncidum elviii lo the hHJt. la ~' 

be nainrally oiionBb aivlilcd Into two (trand f-" ' '• — " 

CJaaaea, which I iilidll call the Rravi^ and [lie 



St ol pony niid luva I 

rttii'proraiely anooVh oiprHiriny'liieaiT" iiie ^ill i> all worth qootloc U my MSB., aad 
iraTtlthallcaatlniotheaiualdlvlalouorthoee moretluuiiUL K II. 



COItllESPONIlENCE OF BURNS. 

pow«T Ln ihat var to reap the 
,„^ IritmUy efforts. *J,M I havo i 



In belni dluppolj i 
not hanngic Id m 
to Mr. BilliuilTiii 
"IlMBlJgsolAr 
wnlcti iri ttiouR 
■one US. of (orgi. 
MDJnr ilaUgBeT « 
iBteTuU. lama 
In mj grAtefDl sgdsd 



tt; tbe nHvnaln 



;i'sr',s,^'h 



re fnqtuQtlr wqiliLl r 






i^ic^ioi 



id to ma, (ally np ta ID]' dMent. 1 wu, for 
oe llDH fUt, lut lattkug Into tlu tinlBf, dlt- 
(llDl bhiuI of lb* mbitntluaiia. 1 Mnr mr- 
t alone, raflt farthDitninlBDllllB, itaiink- 






gto ^"Jj"",^ 



nE^l^lln! 



'.A 



robeWlHr of rnmdBig a 



TO SIHS. DDNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 



m^ coptes, and lucomijarabLj more b; the lioDd- 
somii comtrilDHnln ;« «r< liteMeil to.Vt "r 

^oCsnr ctaHOlmwitaadBh^takTaUTsio 

.^_ ^.M... . ippiiaaa ■• the eoni of Par- 

-- to oaMalro howllu hean 




Oar). InnHipberlninniciilarlielnsstriichwttli 



■ Sjne 10 the Lejlen wi 



191 BUaKB' 

wnod,*ltbumiK]idDTontciithns1s<m m eier 
pIlKrtHi 'IW Id Lorello ; and. ai I nploMd overr 



TO UKS. STEWAUT, OF »T.V1I). 

TtwbiuTTOf mr nrcpitnitlnnflrorjrnlngabroAd 
lus hLndoTcd mu iroia pqrfunnlnir my promJso 

parcel DfHHiii, Ac, liblFl^icvGr mads Ihelrnp- 
pMruKo, exBBft (a a rtleiul uc tno at nuwt. 
Ptrtapt wma ol Oumaay ha no eieuC cnter- 

u ulcoBiti jidf*. nw ■out to tha Mne ^ 
JEKnct Amiti, joa kHI cuDr Hetbe Inpniiiletj 
oteinilninnnch BTmhi niBDiniirliit. ItblnK, 
wtnrU. It UH mnH nwrlt, btith aa a bilurablQ 
Swollitloa at sue ot KiitiiraV nratrnt mwiuib. 
a Jnlj (iTinlnii, aiut one oi ihF aii«>t pImm of 
Xaturc'i woTMiiualiip. tbo ilncM Indanl we 
knoir ■imhlDg ii<. an andaMc. beantllnJ - 
wunun; batrhafenitcomnioD friend iui 
nwihatpennbaUin, wiO— •— '— ■ — 
dara to ipraad tin copf . 



pennbrion, idUianC whlcb 1 wonUt nut 

t, wbonanrnftbeRaat eondaacand to takol 

CB of hlm,>biHilit^iMp tba altar w 

n» of flauarf. Ihalr Mill oneaMT] 

L RRitand irodtlkc qaamleii and octlonit- 

liptloii. nil*,nuduii,l> a taakturwl'' ' ' 
altoffBtbaT nqll^ BfliMea 4 eartaln .^- 
'-* Tldauf haart, Ikno^rnotbliwofTonr 

■raster la la ba fnim*— Uw co 

1 and nwrc, I un ttn 

liKd Bdnlatlon li bf no 

rood opinion. 

llhlcniiotiiipIskBsre ramamber— tbr reniitioii 
fol, vben I hod tlie hODOiir vt vmltinc nn Ton 
Stair. lamllKtaacqiialiiHdicftlipdllcnm; 
It 1 taiD* a RDOd d«>l of banevnienee ol temper 
id EODdnciiB at heart Sarclj-, did tboae la 



li hardly anj lorilTeDeia— InfrmtttodaMi frland- 
abte— InnDtwrttuuiToaaoonori btnotaU men 
UtUc. I kad Mended to Hud nm an anterMIn-. 
lit Mtar; amd br an the jiloddhte, inndd 
powan.lhatlD noddhu coneeued mdeotopro- 
•Me mtr the d^ rootine of hnaln*w-a haaTJlr 

letter of hnmoar ni to mite a 



I hBTO had the hiiB« 



.j-.CTOce.aisd irackanaaa 
}ra)ed. aVaon SOltoD'a E 

nvB acni TOO a parcel 
hiivs wriitOT to Mr. 1 

''mem. Kt direction la— C 

c, merdumt. Bridge Htreet. 



Iho nuiionrnnd veltOn ol myconiurri aBd.!! 
a pmt, 1 Utve no hliclier onjqnncnt flnn ilif- 
Jiig her iiHitand danRbten. Fata had catn- 
■latJan hnha vorHn ebodn of life t bnt nem 
did B hwi njut mbfo ardentlT than mlnF. in tn 
mttiaemSei! thooih. tui -nry latolr, I lo^fl 
In YBln on rTorr ilde for a rar nf IIkU. Ii )• 
ttfyi then, to pKoa bnr mnel) I irai natlM 

jn linurj'a moat UlBUrloaa bobo, irban Xr. 
WnU(OMcaII«doame.}«>MMBT, oil the wit 
Ql^Oar lonlaUp. Yonr mniiMEenK mj JoiiL 



'Ainat lonlaUp. Yonr mniiMEenK 
oeifBlnlT deHrrea ibt -nrj natefnl 

'-■ "i hat Toar^ patronam Ir - 

■BUM In m^ (Bdlnita. 



TO MRS. DC5LOP. 
iiiB for nnmitefnl neglect. I wtOjolV 



Moor« betete I 



ecelvDd TOnra of I>eceinl»r amh, tbe Idtau the 

•lull to wrflo him. hat conataotlr praaird in 

□V thoaghta, yet I conid not for my aont mt 

.liont It. 1 knov hli fame and chaneter, and [ 

jn one ot "tha •aa of little men." To witu 

.iba • mete mattat-ot-taet affair, ilka a meF- 

^Mt'a ordv, woidd be dligraclnE the Unb 

cSAMer I hare : and to wHte the anther ot 

=^Vv at Hodatr and Uannera " a lellar el 

""Ittnint— 1 dcetara every anwj mni cold u 

■ Hmi At. I ebBll 117, hOHei-mr, to write Mn 

.OHinoiT or next day. Illa kind interpoelilon 

m; behalf I bato alreail; exporleneed, an a 

rt Dl Uwd EiJunton, irltli ten tnlncai'bT ir«r 

?uLBCrlpIlon lor two coplea of mj nCM W&- 

rhc word ,Tou oldecC to In the mention r tiara 
made dT iny f:lorloiiH eonntrj-man nnd yonr hn- 
Hnirrnl niiccHtor, la Indeed borrowed from 

.ou''jo«r Budlnj fault iflti u, imi applHjd'fifftta 



COBBEBPONDEKCE OP nUHNS. 



not compo&ed ojijdiijig on tba gnat W 
exc&ptwliat yonnaTftflwrnlntirint, and i 
cloHd, whlcJiI tvlU print Jn tnU «dttiari. ,vk 

nvQC- V/bun I compoHd mr "Vision.*' timr 
ngo. I bad Ulemiited ■ descripllDU ol Kjite. oT 

orlniMlly Mood. Mj heart grows with » wit 

Intel'. 1 BliaLl at least attempt. 

yen are alrald 1 ahaU grotf Idtoxlfatcd wh 
mj proaperlu u s poet. Alas ! madam, l hoo 
luyscU and [ha world too welL I du not men 
nu<r aire Dt aUBcted lucdetitT I am wUlinc I 
hah atluUiDyabUUesdBHTTedgamo no 
bu n a mqtt GnUghtoood, Informed age a 



peraapB. SB ler Oeiow the 

Tonr patroDlzlnff mo, u 
in aj fame and ctisractc 



a paltry BoliBeriptlon bHl.any 
leart of a bojd, compared with 



hlni and hie works. Ilioso who bsvo loU the 
nnilatlea and MlkKiidei of ainkanldp, ouooly 
know wtaot plMoim It ftrM to be luiEkied in 

Yonr criUrim, ■Ir. I»«In with rav^'^i 
only, I am eonr they imay cams too Isle- : n 
iiecsant pamg* or two, tbot I would cerininly 
hsTo aUatad, wen simo to erooa. 

Tbe hppa to be aAiilml lor aees. Is In by lar 
tliO(IU>WBirtalttaDsa aranwhu are authors 

port, i^rfliM amUtloB wu, and silu'niy stronc- 
eit bopa la, to bImm my oon^ieeri, tJie malic 
lnmiit« ol tbelumlat, i^ille ever changbu; 
rcliabed and nndentuid. I am nry wllUnx to 
admU that I biTe aomB poatlcol afiUtlHi and 
u few. U any wtUen, euliar nmal or uetlGBl, 
■re tailtautdy acqulnlad with the cbnoi at 



'"ifiSi "K?(b"'if'''td™*"'' ' lab," and 






onginailiv of thought. 
aicM Btf I "L"]' 

I have lately had ; and In ■ laogiuge where 
Pope and Cbnreblll nava nlied the langh, and 
niomaon ami Deanfe taaTe painted the und- 
capc, and Lyttleton aud Collins described tho 
lean, I nm not vain enough to hope for dis- 
Ingolthcd poetic fame. 



qnall eao(apoet,helias not Ibe imMNlfMIi^ 
per ascribed to tbot raae of men byou of their 

resemble hi eua and airioiiiflllc£rmt^tt- 
on Indeed, the poelkal baoattti, bowevn 
tiginal and bfiUlanC ■iMIlaTlililrMatlsivd.arB 

no a IidmlmlByiniwvikai tAelovedyoar 
1 oi»Bntrr,thAfedhianDalbIllty.toaUtha 
ijectsolhamiiilty, and tlie indepaident apMt 
hlch breathe* tlmmgli (be irtuile, glTc me ■ 
ost favonrabia Imnntalon ot the poet, anil 
we made nu often regret tbat I did not see the 
KDu. the eertiln eileet ot wtaldt would han 
1011 my seeing the anlhor last smnmer when I 
as longer in Scotland than I have been for 

Knte^veatEdlnbargh.BiidT tblokyoapeeii- 
.naleirertr.^a sonnet byMlsa^miamTa 
ronniE poetical lady, which Bho wrote on rending 
ranr Moniitaln.Daisy : perhaps It may not dla- 



Ab, Uke that lonely flower ibe poet roscr 
■^ pennryi bare aoll and Wfterniloi 

_ on Bamro with ImpassloD'd lank ha gajiad 
I through tho cloud of advene fort 

llCTint. and In jliht nnborrow'd blazed 

lieaveD-tanght muolKiB Fsuu benell' 



minss' POETICAL woBKB. 

ave nnir Co Bdil, - tiivunrlle In aj ItuoUyi and thll 1* a hk| 

ciicGoi and niDsi < iiiiipLiuirint tbao pertaapa yon are awiirs of, 

iiicluduiialniDBtAUlheproIeaslonB^uidofcDi 



Eddilimyh, laA, Fetnarf, US!. 
Pariim tuy leciiiliiir neglect In dcla^'lnc no long 
Jn j'Vdr kind notlca uf me, Jirmhry '£ird- Kot 
Ihiin lolluwliKtEoi^ogS.nMouiiM bwiiinny- 
tlilui; bitAcrtnu ■ dhnnt mqii nliiUiM wlUi a 

lanoBUD^l lisTo iwu£i?lo oA from the 
gmu, ud I do not fvar thafr IwlRmeni i but 
iniitni, Hfllilud br Isunlng. uia at Ui noiwr 
pohit ol ilonUiHim tbe ne o( n» woiliLUls ol 
UM I tmaaanlly meat with, and tnunUou Ita ap- 
pnach. IieonitbeaflOcllDnttfHanilngnioduty 
{oeararnU-coiKalt niat Iliave uuis laNtt,! 
dDUoCdaiiT; but I laa, -wUli Inqnent wringli — 
ol heart, tSat the nonUr ot nr diaraetar,! 
tlM hontat uttoaal pnluOlM at mr coonirTni 
■meboneniBMalielght altogetliet nnteni 

TtaOit boBOaT Uliis W. bu dono me. pleaw, 
•Ir, ntatn Her in iny name mjr nvnt (ratofnl 
tlutukt. IbaviiinoruthanoncothoufrtitoIpnT- 
tBJt ber In kind, lint baTS Idtlieria qnlued Ib( 
MtH hi bqiKle» dapDnilencf . I Iwd nenr be- 
lon hOBM of ber ; bat the utbar do; I sot not 
UMnu, wbleh, torneveral naHiui. louia tKlonji- 
mft to tbe bead, and iitlnn the olhiirlng ol the 
Ilttlo nnienilnni to critlo Km : than an. . 
think, two eharoeterlKlli] faMnm hi hiiT poatrj' 
~iba nnlattend wlkl fltahi ol uatlve eenlna, and 






unii&r. Forrnui 
nfl would baaiTUIgn: 

g( my " VlBir ol BDMaty 

M «! KBdT, I han wml yoa ibe [ocme 
loawblcb InoffTBrnMlBKOPlaenmarki 
utHBL IIleuiitliT<ea,tnfliacaraolMi 
\iwKixtt : and alonn witta tbcui luur mlnnie 
liw TonnxjU, 1 have also tent mr "MMIM 
«kMehl;^" In one vohune. for mr IHond Mn 
Dmilop oC imnlop: thli rjm wlllbe «o oBilsln 

/ mo happy to hejtr that Tonr 4nbflcflplVon ^« 
lamp/c. ajiJ Aiull rejoice ateveryple«ol lt>T- 



i'r.Si'.Bs'ss.s 

en " Into WSl »»,. 




'"""f»~t».„.. 


TO THE BABL OF 


"i«KCiI«I. 



1 wanted to pnrchuo a proAla ol your 
Wn trnir sWTT to no that a UnadBrlnsjp^^r 
]u< apoilad a " hdman face dlTloe." Tbe eo- 
doaadBtaniai I Intended to ham mitten belnv 
a plotiir* or proflle el jonr lordohlp, coald I biTe 
been w hani; ai to procnn one wittt anylUni 

Bratltnde; I wanted io haie it in my power it 
ilj-toaftlBnd,'"niere l< my noble patron, ay 

Stdbh tbeeenneel I conlnre yoarloTSiLb 
tbn honeit ttana ot grultad*. by the (bb*- 
,.^..^ . hygjiQio throaeaa* 



i«ellnii> 

' iSwayi been IliB cue wttb ma, the weight of Ibt 
AllcatknlaapleBilnB load. I Init^ bana 
hcaTt ai IndapeDdent a* year Imilalilp's, ibaa 
ffhkblcanuynoUitaKDiare; and 1 would bM 
be hebtUan to foroBn that wonld etaclly an 
IMUnito. Tov dlniifled daraclsr In m». ud 
manner ot uppoitlns thatdianeter, an Hatter- 
Isu <u nv pnae : andlwonM be jealona of tM 

under thu pommaBe ot one of tbe macb niToflnd 
aom of lortane. 

AbntiM OTerr poci baa celebrated hie patKHU, 
Ehartlcnlaily when Ibcv were namee dear n> 

Your lordihlp'n bliblyludebted, 



TO THE EAKL OP BUCKAN. 

rho honour yonr lordatalp hu dene me, by jmar 
ilco and arlvirc In jonni c^ the lat lailaat. I 



Leqdedrteldf 



fte/sUayou! ioryou»i»»y«ry Kra>A^>'«il'™^™*^^**^'**' 



^S 



rAle(loiila,T«li^clnE-Hirher bloody lion bom« 
■hroiuai Mvkwi nnki la Tjotorr and [une ; ind, 
niuiMi In uiiE. Bat, mr lotd, tn the midst ol 
lIuiH entliukntg nvarui, a lops-TluEed, itj. 
monMaokiiu ptuuiMm lOMea unua aii Ima- 
(rinUlan, andDTDiioiuHH Oien empbuic words, 
■■ I.WIidcm, dinU wlUi prDdeim." 



ivLLch 1 boost my birth, nn6 gratitude %o thosi 
ao miicti vlth Ihiilr pKtronaoo and approbatLoiu 



and _T«i nevar puiilnE p«ii to paper, to ht~ 
tbuijou; butbranluitHirluit « dajU^a 

Toor good tmrt mnld tUn' 

■TaBfsd. By-tbt^^, tbn 
whole bwiK ol mMi wUcb 






prereiit a ndidilet lu mlftit ^ of ue; bntat 
the tafluilnf of the bniliMsi, bli feeUg iflorti 
an to the wotUdki of puuon ai tba inHuil 
ITOMI Df an anuuinii] monliw to tbo ondDuded 
[arvoar o( Ihe rilling ion 1 udno^Hner areihe 

miscpftonj 



IsYierS" 



Hr, Sprottieniiinie. 

Jlie Irttcripiion on thg Stow U oi/oaoaa 
HERE LIEH nOBERT rEROUSSON, 



Horn Septsmti 
No sCDliitnre 



impoiis Uy, 



vcrTtlttLowblJfaKO, IhaitraretafriBvl 
ituSbom pndf of jny own bos^m; now I a'. 

OMaeaome uuJi o/lenuloli* la which 1 belOM 



OF BUUKS- iti 

printed. Ilisve iha idiice ol tome nrr liUUdont 

of tbbtklDf lor myaelf- The noole Eorl of Gleu- 
colrn, to wbom 1 owo more than to anv buul, 
d«efl1na the boDonrolBlvlnffme hlfl strictoreB; 
Ala hlnta, with roapect to Imptoprlet; or IndeU- 

You klivUy Innreit yonnell la my lotnre 
Tlowfl nnd proapocii: liiers lean give jonno 




S^\-S~5S53ihSSS3ssr 
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BtTRN'8' POETIC^Vti \^'0RK8. 



I coino Abroad in print for ccrtuiii uu Wud- 
noHduy. Your orders I nhall pnnctuully tittond 
to; only, liy tli(>. w'uy. I tiiUiit tell vou that I was 
nald before for Dr. Mojjre's uud ^flss \V.'sroi»lt.'.s, 
thnui^Ii the mudUuu of C'oiuiniAsiun<>r (!iH-hrnu» 
In thl.i plucu ; but that wc can settle when I 
have the honour of waiting on you. 

J)r. .Smith* was Justt gone to I^ondon tho 
murnlug before I received your letter to lilm. 



NO. XXII. 

TO DR. MOORE. 

Edinburgh, 2&rd April, 1787. 
I RBCETVED thc books, and nent tho onu yon 
mentioned to Mrs. Danlop. 1 oui ill-sklUcd in 
lieating tlio coverts of imagination for nieta- 

Rhors of gratitude. I thank you, sir, for the 
onour you liavo done me: and to \ny latest 
hour Avlll warmly remember it. To bo lilghly 
pleased witti your book, is what I have In com- 
mon with the world; but to regard these 
volumes as a mark of the author'^ friendly 
«8tecm is a still more supremo gratification. 

I leave Edinburgh in the conrse of ten days or 
A fortnight; and after a few pilgrlmtigCH over 
some of the classic gronud of Caledonia— 
Cowden-Knowes, Banks ul Yarrow, Tweed, <tec., 
—I shall return to my rural shades, in till like- 
lihood never more to quit them. I have formed 
nmnv intimacies and friendships hero, but 1 am 
afra(d they are of too tender u construction to 
l>cttr carriage u hundred and fifty miles. To tho 
rich, tho great, tho fashionable, thc poliie, I 
have no equivalent to olTer; und I am afraid 
my meteor upiMtaranco will by no means entitle 
me to a settled eorresponclence with any of yon, 
who arc tlie iiermanent lights of genius und 
llterotnre. 

My most respectful compliments to Miss W. 
If once this tangent flight of mine were over, 
and 1 were returned t») my wonted leisurely 
motion in my old circle, 1 may probably en- 
deavour to return her poetic compliment iu 
kind. 



NO. xxin. 

EXTRACT OF LETTER. 

Edinburgh. Wth April, 1787. 

Your criticisms, madam, I understand 

very well, and could have wished t»» liave 
pleased you better. Y'ou are right in your guess 
that 1 am not very amenable to counsel. Poets, 
mu(;h my superiors, have so flattered those who 
possessed the adventitious (qualities of wealth 
and power, that I am determined to flutter no 
created being cither in prose or verse. 

I set as little l)y , lords, clergy, critics, &c., 

as all these respective gentry do by my hardship. 
I know wliat I may expect from the world by 
and by— lllil)cral abuse, and perhaps contemp- 
tuous neglect. 

I am happv. in.idam. that some of our favourite 
pieces are (listingiiished by your particular ap- 
))r<>l)ation. For my Dream, wlilch has unfortu- 
nately Incurred your loyal <lispleasuro, I hoi)e in 
A f(5W weeks, t»r less, to have tlie honour of ap- 
pearing at Dunlop, in its defence, iu person. 

KO. XXIV. 

TO THE REV. DB. HUGH BLAIR. 

Laicn-Markety Edinburgh, Urd May, 1787. 

Rkv. and Mi:cn ieespkctki) Siu.— 

I leave Edinburgh to-nn)rrow morning, but 

could not go without troubling you with half a 

line, sincerely to tliank vou for your kimlness. 

imtrouage, aiid friendship you have shown me. 

*Adam Smith. 



I often felt tho embarrassment of my slngolir 
situation: drawn forth from the veriest thadei 
of life to thu glare of remark; und honoured 1^ 
the notice of th(»se illustrious names of my comt- 
try, wiiose works, while they are applauded to 
the end of time, will ever Instruct and ameni 
the heart. However tho motoor-Iike novelty of 
my appearance in the world might attract uotloa, 
and lumour me with the acquaintance of the iier- 
manent lights of genius and Htcrature, those 
who are tridy benefactors of the immortal nators 
of man; I uiow very well, that my utmoit 
merit was far unequal to thc task of proaorvhif 
that cliaracter when once tho novelty was over. 
I have made ui> my mind, thut abnso, or alinoit 
even neglect, will not snrprlso me Iu my 
quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression of Beiuo'i 
work for me, aono on Indian paper, as a triflliig 
but sincere testimony with what heart-wsm 
gratitude I am, tbc. 



NO. XXV. 

FROM DR. BLAIR. 

Argyle Hquart^ Uh May^ 1787. 
I)K.VR Sir,— 

1 was favoured this forenoon with yoar obliging 
lettor, together with an impression of your pw- 
trait, for which I return you my best thanks. 
The success you have met with I do not think 
was beyond your merits ; and If 1 have had SQJ 
small hand in contributing to it, it gives me great 
pleasure. I know no way in which literary per^ 
sons, who are advanced in roars, can do mora 
service to the world, tlian In forwarding the 
efforts of rising genius or bringing forth un- 
known merit from obscurity, iwas the flnt 
person who brought out to tho notice of the 
world the poems of Osslan ; first by the "Frag- 
monts of jVnclent Poetry,*' which 1 published, 
and afterwards, by my setting on foot tiie 
undertaking for collecting and pablishlng the 
''Works of Osslan;" and I liave always con- 
si lered this as a meritorious action of my life. 

Your situation, us yon sa}', was Indeed very 
singuUir; and, in being brought out all atones 
from the shades of deepest privacy, to so great a 
share of public notice and observation, you bsd 
to stand a severe trial. I am happy that yoa 
have stood it so well: and, as far as i bsTO 
known or heard, though in tho midst of many 
temptations, witiiout reproach to your character 
und behaviour. 

You are now, I presume, to retire to a rooro 
private walk of life, and, I trust, will condact 
yourself there with industry', prudence, and 
iionour. You Imve laid the foundation for just 
public esteem. In the midst of those employ- 
ments, which your situation will render proper, 
yon will not, I hope, neglect to promote flist 
esteem, by cultivating your genius, and attend- 
ing to such imxluotlons of it as may raise your 
character still higher. At the same time, be nut 
in too great a haste to come forward. Take time 
und leisure to im])rovoand mature your talents; 
for on any seconu production you give tho world, 
your fate, as a ]M>ot. will very much depend. 
There is, no doubt, a gloss of novelty which 
time wears off. As you very properly hint 
yourself, your ure not to be surprised if. in your 
rural retreat, you do not And yourself surrounded 
with that glare of notice and aiiplauso which 
here shone upon you. No man can l>e a good 
poet witiiout being somewhat of a philoso|iher. 
lie must lay his account, that any one. who ox- 
poses himself to public observation, will occa- 
sionally meet with the attacks of llllbcnil cen- 
sure, whicli it is always l)est to overlook and 
despise. He will be obliged sometimes to court 
retreat, and to disappear from public view. B» 
wlU not affect to Mine always, tluU ha maj «| 
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proper seasons come forth with more advantage 
and energy. He will not think himself neglected 
if he be not always praised. I have taken the 
liberty, yon see, of an old man, to give advice and 
make reflections which yonr own good sense 
will, I dare say, render nnnecessary. 

As you mention yonr bebig just about to leave 
town, you are going, 1 should suppose, to Dum- 
fries-shire, to look at some of Mr. Miller's farms. 
I heartily wish the offers to be made yon there 
may answer; as I am persuaded yon will not 
easily find a more generous and better-hearted 
proprietor to live under than Mr. Miller When 
yon return, if you come this way, I will be happy 
to see you. and to know concerning yonr future 
plans of life. You will find me, by the 22nd of 
this month, not in my house in Argyle Square, 
but at a country-house at Restalrig, about a 
mile east from Edinburgh, near Musselburgh 
Road. Wlstilng you all success and prosperity, 
I am, with real regard and esteem. 

Dear sir, yours sincerely, 

Hugh Blaib. 



NO. XXVT. 

FROM DR. MOORE. 

Oifford Street, May 23, 1787. 
Dbab Sir,— 

I had the pleasure of your letter by Mr. Creech, 
and soon after he sent me the new edition of 
your poems. You seem to think It incumbent on 
yon to send to each subscriber a number of 
copies proportionate to his subscription money; 
but you may depend upon it, few subscribers ex- 
pect more than one cofw, whatever they sub- 
scribed. I must inform yon, however, that I 
took twelve copies for those subscribers for 
whose money you were so accnrate as to send 
me a receipt ; and Lord Egllnton told me he had 
sent for six copies for himself, as he wished to 
give five of them in presents. 

Some of the poems yon have added In this last 
edition are beautiful, particularly the " Winter 
Night," the "Address to Edinburgh," "Green 
grow the Rashes," and the two songs immedi- 
ately following; the latter of which was ex- 
quisite. By the way, I imagine you have a 
peculiar talent for such compositions, which you 
ought to indulge. No kind of poetry demands 
more delicacy or higher polishing. Horace is 
more admired on account of his Odes than all 
his other writings. But nothing now added is 
equal to your "vision" and "Cotter's Saturday 
Night." In these are united fine imagery, 
natural and pathetic description, with sublimity 
of language and thought. It is evident that you 
already possess a great variety of expression 
and command of the English language; you 
ought, therefore, to be more sparingly for the 
future in the provincial dialect:— why should 
you, by using that, limit the number of yonr 
admirers to those who understand the Scottish, 
when you can extend it to all persons of taste 
who understand the English language ? In my 
opinion, you shotdd plan some larger work than 
any you have as yet attempted. I mean, reflect 
upon some proper snbject, and arrange the plan 
in your mind, without beginning to execute any 
part of it till you have studied most of the best 
JSnglish poets, and read a little more of history. 
The Qreek and Roman stories yon can read in 
some abrligmcnt, and soon become master of 
the most brilliant facts, which must highly de- 
light a poetical mind. Yon should also, and very 
soon nuip, become master of the heathen my- 
thology, to which there are everlasting allusions 
in all tne poets, and which In Itself is charmingly 
fancifnl. What will require to be studied with 
more attention, is modern hlstorv; that Is the 
history of France and Great Britain, from the 
bef^inning of Henry the Seventh's reign. I know 



very well you have a mind capable of attaining 
knowledge by a shorter process than is commonly 
used, and I am certain you are capable of making 
a better use of it, when attained, than is gene- 
rally done. 

I beg you will not give yourself the trouble of 
writing to me when it is inconvenient, and make 
no apology, when you do write, for having post- 
poned it ; be assured of this, however, that I 
shall always be happy to hear from yon. I think 
my friend Mr. told me that you had some 

Eoems in manuscript by you of a satirical and 
umorous nature (In which, by the way, I think 
you very strong,) which your prudent friends 
prevailed on you to omit, partlcnlatly one called 
"Somebody's Confession;^' if you. will entrust 
me with a sight of anj of t^se, I will pawn my 
word to give no copiei^ and will be obliged to you 
for a perusal of them. 

I understand von Intend to take a farm, and 
make the useful and respectable business of 
husbandry your chief occupation ; this, I hope, 
will not prevent your making occasional a.A- 
dresses to the nine ladies who have shown you 
such favonr, one of whom visited you In the auld 
clay biggin. Virgil, before you, proved to the 
world that there is nothing in the business of 
hnsbandry inimical to poetry; and I sincerely 
hope that you may afford an example of a good 
poet being a successful ftrmer. I fear It will 
not be In my poWer to visit Scotland tills season ; 
when 1 do,Tll endeavour to And you out, for I 
heartily wish to see and converse with you. If 
ever yonr occasions call you to this place, I make 
no doubt of your pairing me a visit, and yon may 
depend on a very cordial welcome from thiA 
family. 

I am, dear sir. 

Your friend and obedient servant, 

J. MOOBBi 



KO. XXVII. 

FROM MR. JOHN HUTCHINSON. 

Jamaica, St. Ann's, l^h June. 1787. 

SlR,- 

I received yours, dated Edinburgh, 2nd Janu- 
ary, 1787, wherein you acquaint me you were 
engaged with Mr. Douglas of Port Antonio, for 
three years, at thirty poimds sterling a-year; 
and am happy some unexpected accidents mter- 
vened that prevented yonr sailing with the 
vessel, as I have great reason to think Mr. 
Douglas's employ would by no means liave an- 
swered yonr expectations. I received a copy of 
your publications, for which I return yon thanks, 
and it is my own opinion, as we 11 as that of such 
of my friends as have seen them, they are most 
excellent in their Idnd; although some could 
have wished they had been In the English style, 
as they allege the Scottish dialect is now be- 
coming obsolete, and thereby the elegance and 
beauties of your poems are in A great measure 
lost to far the greater part of the commnnlty. 
Nevertheless there Is no donbtyon had sufficient 
reasons for your conduct— perhaps the wishes of 
some of the Scottish nobility and gentry, your 
patrons, who will always relish their own old 
country style; and your own inclinations for the 
same. It Is evident from several passages in 
your works, you are as capable of writing in the 
English as in the Scottish dialect, and I am in 
great hopes your genins for poetry, from the 
specimen you have already given, will turn out 
both for profit and honour to yourself and 
country. I can pv no means advise you now to 
think of coming to the West Indies, as I assure 
you, there is no encouragement for a man of 
learning and genius here ; and am very confi- 
dent yon can do far better In Great Britain 
than in Jamaica. I am glad to hear my friends 
are well, and shall alwaya h« tA.^^*^ V^ ^&sax. 
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MIL WALEEB BLAIR, 



It UMi mr l£<!n K toai dul, u rhyme Is (be 
oolnirtlbinlAapoetpaTiliii debts dI bonoor 
oitrtiuiutt. VbotlowBtothenotile fiunilj-Dl 
At&dB, of tlia fnt kind, 1 ihall ev«r prondl)' 

mrluwr of need. I aballDerei Im^E. 

Ibe liltle "monl band!"— I declare I nnred 
tor tbem Tery liiKereIr i»-dM' at the Fill ol 
Jfjta. I ihsll oeTtt fornt tlie flue famllr- 
pfece I iBir at Btalr; tlM amtaMs, Un tinlr 
nobis I>ncbeaB» iHUi ber Hniuiuutr'' '^-^"'- ■" 
her Up. at the bead of U» tabic 



bard flnelTaara 
la bBuuJlnl Htm 

liTaamiti irf ~GBido~to da''tliein liutlce ; 



d the luippr molhU' : th 



K.K 



tonr ol tweatT-tno day*, and tnTelllnE near 
MxhiuMInd nril«i,«taillii(aiBCttUM, %'"- 

noi. t want llin»th tha heut AM HIgt' 
laodi.brCrMt,'^ "• *■■- —- — — ■ ■» 



•.gmtofnNDnlM«rA(IuIai tbenee ow Tay, 
and op one of hli trlbnury aireuna to Blair ol 
Atbole, another of tha Dnke a leats where 1 
had tho honour of ap^,nd1n^ two ilajfl wJtb hia 

■nowa. and gI«HBj mnee Blcnn tiH i rmiBPii 
»e7, ao fUHiiU In HuitClsh ntii i i 
CO., tin I IBUChed Otanl tn ti I 

and thwi ero«»it ihe cuuuiri i 
bat called hr Ihe way at Caw i 
InWhK^ln^lilHIBan KJngDanL»nn-o lit 
dered: laitir. ttom rorl Oeorce to Inremeu 

Iratari«^Owciiait,thTan^^alni,l'«Ta>,, 
and ■> on, to Abardnoi tbeoM te StaiutaiTe 
wtma Jam*! Bnniea from HcouroM, BMt nM by ' 
•wotannait. I awtt («« dij^ aaioaa oor re 
latloiia, and tonnd oar annta, Jean and Iiabel 
atlUaUn, and bale oM wonun. John Calrd, 



Duke of Atbole,' 



d Uy tUl I SJaysJ 



no DALBTMPLE. ESQ, OP OKAHOE- 

FIELD. 

In iqaklnr Toa u poet. 1 broke open Ihe letleryH 



lam natiirallr of p 



iBamad Ita funclluiiri 
a> had Iha wide atrauk 

he downtallotitba coo- 
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le band to-day. 
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— — — , H. L,af 
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bf «HiFD out. lilalr I WM B sljipenriy private ; ^hosa wordito 11,^ y*?,™,?? ""' ""en™ put 



iMnrlnurcli [othaauiiulgii.kaur*liiicaiici 
■ IltUB imn) oooipkniiHuIr Tntebed. 

lamuhMMdffiilltlilii tarUunibldDwiinl 
bcanrrlOiiliawBlknoIUfeilcoiddwltti, Uks 
HIM oilier vildhin, to Inn as nnidk fgrUtndi.' 

jisioonuIcBn bear tb« Joarney, irhich niil 

gntsful duV St Vimlop Houio. 



TO THE SAME. 

Ediabafofi. mih Ftbrvurf/. i7sa. 

that goam/lUn. bat ttatj/oumitiatfinf.' Ke- 
UgkHi, IDT fioaonnd iDsdant, taas not only iwon 
■ninfllr«niychl£rdepenitenc«. but my dearest 
enJarDMnC. I bare Indeed besn tlte luctJcns- 
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aomaijmtjUi I .. — v-.h.>..v- 

•BMiMjaK. Ihals anniiniiBniua BBrcunii, n 
gnat deal wona tlun I do fht d<Tl1 : at leiBi at 

caUraiiiailitabaHmtlinuriilliy oiTimyioii 
leauDOteadinltliiMtian. Ton, mr hnnaqred 
Menu, wkaeaniM appear In an; Uehi, but voa 
are nm el being respecialile— yon can atford m 
pasa by an occaueii Ui dlijila; foar wic, becan^o 
yoa choeH te be gnent» yon know you can Toly 

bnt God lielp ni who are irlti or nitUnEa. bi 
pnlculaa.ltiie uand tiol (or (amo ihoro. we 
Bnknninportad? 

1 am UnlT flattered by tbe news tod toll ido 
at OoluL^may aay to tbe tslrpalntu- who Hoei 
ma lo mnch honour, as Dr. Beallle hbts to Boss 
the poet, at UaVme Hcotla, rrom vbTOi. by tlie 
bye, I took the Idea al CoUa : I'Tii s noifm ot 
Beatle'aln tbe Scot! dialect, wblchptrhaps yon 



r'lhoo'^ M pMliSl 



Ihla (armlnff project of mltie, that my rnaae baa 
deseueratBd Into the TorleM proag-'woncli tbat 
ever glclcedclnilen, or Idlovoaa unkar. Vben 
I am talrly got Into tin TontlnB ol Imalnaaa, I 
Bball troaUejronwttlia longer eputlei perliapa 
sent, the world iltain^iilaad an my mSd, 
that It taaa ellaced almoat eiory (met ot the ' 

My very best coiDpllToeDt), and good i^hei lo 
Mn. Cleghom. 

FROU UR. ROBEBT CLEOHORN. 

Saathlmi MOIt, 27(A Afrti, ins. 

I was iBTOured with your vary kind letter ol 
the ^st ult-, and coDfllder myBOlt greatly obllffcd to 
ayfavooritealr, "CaptalnO'Kean-" TbeworOi 

1 w^h yoD woald lend meareneariwamoret 
awl ir yon ban no oUooAoo, I wonhl bave It In 
the Jacobite ityla. HapHwa It ilioiUd be anng 
alter (be total field ^OiUtoien bj Sie onlnu? 

Mary Htnait lu tbe •ont^teSm HuT^ l£ 

moniatlon."— Wbj may not I Mug In " 

dI iier grea^g[oat-n*at gnndaoa tf 
truly command. Sllnatlo^ soil, i 
conntrles, may vary from each other, 
Atttnten a a good fanner In ererr nl 
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BoiiEBi Cuoaonr. 



MaaMait, SUA AprH, ITSS. 

eprchenslon innit be great 
■vf^lihey.madet^l^n 

andaatt 

ImliiionUniiyrBiid'at uy fnton pettod, on 
almi>lepetmoB.<an bg taanoMd: ttbongbt 

-and-thinypaandaa-yearwaanobaddenuer 

resaott For a poor poet, It fortune In her Jade 

with the sincereat pleasure to meet yoa at tbe 
night, losetouloaannday; but [or some nlghu 



lero the bardglTei 
'"uJwn^M'itwa 



]« fitlKUS' PO&TIUAL WOBIU. 

galed hy being ilfled throngta IramfierleM 
oiHDce, 1 vu DQ Saniliiy.' Munc^, and url of 
TaodU'. rniable ID lUr uat of btA, nlib all the 
mlHniBle aBCct) ol a vlolsnt coJd. 
Von >«, midun. tba trotb ol Ibo Fre c' 

anil "•' "> U*« f» langMae ol so olleo e 



By nays (hat were cnon^l or Blealtby, Cf,' ' 



vno now live bnt leilmply. and barely, 
llitn wli J eboDld people bra^olproeperil; 
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air'' W« hrak dDwo oil the nniMlMiea 
thotr ImpMiuat wItoi ni;d cbaleriy 
tbehndlr bnll doaontliD lUila ilrtj 
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ite of BAlf^mportant foUj. 
hoarlod wratch ukoa mo vj 

BO offends my palato, (bat It 
I . ffnllot i and the witvttu'd^ 



larUng at d» plncli o^ diatroti 
;ai>i!0B, aprsTatod by tlis aneor 
ot cnre Mm. Dnt II run tdd s tanki 



rigtit Cpono, 
mrDDl; 



'onld bclp to rid lilu of nnoio ol his ■■peramm- 
aiitiiwdo»tr» TOO would do veil to olTa n htan. 
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Improve hia flgnro, not to' 






10 be a partaker ; pot to dlg«Bt hia spleen, for 
Ibat holaofbs off. but lo dlp«si bla last niffbl's 

AioonEonrcon)monfrlaHdi,ImitBt notConret 
one ol tfie dearest ol them, Cnnnlngbam. The 

1 know aUcks In bis atomacb, and II vnn can Help 
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nbor iS^tjotft perhaps bo may not have lot 
bo better of aporeelotmodutMiecdoleawlucli 
. certala post tan hlmD(Mnltfituniiper,tba 
1st time Ihe aaM poat vaa In lam. 
ThouEb I bare menOMedioaiuv man dltow. 
iibDll^Te Mttalns to do with Uieni protea- 
edly— tboFaenltTaiabeTcaA ter preterlpttoo. 
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The clergy I past by ; their protDndlCy ol ern- 
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pocrlaj. are AoprorerblnUyitotoiionaas tOTdau 
them far. far above elihei' mj praise or con- 

J aiehoaaula eiU (rbmd, the lUlrdot 

lord cnlidinock; botllu vaapokentatba land- 
of lb* •■ nni^ Amu Im" biro fo^re, M^ 

HI HutaMe, for UnWiiUtt of the BnnftteB- 
ibln Whin, to enable them to dloeal tbe Unto 

If (Jaeeniberrr's late poUllcal ootidDct. 
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I have joflt this moiQent an opportanity of a 
private hand to Edinburgh, as perhaps you 
would not digest doable i>ostuge. 



NO. xui. 

TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Mauchline^ 2nd August^ ITSi. 
IloNOUBED Madam.— 

Your kind letter welcomed rae yesternight to 
Ayrshire. 1 am indeed seriously angry with 
you at the quantum of your luckpenny; but 
vexed and hurt as I was, 1 could not lielp laugh- 
ing verv Iieartily at the noble lord's apology for 
tlie missed nanliin. 

I would write you from Nithsdalc, and give 
you my direction there, but I have scarce an 
opportunity of calling at a post-office once in a 
fortnight. I am six miles from Dumfries, am 
scarcely ever in It myself, and, as yet, have 
little acquaintance in the neighbourhood. Be- 
sides, 1 am now very busy on my farm, building 
a dwelllng-honse ; as at present I nm almost an 
evangelical man in NIthsdale, for I have scarce 
*' where to lay my head." 

There are some passages in your last that 
brought tears In my eyes. '* The heart knoweth 
its own sorrows, and a stranger intermeddleth 
not therewith." The repository of these "sor- 
rows of tlie heart," is a kind of tanctum sanc- 
torum; and 'tis only a chosen friend, and that 
too at particular, sacred times, who dares cuter 
into them. 

" Heaven oft tears the bosom-chords 
That nature finest strung." 

Yon will excuse this quotation for the sake of 
the author. 



KO. XLIII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Mauchhne, 10th August^ 1788. 
Mt Much Honoured Friend,— 

Yours of the 24tli June is before me. I found it, 
as well as another valued friend— my wife, wait- 
ing to vrelcome me to Ayrshire : I met both with 
the sincerest pleasure. 

When I write you, madam, I do not sit down 
to answer every paragraph of yours, by echoing 
every sentiment, like the faithful Commons of 
Great Britain in parliament assembled, answer- 
ing a speech from the best of kingn! 1 express 
myself in the fulness of ray heart, and may per- 
haps be guilty of neglecting some of your kind 
inquiries; but not from your very odd reason 
that I do not read your letters. Ail your epistles 
for several months have cost me nothing, except 
a swelUng throb of gratitude, or a deep-felt sen- 
timent of veneration. 

Mrs. Burns, madam, is the identical woman 
. . . When she first found herself "as women 
wish to be wiio love their lords :" as I loved her 
nearly to distraction, we took steps for a private 
marriage. Her parents got the hint ; and not 
only forbade me iier company and their house, 
but on my rumoured West-Indian voyage, got a 
warrant to pnt me in gnoi, till I sliould find 
security in my about-to-be paternal relation. 
You know my lucky reverse of fortnnc. On my 
eclatant return to Mauchline, I was made very 
welcome to visit my girl. The usual conse- 
quences began to betray her *, and as I was at 
that time laid up a cripple in Edinburgh, she 
was turned, literally turned, out of doors, and I 
wrote to a friend to shelter her, till my return, 
when our marriage was declared. Her happiness 
or misery was in my hands ; and who could trifle 
with sncii a deposit? 



for my Joumey of life; bat, oponiiiyhoiioar,! 
tiave never sem the Indtvidoal mstanoe. 



Circnnutanced as 1 am, I could never han 
got a female partner for life who ooald hare 
entered into my favoorite Andies, relished mj 
favourite authors, Ac., without probata^ entailing 
on me, at the same time, expensive tiring, fan- 
tastic caprice, perhaps apish affectatimi, with all 
the other blessed boarding school acquirement!!, 
which (pardonnez moi, madame} are sometlmei 
to be found among females of the npper ranbt. 
but almost universally pervade tho uilMes of ttw 
would-be gentry 

• • . 

I like your way, in your church-yard incobn- 
tions. Thoughts that are the spontaneoas re- 
sult of accidental situations, either respecting 
health, place, or company, liavo of ten a strength, 
and always an originality, that would in vain be 
looked for in fancied circumstances and studied 
paragraphs. For me, I have often thon^t of 
keeping a letter, in progression, bv me. to send 
when the sheet was written out. Now I talk of 
sheets, I must tell you. my reason for writing to 
you on paper of this kind, is my pruriency Ot 
writing to yon at large. A page oi post is oo 
such a dissocial, narrow-minded scale, that I 
cannot abide it : and double letters — at least, in 
my miscellaneous, reverie manner— are a iooa» 
strous tax in a close correspondence. 



NO. xuv. 

TO THE SAME. 

Elluland^ ItUh Augtut^ 179. 
I AH in a fine disposition, mv honoured friend. 
to send you an elegiac epistle ; and want only 
genius to make it quite Sheustonian. 

"Why droops my heart with fancied woes for- 
lorn V 
Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky?" 

My increasing cares In this, as yet,* strange 
country— gloomy conjectures in tlie dark vista 
of futurity— consciousness of my ovm -inability 
for the struggle of the world— my broadened 
mark to misfortune in a wife and children:— I 
could indulge these reflections till my humour 
should ferment into the most acrid chfl^^, that 
would corrode the very thread of life. ^ 

To counterwork these baneful feelings, I have 
sat down to write to you : as 1 declare upon my 
soul, I always find that the most sovereign balm 
for my wounded spirit. 

I was yesterday at Mr. ^"s to dinner, for the 

flrst time. My reception was quite to my mind; 
from the lady of the house quite flattering. She 
sometimes hits on a couplet or two, impromBiu. 
She repeated one or two. to the admiration of aU 
present. My suffrage as a professional nuui was 
expected: Ifor once went agonizing over the 
belly of my conscience. Pardon me, ye, my 
adored honsehold gods. Independence of Spirit, 
and Integrity of Soul! In the course of conver- 
sation " Johnson's Musical Museum," a coUectioa 
of Scottish songs, with the music, was talked of. 
We got a song on the harpsichord, bcgliming— 

"Raving winds aronnd her blowing.** 

The air was much admired: the lady of tlie 
house asked ine whose were the words— **3fiiie, 
madam— they are indeed my very beat verses:" 
she took not the smallest notice of them ! The 
old Scottish proverb says, well ** king^s caff is 
better than ither folks* com." I was going to 
make a New-Testament quotation i^oat ** cast- 
ing pearls ;" but that would be too virulent. Air 
the lady is actually a woman of good taate. 



I con easily /ancy a more agreeable companion After aU that has been said on ttio otlier ilde 
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of the question, man is by no means a happy 
creature. I do not speak of the selected few, 
favoured by partial heaven, whose souls are 
tuned to gladness amid riches and honoim, and 
prudence and wisdom,—! speak of the negleeted 
many, whose nerves, whose sinews, whose days, 
are sold to the minion of fortune. 

If I thought you had never seen It, I would 
transcribe for you a stanza of an old Scottish 
ballad, called "The Life and Age of Man," be- 
ginning thus— 

" 'Twas in the sixteenth hunderyear 

Of God and fifty three, 
Frae Christ was bom, that bought us dear, 

As writings testifle." 

I had 'an old grand-uncle, with whom my 
mother lived a while in her girlish years ; the 
good old man, for such he was, was long blind 
ere he died, during which time his highest en- 
joyment was to sit down and cry, wliile my 
mother would sing the simple old song of " The 
Life and Age of Man." 

It is this way of thinking— It is those melan- 
choly truths, that make religion so precious to 
the poor, miserable children of men— If it is a 
mere phantom, existing only in the heated Ima- 
gination of enthusiasm, 

"What truth on earth so precious as the lie !" 

My idle reasonings sometimes make me a little 
sceptical, but the necessities of my heart always 
give the cold phliosophlzings the lie. Who looks 
for the heart weaned from earth ; the soul af- 
fianced to her God; the correspondence fixed 
with heaven ; the pious supplication and devout 
thanksgiving, constant as the vicissitudes of 
even and morn ; who thinks to meet with these 
In the court, the palace, hi the glare of public 
life ? No : to find them in their precious Import- 
ance and divine efllcacy, we must search among 
the obscure recesses of disappointment, aflSic- 
tion, poverty, and distress. 

I am sure, dear madam, you are now more 
than pleased with the length of my letters. I 
return to Ayrshire, middle of next week: and it 
quickens my pace to think that tliere^vill be a 
letter from you waiting me there. I must be 
iiere again very soon for my harvest. 



NO. XLV. 

O. B. GRAHAM, OF FINTRY, ESQ. 

Sib,- 
When I had the honour of 'being introduced to 
you at Athole House, I did not think so soon of 
asking a favour of you. When Lear, in Shak- 
spere, asks old Kent why he wished to be in 
his service, he answers, " Because you have in 
your face which I could like to call master." 
For some such reason, sir, do 1 now solicit your 
patronage. You know, I dare say, of an applica- 
tion I lately made to your Board to bo admitted 
an officer of excise. I have, according to form, 
been examined by a supervisor, and to-day I 
give In his certificate, with a request for an 
order for instructions. In this affair. If I 
succeed, -I am afraid I shall but too much need a 
patronizing friend. Propriety of conduct as a 
man, and fidelity and attention as an officer, I 
dare engage for ; but with anything like busi- 
ness, except manual labour, I am totally un- 
acquainted. 

• • « • ■ « 

I had intended to have closed my late appear- 
ance on the stage of life, in the character of a 
country farmer; but after discharging some 
filial and fraternal claims, I And I could only 
fight for existence in that miserable manner, 
which I have lived to see throw a venerable 
parent Into the jaws of gaol ; whence death, the 



poor man's last and often best friend, rescued 
Iilm. 

I know, sir, that to need your goodness is to 
have a claim on It ; may I therefore beg your 
patronage to forward me In this affair, till I be 
appointed to a division, where, by tlie help of 
rigid economy, I will try to support tliat inde- 
pendence so dear to my soul, but which has been 
too often so distant from my situation. 



KG. XLVI. 

TO MR. P. HILL. 

MauctUine^ 1st October^ 1788. 

r HAVE been here in this country about three 
days, and all that time my chief reading has 
been the " Addi*ess to Loch Lomond " yoa were 
so obliging as to send to me. Were I impan- 
nelled one of the author's jury, to determine his 
criminality respecting the sin of poesy, my ver- 
dict should be •' Guilty ! A poet of Nature's 
making!" It is an excellent method for improve- 
ment, and what I believe every poet does, to 
place sou^d favourite classic author, in his own 
walks of study ani composition, before him, as a 
model. Though yom' author had not mentioned 
the name, I could have, at half a glance, guessed 
his model to be Thomson. Will my brother 
poet forgive me, if I venture to hint, that his 
imitation of that immortal bard is, in two or 
tliree places, rather more servile than such a 
genius as his requh'ed.— e.g., 

To soothe the madding passions all to peace, 

ADDRESS. 

To soothe the throbbing passions into peace, 

Thomson. 

I think the "Address " Is, In simplicity, har- 
mony, and elegance of versification, fully equal 
to the " Seasons." Like Thomson, too, he has 
looked into nature for himself : you meet with 
no copied description. One particular criticism 
1 made at first reading: In no one instance has 
lie said too much. lie never flags in his pro- 
gress, but, like a true poet of Nature's making, 
kindles in his course. His beginning Is simpB. 
and modest, as if distrustful of the strength of 
his pinion ; only, I do not altogether like 

" Truth, 
Tlie soul of every song that's nobly great." 

Fiction Is the soul of many a song that is nobly 
great. Perhaps I am wrong: this may be but a 
prose criticism. Is not the phrase, in line 7, p. 
6, "Great lake," too much vulgarized by every- 
day language for so subUme a poem? 

*' Great mass of waters, thence for nobler song," 

is perhaps no emendation. His enumeration of 
a comparison with other lakes is at once har- 
monious and poetic. Every reader's ideas must 
sweep the 

" Winding margin of an himdred miles." 

The perspective that follows mountains bine— 
the imprisoned billows beating in vain— the 
wooded Isles— the digression on the yew-tree- 
"Ben Lomond's lofty cloud-enveloped head," 
&c., are beautiful. A thunderstorm is a subject 
which has been often tried: yet our poet, in his 
grand picture, has interjected a circumstance, 
so far as I know, entirely original : 

'The gloom 
Deep scam'd with frequent streaks of moving 
fire.' 

In his preface to the storm, 'Hhe glens how 
dark between," is noble highland landscape ! 
The " rahi plowing the red mould," too, is beauti- 
fully fancied. Ben Lomond's ''ipfty* pathless 
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knowledge, iast in its infancy, emerging from 
dark ages of ignorance and barbarity. 

The Staarts only contended for prerogatives 
which they knew their predecessors enjoyed, 
and which they saw their contemporaries enjoy- 
ing; bat these prerogatives were inimical to 
the happiness of a nation, and the rights of sab- 
ioctfS 

In this contest between prince and people, the 
consequence of that light of science, which had 
lately dawned over Earopc, the monarch of 
France, for example, was victorious over the 
struggling liberties of his people: with as, 
luckily, the monai'ch failed, and his unwarrant- 
able pretensions fell a sacrifice to onr rights and 
happiness. Whether it was owing to the wisdom 
of leading individuals, or to the justling of 

Barties, I cannot pretend to determine ; but 
kewise, happily for us, the kingly power was 
shifted into another branch of the family, who, 
as they owed the throne solely to the call of a 
free people, could claim notning inconsistent 
with the covenanted terms which placed them 
there. 

The Stuarts have been condemned and langhed 
at for the folly and impracticability of their at- 
tempts in 1715 and 1745. That they failed, I bless 
God ; but cannot join in the ridicule against 
them. Who does not know that the abilities or 
defects of leaders and commanders are often 
hidden until put to the touglHfcpno of exigency ; 
and that there is a caprice of fortune, an omni- 
potence in particular accidents and conjunctures 
of circiunstances, which exalt us as heroes, or 
brand us as madmen, just as they are for or 
against us? 

Man, Mr. Publisher, is a strange, weak, incon- 
sistent being. Who would believe, sir, that in 
this our Augustan age of liberality and refine- 
ment—while we seem so justly sensible and 
jealous of our rights and liberties, and animated 
with such indignation against the very memory 
of those who would have subverted them,— that 
a certain people, under our national protection, 
should complain, not against our monarch and a 
few favourite advisers, but against our whole 
LKGiSLATivE BODY for Similar oppression, and 
almost in the very same terms, as our forefathers 
did of the House of Stuart! 1 will not, I cannot 
qntor into the merits of the cause; but I dare say 
the American Congress, in 1776, will be allowed 
to be as able and as enlightened as the English 
convention was in 1688 ; and that their posterity 
will celebrate the centenary of their deliverance 
from us as duly and sincerely as we do ours 
from the oppressive measures of the wrong- 
headed House of Stuart. 

To conclade, sir ; let every man who has a tear 
for the many miseries incident to humanity, feel 
for a family illustrious as any in Europe, and 
unfortunate beyond historic preceaent ; and let 
every Briton (and particularly every Scotsman), 
who ever looked with reverential pity on tne 
dotage of a parent, cast a veil over the fatal mis- 
takes of the kings of his forefathers.* 



NO. XLIX. 
TO MRS. DUN LOP, 

EUisland, nth December, 1788. 

Mr Deak Honoured Friend,— 
Yours, dated Edinburgh, which I have just read, 
makes me very unhappy. Almost ** blind and 
wlioUy deaf " are melancholy news of human 
nature; but when told of a much-loved and 
honoured friend, they carry misery in the sound. 
Goodness on your part, and gratitude on mine, 

* This letter was sent to the publisher of some 
newspaper, probably tho publisher of the Edm" 
burgh JSvmmg Courant. 



began a tie which has gradually and strongly 
entwisted itself among the dearest chords of my 
bosom ; and I tremble at the omens of your lato 
and present ailing habits and shattered health. 
Yon miscalculate matters widely when you for- 
bid my waiting on you, lest it should hurt mv 
worldly concerns. My small scale of farming is 
exceedingly more simple and easy than what 
yon have lately seen at Moreham Main. But bo 
that as it may, the heart of the man, and the 
fancy of the poet, are the two grand considera- 
tions for which I live ; if miry ridges and dirty 
dunghills are to engross the best part of tho 
functions of my soul immortal, I had better have 
been a rook or a magpie at once, and then I 
should not have been plagued with any ideas 
superior to breaking of clods, and picking up 
grubs; not to mention barn-door cocks or mal- 
lards, creatures with which I could almost ex- 
change lives at any time.— If you continue so 
deaf, I am afraid a visit will bono great pleasure 
to either of us ; but 1 hear you are got so well 
again as to be able to relish conversation, look 
you to it. madam, for I will make mythreaten- 
Ings good : I am to be at the new-year-day fair 
of Ayr, and by all that is sacred m the world, 
friend, I will come and see you. 

• ••••• 

-• Your meeting, which yon so well describe, with 
your old schoolfellow and friend, was truly in- 
teresting. Out upon the ways of the world!— 
Tliey spoil these "social offsprings of the heart." 
Two veterans of the " men of the world" would 
have met with little more heart-workings than 
two old hacks worn out : on the road. Apropos, 
is not the Scotch phrase, '* Auld lang syne," ex- 
ceedingly expressive ? There is an old song and 
true which has often thrilled through my soul. 
You know I am an enthusiast in old Scotch 
songs. I shall give you the verses on the other 
sheet, as I suppose Mr. Ker will save you tho 
postage.* 

Light be the tnrf on the breast of the Hcaven- 
insplredpoet who composed this glorious frag- 
ment! There is more of the fire of native genius 
in it than in half a dozen of modern English 
Bacchanalians. 



NO. L. 

TO A YOXJNG LADY. 

WHO HAD HEARD HE HAD BEEN HAKINO A 
BALLAD ON HEB, ENCLOSING THAT BALLAD. 

December, 1788. 
Madam,— 
I understand my very worthy neighbour, Mr. 
Riddel, has informed you that 1 have made yon 
the subject of some verses. There is sometliing 
so provoking in the idea of being the burden of 
a ballad, that I do not think job or Moses, 
though such patterns of patience and meekness, 
could have resisted the curiosity to know what 
tho ballad was : so my worthy friend has done 
mo a mischief, which I dare say he never in- 
tended; and reduced me to the unfortunate 
alternative of leaving your curiosity ungratified, 
or else disgusting you with foolish verses, the 
unfinished production of a random moment, and 
never meant to have reached your ear. I have 
heard or read somewhere of a gentleman, who 
had some genius, much eccentricity, and very 
considerable dexterity with his pencil. In tho 
accidental groups of life into which one is 
thrown, wherever this gentleman met with a 
character in a more than ordinary degree con- 
genial to his heart, he used to steal a sketch of 
the face— merely, he said, as nota-bene, to point 
out the agreeable recollection to his memory. 
What this gentleman's pencil was to him, Is my 
' « 

* Here follows the song of *\Aald UuDg syne." < 
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nniso to me; and the verses I do myself the 
honour to send you arc a memento exactly of 
the same kind that he indulged in. 

It may be more owing to the fastidionsness of 
my caprice, than the delicacy of my taste, that 
I am so often tired, disgusted, and hart with the 
insipidity, affectation, and pride of mankind, 
that when 1 meet with a person "after my 
own heart," I positively feci what an orthodox 
Protestant would call a species of idolatry which 
acts on my fancy like inspiration, and I can no 
more desist from rhyming on the impulse, than 
an .Xolian harp can refuse its tones to the 
streaming air. A distich or two would be the 
consequence though the object wliich hit my 
fancy were grey-bearded age; but where my 
theme is youth and beauty— a young lady whose 
personal charms, wit, and sentiment are 
eiiually striking and unaffected,— by heavens ! 
tliougli 1 had lived threescore years a married 
imm, and threescore years before I was a mar- 
ried man, my imagination would hallow the 
very idea; and I am truly sorry that the en- 
closed stanzas have done such poor justice to a 
subject. 



NO. LI. 

TO SIB JOHN WHITEFORD. 

December, 1788. 
Sir,— 

Mr. M'Kenzie, in Manchline, my very warm 
and woithy friend, has infonned me how much 
you are pleased to interest yourself in my fate 
as a man, and (what to me is incomparably 
dearer) my fame as a poet. I have, sir, in one 
or two instances, been patronised by those of 
your character in life, when 1 was introduced to 

their notice by friends to them, and ho- 

nononred acquaintance to nie ; but you are the 
first gentleman in the country whoso benevo- 
lence and goodness of heart has interested him 
for me, unsolicited and unknown. I am not 
nuister enough of the etiquette of these matters 
to know, nor did 1 stay to inquire, whether 
formal duty bade, or cold propriety disallowed, 
my thanking you in this manner, as I am con- 
vinced, from the ilght in which you kindly view 
me, that you will do me the Justice to believe 
this letter is not the manoeuvre of a needy, 
sharping author, fastening on those in upper 
life, who honour him with a little notice of him 
or his works. Indeed, the situation of poets is 
generally such, to a proverb, as may, in some 
measure, palliate that prostitution of neart and 
talents they have been gnilty of. I do not think 
prodigality is by any means n necessary con- 
comitant of poetic tnni, l)nt l)elieve a careless, 
Indolent, inattention to economy, is almost in- 
Kcparable from it; and there must be in the 
heart of every bard of Nature's making a cer- 
tain modest sensibility, mixed with a kind of 
pride, that will ever keep him out of the way of 
those windfalls of fortune that frequently light 
on hardy impudence and foot-Ilcking servility. 
It is not easy to imagine a more lielpless state 
than his whose poetic fancy unfits him for the 
world, and whose character as u scholar gives 
him some pretensions to the polUesse of life— yet 
Is as poor as I am. 

For my part, I thank heaven, my star has 
been kinder; learning never elevated ray ideas 
above the peasant's shed, and I have an inde- 
pendent fortune at the plough-tail. 

I was surprised to hear that any one, who 
pretended in the least to the manners of the 
gentleman, should be so foolish, or worse, as to 
stoop to traduce the morals of such a one as I 
am, and so inhumanly ciiiel, too, us to meddle 
with that late most unfortunate, unhappy part 
of my story. With a tear of gratitude, 1 thank 
7oa, sir, for the warmth with which you inter- 



posed in behalf of my conduct. I am, I a^a**- 
ledge, too frequently the sport of whim. 



and passion ; but reverence to God, and !•• 
tegrlty to my feilow-creatures, I hope I skii 
ever preserve. I have noretam, sir,tomakeyM 
for your goodness but one — a return which, iHi 
persuaded, will not be unacceptable— the honeit, 
warm wishes of a grateful heart for your hapoi- 
ness, and every one of that lovely flock, wiw 
stand to you in a filial relation. If ever calonuir 
aim the poisoned shaft at them, may friendsliv 
be by to guard the blow! 



NO. LII. 

FROM MR. G. BURNS. 

Mossgielf l$t Januoarp^ 1781. 
Dear Brother,— 

I have lust finished my New-year's-day break- 
fast in the usual form, which naturally makes 
me call to mind the days of former years, and 
the society in which we used to begin them; 
and when I look at onr family vicissitudes, 
"through the dark postern of time long elapsed," 
I cannot help remarking to you, my dear 
brother, how good the God of Seasons is to ns; 
and that however Some clouds may seem to 
lower over the portion of time before us, m 
have great reason to hope that all will turn out 
well. 

Your mother and sisters, with Robert the 
second, join me in the compliments of the sea- 
son to you and Mrs. Bums, and beg yon wlfl 
remember us in the same maimer to WiHUun, 
the first time you see him. 

I am, dear brother, yours, 

GILBEBT BCRSS. 



NO. LIII. 

TO aiRS. DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, New-Year-Day Morning^ 1780. 
This, dear madam, Is a morning of wishes ; and 
would to God that I came under the apostle 
James's description \—the prayer </ a rigmeom 
man availeth much. In that case, madam, yoa 
should welcome in a year full of blessings; 
everything that obstructs or disturbs traa- 
quililty and self-enjoyment should be removedi 
and every pleasure that frail humanity can 
taste should be yours. I own myself so little a 
Presbyterian, that I approve of set times and 
seasons of more than ordinary acts of devotion, 
for breaking in on that habituated routine of Ilf6 
and thought which Is so apt to reduce onr ex- 
istence to a kind of Instinct, or even sometimes, 
and with some minds, to a state very little so- 
perlor to mere machinery. 

This day— the first Sunday of May,— a breesy, 
blue-skyed noon some time abont the beginning, 
and a hoary morning and calm sunny day abont 
the end, of autumn ;— these, time out of mlad, 
have been with me a kind of holiday. 

• • • • • • 

I believe I owe this to that glorious paper In 
the "Spectator," "The Vision of Mirza**—a niece 
that struck my fancy before I was capable of 
fixing an Idea to a word of three syllables : " On 
the 5th of the moon, which, according to the 
custom of my forefathers, I always ieep fu^ 
after having washed myself, and offered up my 
morning devotions, I ascended the high lull of 
Bagdat, in order to pass the rest of tne day in 
meditation and prayer." 

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the 
substance or structure of our souls, so cannot 
account for those seeming caprices, in them, 
that one should be particularly pleased with 
this thing, or struck with that, wnich, on minds 
of a different cast, makes no extraordinary hn- 
pressiou. I have some favourite flowers in 
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f spring, among which are the moantaia daisy, 
^ » the hare-bell, the fox-glove, wild-brier rose, the 
.4 budding birch, and the hoary hawthorn, that I 
view and hang over with peculiar delight. I 
never heard the loud, solitary whistle of the 
curlew, in a summer noon, or the wild mixing 
cadence of a troop of grey plovers, in an autum- 
nal morning, without feeling an elevation of 
soul like the enthusiasm of devotion or poetry. 
Tell me, my dear friend, to what can this be 
owing? Are we a piece of machinery, which, 
like the .Soiian harp, passive, takes the impres- 
sion of the passing accident ? Or do these work- 
ings argue something within us above the trod- 
den clod ? 1 own myself partial to such proofs 
of those awful and important realities— a God 
that made all things— man's immaterial and 
immortal nature— and a world of weal and woe 
beyond death and the grave. 

NO. LIV. 
TO DR. MOORE. 
EUisland. near Dumfries^ ith Jan. 1789. 

SIE,- 

As often as I think ofwriting to yon, which has 
been three or four times eveiy week, these six 
months, it gives me something so like the idea 
of an ordinary statae offering at a conversation 
with the Rhodian Colossus, that my mind mis- 
gives me, and the affair always miscarries 
somewhere between purpose and resolve. I 
have, at last, got some business with you, and 
business-letters are written by the style-book — 
I say my business is with you, sir, for you have 
never had any with me, except the business 
that benevolence has in the manner of poverty. 
The character and employment of a poet were 
formerly my pleasure, but are now my pride. T 
know that a very great deal of my late eclat was 
- owing to the singularity of my situation, and 
the honest prejudice of Scotsmen; but still, as 
I said in the preface to ray first edition, 1 do 
look upon myself as having some pretensions 
from Nature to the poetic character. 1 have not 
a doubt but the knack, the aptitude, to learn the 
muses* trade, is a gift bestowed by Him " who 
forms the secret bias of the soul;'*— but as I 
firmly believe, that excellence in the profession Is 
the fruit of industry. Labour, attention, and 

gains. At least I am I'esolved to try my doctrine 
y the test of experience. Another appearance 
from the press 1 pot off to a very distant day, 
a day that may never arrive ; but poesy I am 
determined to prosecute witli nil my vigour. 
Nature has given very few, if any, of the pro- 
fession the talents of shining in every species 
of composition. I shall try (for until trial it is 
impossible to know) whether she has qualified 
me to shine in any one. 'Ihe worst of it is, by 
the time one has linished a piece, it has been so 
often viewed and reviewed before the mental 
eye, that one loses, in a good measure, the 

Sowers of critical discrimination. Here the 
est criterion I know is a friend— not only of 
abilities to Judge, but with good nature enough 
like a prudent teacher with a young learner, to 

1>raise perhaps a little more than exactly Just, 
est the thin-skinned animal fall into that most 
deplorable of all poetic diseases— heart-breaking 
despondency of himself. Dare I, sir, already 
immensely indebted to your goodness, ask the 
additional obligation of your being that friend 
to me? I enclose yon an essay of mine, in a 
walk of poesy to me entirely new ; 1 mean the 
epistle addressed to R. G., Esq. or, Robert Gra- 
ham, of Fintry, Esq., a gentleman of uncommon 
rworth, to whom 1 lie under very great obliga- 
tions. The story of the poem, like most of my 
poems, is connected with my own story, and, to 
give you the one, I must give you something of the 
other. I cannot boast of — 



1 believe I shall, in whole, £100 copy-right in- 
cluded, clear about £400 some little odds ; and 
even part of this depends upon what the gentle- 
man has yet to settle with me. I give you this 
information, because you did me the honour to 
interest yourself much in my welfare. 

• •••«• 

To give the rest of my story in brief, I have 
married " my Jean," and taken a farm; with the 
first step, I have every day more and more rea- 
son to be satisfied ; with the last, it is rather the 
reverse — I have a younger brother, who sup- 

Eorts my aged mother ; another still younger 
rother and three sisters in a farm. On my last 
return from Edinburgh, it cost me about £180 
to save them from ruin. Not that I have lost 
so much— I only interposed between my brother 
and his impending fate by the loan of so much. 
I give myself no airs on this, for it was mere 
selfishness on my part : 1 was conscious that the 
wrong scale of the balance was pretty lieavily 
charged ; and I thought that throwing a little 
filial piety and fraternal affection into the scale 
in ray favour raight help to smooth matters at 
the grand reckoning. There is stiU one thing 
w^ould make my circumstances quite easy; I 
have an excise officer's commission, and I live 
in the midst of a country division. My request 
to Mr. Graham, who is one of the commissioners 
of excise, was, if m his power, to procure me 
that division. If I were very sanguine, I might 
hope that some of my great patrons might pro- 
cure me a treasury warrant for supervisor, sur- 
veyor-general, <tec. 

Thus secure of a livelihood, *'to thee, sweet 
poetry, delightful maid," I would consecrate my 
future days. 

NO. LV. 

TO BISHOP GEDDE8. 

EUisland, near Dumfries, 3rd February, 1789. 

Venerable Father,— 

As I am conscious that wherever I am you do 
me the honour to interest yourself in my wel- 
fare, it gives me pleasure to inform you that I 
am here at last, stationary in the serious busi- 
ness of life, and have now not only the retired 
leisure, but the hearty inclination, to attend to 
those great and important questions- what I 
am ? where I am? and for what I am destined? 

In that first concern, the conduct of the man, 
there was ever but one side on which I was 
habitnally blameable, and there I have secured 
myself in the way pointed out by Nature and 
Nature's God. I w^as sensible that to so help- 
less a creature as a poor poet, a wife and family 
were incumbrances, which a species of prudence 
would bid him shun; but when the alterna- 
tive was. being at eternal warfare with myself, 
on account of habitual follies, to give them no 
worse name, which no general example, no 
licentious wit, no sophistical infidelity would, 
to me, ever Justify, 1 must have been a fool to 
have hesitated, and a madman to have made 
another choice. 

In the' affair of a livelihood, I think myself 
tolerably secure ; I have good hopes of my farm; 
but should they fail, I have an excise commis- 
sion, which, on my simple petition, will, at any 
time, procure me bread. There is a certain 
stigma affixed to the character of an excise 
officer, but I do not intend to borrow honour 
from any profession ; and though the salary be 
comparatively sraail, it is great to anything 
that the first twenty-five years of my Kfe taught 
me to expect. 

Thus, with arational aim' and method in life, 
you may easily guess^ my rev«x«iW^ ^\A xsssisSst- 
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liononred friend, that mj ctaaracterlstical trade 
is not furpTottuu. I am, if iHisaible, luoro than 
evuran enthuHiast to the inuHus. I am deter- 
mined to study man and nature, and in that 
view incessantly ; and to try if tlie ripvuing and 
corrections of years canenabio mo to prodace 
something wortli preserving. 

You will see in your book, which I beg your 
pardon for detaining so long, that I have been 
turning my lyre on the banks of Nith. Some 
larger poetic plans that are floating in ray imagi- 
nation, or partly put in execution, I shall impart 
to you when I have the pleasure of meeting yon, 
Avhich. if you are then in Edinburgh, 1 shall 
have about the beginning of March. 

That acquaintance, worthy sir, with which 
you were pleased to honour me, you must still 
allow me to challenge: for with whatever un- 
concern I glvtj up my transient connectiiin with 
the merely great, I cannot lose the patronizing 
notice of the learned and the good withoat the 
bitterest regret. 



NO. LVI. 

TO MliS. DUXLOP. 

Elluland, 4th March, 1789. 

IIere am I, my honoured friend, returned safe 
from the capital. To a man who has a home, 
however humble or remote— if that home is like 
mine, the scene of domestic comfort,— the bustle 
of Kdlnburgh will soon be a business of sickness 
and disgust. 

'* Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate 
you." -v 

Wlien I must skulk into a comer, loss the rat- 
tling equipage of soiiio gaping blockhead .should 
inunglc ine in the mire, 1 am tempted to exclaim 
— " What merits has he had. or what demerit 
liavo I had, in home state of pre-existence, that 
he is ushered into this state of being with the 
sceptre of rule, and the key of riches, in his 
puny fist, and I am kicked into the world, the 
sport of folly or the victim of pride?" I have 
read somewhere of a monarch (in Spain, I think 
it was), who was so out of humour with the 
l*toIeinean system of astronomy, that ho said, 
had he been of the Creator's council, he could 
have saved him a great deal of labour and 
absurdity. I will not defend this blasphemous 
speech ; but often, as I have glided with hnmblo 
stealth through the pomp of Prince's Street, it 
has suggested itself to me, as an improvement 
on the present human flgurc, that a man, in pro- 
i)ortion to his own conceit of his consequence in 
The world, could have pushed out the longitude 
of his common size, as a snail pushes out his horns, 
or as we draw a perspective. This trifling altera- 
tion, not to mention the prodigious saving it would 
be in the tear and wear of the neck and limb- 
sinews of many of his Majesty's liege subjects, in 
the way of tossing the head and tip-toe strutting, 
would evidently turn out a vast advantage, in 
enabling us at once to adjust the ceremonials in 
making a bow, or making way to a great man, 
and that too within a second of the precise 
spherical angle of reverence, or an inch of the 
nartlcular point of respectful distance, which the 
important creature Itself requires : as a measur- 
ing glance at its totverlng ultitude would deter- 
mine the affair like instinct. 

You are right, madam, in your idea of poor 
Myln«'s poem, which he has addressed to me. 
The piece has a good deal of merit, but it has one 
great fault— it is, by far. too hmg. IJesldus, my 
success has encouraged such a shoal of ill- 
siMiwned monsters to crawl into public notice, 
under the title of Scottish Poets, that the very 
term of Scottish Poetry borders on the burlesque. 
When I write to Mr. C., I shall advise him rather 
to tr^ one of his duccosed friend's English pieces. 



I am prodlgionsly horned w1{h inyown mtitm 
else I would have rcqneatcd a peruMl of il 
divine's ui)etic uerforiuaiicea ; and would ban 
onerud his friends my aaslstanoe In either sdeel- 
ing or correcting what would be proper for tti 
press. What is it that occupies me m much, an! 
I>6rhaps a little oppresses my present •juriu 
Shalt fill up a paragraph in some fatore tetter. 
In the meantime, lulow me to close this epiitb 
with a ,few lines done by a friend of udae 

I f^ve you them. 

that, as yon have seen the original, you nuv 
guess whether one or two alterations I luv'c 
vent ured to make in them be any real luiprvre- 
ment. 

Like the fair plant that from onr touch wiik- 

draws, 
Shrink mildly fearful oven from applause, 
Be all a mother's foadess hope can dream. 

And all you are, my chaming , seem. 

Straight as the fox-glovo, ere her bells dlsdoafl^ 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows, 
Fair as the the fairest of each lovely kind. 
Your form shall bo the image of your mind: 
Your manners shall so tme your soul expren, 
That all shall long to know the worth thqr 

guess; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred kn«i 
'And ev'n sick'nlng envy must approy&* 



VO. LVII. 

TO THE BEV. P. CABFBAE. 

BEVRREyD SlU,— ITBiL 

I do not recollect that I have over feltaseveitr 
pang of shamo than on looking at the date d 
vour obliging letter, which accompanied 3lr. 
Mylue's poem. 

• • • • • 

I am much to blame : the hononr Mr. Mylne bH 
done me, greatly enhanced In its valne by Iks 
endearing, though melancholy, circnmstanoe 4 
its being the last production of his mose, de* 
served a better return. 

I have, as yon hint, thought of sendingacoff 
of the poem to some periodical pnbllcatkm; wt. 
on second thoughts, I am afraid that. In ihi 
])resent case, it would bo an improper step. Mr 
success, perhaps as much accidental as meritedi 
has brought an inundation of nonsense nnder 
the name of Scottish itoetry. Subscription bflif 
for Scottish poems have so dnnned, and dailj (to 
dun tlie public that the very name is in danfsr 
of contempt. For these reasons, if pnblishintf 
any of Mr. M.'s poems In a magazine, isc^ be B 
at all prudent, in my opinion it certainly shoald 
not 1)0 a Scotch poem. The profits of the laboan 
of a man of genius arc, I hone, as honourable ai 
any proflts whatever: and Mr. Mylne's relatloas 
are most Justly entitled to that nonest harreit 
which fate has denied himself to reap. Bat kt 
the friends of Mr. Mylne's fame (among wh(m I 
crave the honour of ranking myselO always 
keep in eye his rcsi>cctability as a man and a 
l>oiit. and take no measure that, before the 
world knows anything abont him, would risk hb 
namu and character being classed with the foob 
of the thnes. 

I have, sir, some experience of publishing; 
and the way in which I would proceed with Mr. 
Mylnu's poemslsthis;—l would publish IntW" 
or three English and Scottish public papers any 
one of Ills English po<'iiis which should, by pri- 
vate judges, be thought the most excellent, and 
nienthm It at the same time as one of the pro- 
ductions of a Lothian farmer, of respectable 

* Tliese beautiful line.s, wo have reason to be- 
lieve, are the production of the lady to wbon 
this letter is addressed. 
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=1 ihnraoter, inlt.j -— ■hii j, «( 

K ceased-' anil to lecnn. In ttac luost BDvctnal 

r nmnuoT, totliDietenaarcaiinexlDns.trhaHrJgllt 

a Lt la» thQ pociuUAT7 reward uf tbose merits. 



Nlel:<Dn. It worth]' dernDun In my iKlgbUour- 
hood and a very inrttiulu uqilMDUiKe <it 
aiiae. As t hRTe eroKbM Htm wlthtUi puket, 
I must torn him over to ronr gDwlHii, to rs- 
comgienae him lor II m ■ way In winch be iinicli| 

'"T^RWW?" "It™ lita»i«»orQo»«Bii; 
T, oBwnwIlltUo biuliHB 1^ k imot ^Bilal. 



mtB to '■'■" i and lia -wlahM tor yonr In- 

a cmuimL I should mirhaTe dared to UkBlUa 
i Ubanrwitb TOO. Dot that I un told, hj tb™ 



Si 



jrshlre. lo New Cnmno 



to Ilka diny nolsi In n mlKranla Tinlt or 
[nigilltil tlioo mollKr o[ ten thoiaand 

dnniln* thr dgeaycd itocklngs intli U^ 

tit ■pectaales on thr used domi i-nut ma, 

loeln Urr dnlcUna, valiUd ON, Db thOM 

ita, and flinraib tfioM thkkMii. Htbaita 

«silMo MHl ImparvlDiu to mj unloni, 

led (est:— not&DM FuuMlin craift. 

[ soil btmn, wben tnMuDirr miAliipen 

- -jDM are, IicaatUMi, elunbeilas, Iud^i 

Mtmen bcmn aadlMB: Imt thoa tflttarlni 

awg o( FMoil, vrbara tha altsffflcftBt, bD- 

jwwnfnl dally. WuUli, koldi hii tnoMdlato 

Smat at lore and alcinnrai t -wbera tb* Mnnr 

imonn li plantTrud tha hot walla of prolo- 

jlim, HOdnce than bniifnl Inilta of InitnT. ai- 

atlu In tUi world, and oatlTea ol paraiUtfr- 

JhoB wttharad nW, my Ujgo BondDctreu, naher 

ma Into tbe ranlcBiit, adored nr«uiK«l— Ibe 

wnnr, mlBDdid and potent aa B« iw* in, wat 

iniso the poUna uarnliu of thy fanhfol eara, 

uMltondaTaimnt (An ma thr un, thy ooailn, 

ihyUinniaB,or faToortl&aod aOliire the fod, 

by iha eceoea oE hit Mftnu jean, no )oniw to 

r Wtowi hlB pnaM 



icrliorjons'demerltiil JlBdgo voorHli I 
liai, for Ihe elorlous canse o( Lcckk. I 

rivstc uppreaelon, or chQ volinreolput 



[want sSbakspere: 
llsh dlctlonaiy— John 
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'is'aemBu'JSt 
i>t taonoDt that I owo Hr. HODcrt CUKhotn, la 

cake It the Aral UiQO yon H« hkm, ten BhUllli^'* 
fforth <^ anythliiK you have lo sell, oudplBtfilt 

"tSS lihraty icheme that 1 mentioned 10 joit la 
already heioii, nnder the direction ol Captain 
RMdet There Is another In enmlatlon ol It 
ealng on at unotehirn. under the aiuptoea ol 
Ur UontelUi, of doaebam, wUcb will ha on a 
greater ticala than onn. CwMn & nre hli 
Inlant lodety a great mniT cfUa dd hooka, dw 
■ had written jon on that aibleU i bnt, one of 
beie dan. I Aull ttonUe nn w^ a commle- 
lon tar '"Ilio HonUand Frtandly Bodety," a 

' —n.. SpeMBior." "MhTot.and "Lonn- 

( the World." " Qnthrto-s Oeogia- 
ir," with aomo rellglum pistes, wUt 



EHuland, 2iii April. IJW. 
I WILL nijiko no eicnies, my dear BlbUopplnB 
(Qod lorglTO me lor mnrdeiinelnnenage!) that i 



eEonmjtemaikablo fruirullt;; that 
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ceremony; f pernsed It, sir. with dcUclons satis- 
faction.— In Hhurt, it Isi siicli a letter, that not 
you nor your friend, bnt the legisiature. by ex- 
press pmviHu In their postage Iaw», Khould f ranis:. 
Aletter Informed with the soul of friendhhli) is 
Huch an lionour to human nature, that tliey* 
should order It free ingress and egress to and 
from their l)aK», and mails, as an encouragement 
and mark of distinction to supereminent virtue. 
I liave just put the last hand to a little poem, 
whicli I tliink will be something to your taste.* 
One morning lately, as I was out pretty early in 
the fields sowing some grass seeds, 1 heard the 
burst of a shot from a neighbouring plantation, 
and presently a poor little wounded naro came 
cripi)ling l)y me. You will guess ray indignation 
at the Inhuman fellow who could shoot a nare at 
this season, when they all of them have young 
ones. Indeed, tlicre is something in tliat busi- 
ness of destroying, for our sport, individuals in 
the animal creation, that do not injure us 
materially, which I could never reconcile to my 
Ideas of virtue. 

• • • • • • 

Let me know how you like my poem. I am 
doubtful whether It would not be an improve- 
ment to keep out the last stanza but one alto- 
gether. 

C is a glorious production of the author of 

man. You, he, and the uoble Colonel of the 
C F are, to me, 

" Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my 

breast." 
I have a good mind to make verses on you all, to 
the tone of "Three good fellows ayont the glen." 



KO. LXI. 

TO MR. M'AULEY. 
OF DUMB.VRTOX. 

ith June, 1789. 
Dear 8ik,— 

Though 1 am not without my fears respecting 
my fate at that grand, universal inquest of right 
and wrong, commonly called " The Last Day," 
yet I trust there is one sin which that arch- 
vagabond, Satan, who, I understand. Is to be 
king's evidence, camiot throw in my teeth— I 
mean ingratitude. There Is a certain pretty 
large quantum of kindness for which I remain, 
and, from inability, I fear, must remain, your 
debtor ; but though unable to repay the debt, I 
assure you, sir, I shall ever warmly remember 
the obligation. It gives me the slncerest plea- 
sure to hear by my old acquaintance, Mr. Ken- 
nedy, that you are, in immortal Allan's language, 
"Hale and weel, and living;" and that your 
charming family are well, and promising to be 
an amiable aud respectable addition to the com- 
pany of performers, whom the Great Manager 
of the Drama of Man is bringing into action for 
the succeeding age. 

With respect to my welfare, a subject in which 
you once warmly and effectively interested 
yourself, I am here in my old way, holding my 
plough, marking the growth of my com, or the 
health of my dairy; and at times sauntering by 
the delightful windings of the Nith, on the mar- 
gin of which I have built my humble domicile, 
]>raying for seasonable weather, or holding an 
intrigue with the Muses ; the only glpsys with 
whom I have now any intercourse. As I am 
entered into the holy state of matrimony, I trust 
my face Is turned completely Zlon-ward ; and as 
it is a rule with all honest fellows to repeat no 
grievances, I hope that the little poetic licences 
of former days will of course fall under the ob- 

* See Poem " On Seeing a Fellow Woimd a 
Har^." 



livlons influence of some good-natiired itatM < 
celestial proscription. In my family devodo^ 
whictL, like a good pronbytorlan, I occasioittk 
give to my hoosehold folks, I am extremeljM 
of the psalm, **Let not tlie errors of my yootk,' 
<fec; and that other, '"Lo, children are GoA 
heritage," dec ; in which last, Mrs. Bunu.«t| 
by the bye, has a glorioas ** wood-note wild 'I 
cither old song or psalmody, Joins me wttli ttl 
pathos of HandeFs Messiah. | 



KG. LXII. 

TO MJB8, DUNLOP. 

EUislandt 2UtJtmi,im. 
Deab Madam, — 
Win yon take the evasions, the mtenlb 
effusions, of low spirits, jnst as theyflovba 
their bitter spring? 1 know not of any paitiaiR 
cause for this worst of all my foes beaettbig ■. 
but for some time my soul has been bedMM 
with a thickening atmosphere of evil inugl» 
tlons and gloomy presages. 

• • • • • • 

Mottdttif Eman. 

I have just beard giveaBomi. 

Ho is a man famous for his benevolence, ud I 
revere him ; bnt from such Ideas of my Cretfc^ 
good Lord deliver me I Bellgion, my lionolm 
friend, is sarely a simple bnsmoss, as it equllr 
concerns the ignorant and the learned, tlie po« 
and the rich. That there Is a great incompR- 
hensible Being, to whom I owe my czisteaiit, 
aud that he must be iutlmatoly acquainted vtt 
the operations and progress of the iBtenil 
machinery, and consequent outward deport- 
ment, of this creature which he ha8made,-4Mi 
are, I think, self-evident propositions. TM 
there is a real and eternal distinction bi 
virtue and rice, and consequently that li 
accountable creature ; that from the 8« . 
nature of the human mind, as wellasfronthi 
evident imperfection, nay, positive Iniaitios,k 
the administration of affairs, both in the vaom 
and moral worlds, there must be a reiiiliiiln 
scene of existence beyond the grave; miAl 
think, be allowed by every one who wU |ln 
himself a moment's reflection. I will go fuOK 
and affirm, that from the sublimity, exeelhiM^ 
and purity of his doctrine and preoepti, » 
paralleled by all the aggregated wIsoSmb m 
learning of many preceding ages, thoagh, H 
appearance, ho himself was the obscnreflt tai 
most illiterate of our species; theref ors JbM 
Christ was from God. 



Whatever mitigates the woes, or ^ 

the happiness, of others, this is my criteilM* 
goodness: and whatever injures society ' 
large or any individnal in it, this is my msMBi 
of iniquity. 

What think you, madam, of my creed? Itnit 
that I have said nothing that will lessen wk 
the eye of one whoso good opinion I vaki 
almost next to the approbation of mj 
mind. 



NO. LXin. 
FROM MR. — 



London Bt/k,Atigutl,l!!9. 
My Dear Sra,— 
Excuse me when I say, that the onooanM 
abilities wliich yon possess must render yo* 
correspondence very acceptable to anyoae. I 
can assure yon, I am particularly proud of jW 
partiality, and shail endeavour, by every meoiri 
in my power, to merit a continiiaiioe at jov 
politeness. 



CORBESPONDEHCE 



luUmkl IhniiiiEitT ind ibiiIiu. HiU Mr. : 
hu tefliNd. In Iha ut ■FpoBln', mut In r 
mdmltMil; Mt aMfrlthaUBdliif 11UU17 fi 
iblo rtpmniBUoiw. I un rel to lurn 11 
iDherlti hli unTlvlBl pnwen. 

Than iFBi toch m rlcbneia At conrerH 
tdcta a plenltada of Fuicy and btEncttcm li. ....^, 
that wh«n 1 call tlw htuipy ported it Dor tritcr- 
couna U mj rnanwiT, I leel inyHll In 11 tints ol 
dBllrlum. I Haa then jounger tJinn him by 



Terr» and dewrrealj Indeetl, wel^hfy unefC 
ofthepoHr luTa alio done w^lLlB what I mncli 

alve it poHlbLeloconl'kniiu a daily pap«r In the 
prop^tOTB have k>9t. 



n nou 1 mwivisa youTLQiier. I was LnnacriD^nff 
Ear . . . mr lettar To the maifliLTate* of Lha 
OinnoiiBrt«,~^nboKh teRglng their wr- 

tmitoii. and ttiolr edict In coniaqncnca ot my 
n ■ glnrloni'worlil. wlHie I'onli i5 llwhea™ 
fliich lj IhB ndiBilve conMijiienea ol aleady 



10 UIU. UUNLOI'. 



likewise an eicellenl pood lemiier, thongh ivlien 

as a ilgnal to lokB one the pin ol Sllrllni 

I haaaoine Itqw ago an epistio, part noellc. 

Mid part pTOMic (TOin^^nr ^^IMij^rirs^. 

poaltloD. I ihodld bava nrltian har as iha 

Inlhiscunntry: and I am liappj 10 adiiralwayl 
to the hooonr lA her characiei. Tho tact li, I 

down to a abeet of paper that E knew notlioir to 

nrlling; and eieapt wlMB pnmptMl I7 MmS- 
Bblp or iratUada,oi. wbUHi happtiia extramalir 
rarely. Inspired bj the Urn* )t know not her 

name) thai prealdea over cplitaUTy wrulnr. I 



Wonld IcoaldwrlteyooalBIMr oTcomlort, I 

■itlou that ■hoaldeqnalthe"Illad.'' Bell|l^ 
my d«ar trlaEuLls thatme comlort! AatcpDr 

revelation aside, every nation and people. » far 

wiabci. and ilie moat darling hopea ol khW men, 

agea. I waa ahocked at my oim coiHtncL 
I know whetlier t bave erer kdi yon tti* 

bat It Isone oJ niy lavonrlte 4uatulon^ whk£ 
Iheepeonatantlybynicln my pronTeia itaiongta 



lie day ol battle and ol war.'— 






X liK<« li«tt-«irj^l«l ■^'■'^ ■'lA'iKs 



ILSS' POETICAL WOttKB. 



r.'imt in\ huuOlaHiiti KmuUiic "^taat 
nr* eabl watrr iw iIm nuiiIiitkHi. ils It on* 
uM My, '■ Yog Iuiyb fMud Mf OnhUD b 



ttaonJAt proiwr to nuka una pmnrtll nnd 
■BOtliar helpliM, the connailon of iibUfrar and 
oUiged b ill taSit iiid thuorii mf bcini tuulor 
yonrMlroiiuBlitDma Ualilr tumiiniabtt. re<, 
•Ir, aQinr mo tu Batlrt Inrstlt that. *■ B pwt 
UM »u bmiFHt iDin, rM llnit loteniKd ^nnnclt 
In mr wolAin, lud iirUdiMillr tu HKh UIIL you 
IBinlU nia in luinroacli jon. 

I liarn luandiw fJvbil iHVlnHa RO on a enat 
deal fliuoatlier with ina than L eipcct<4: owLiiff 

VuelMll, uir ooUurtor, anil lli« kind aa^tance u( 
. Mi. FlndlaMr, uir ■Bjipnlior. I dan to lie 
bonan. BDd I Itar no hlioiir. K« do I tina m; 
huiTlBd Ufa Bruatly inlinlual to mr comiipoii-^ 
deiiM wUii Un UiiHi. Thdr tMT) to nw. In-- 



Id far hetmrn: Inil 1 1 



l{aiw"lH 



nil ol mr Irjlanre tliinig 
BTacToriMn Captain I 



tboDiilifl iffod 

'^Tonknon 

tbeantlqnarii^., -^ 

tbat la In tlia Tami oil him. Ferbapt Ton hai 
aecn thHn brhira.al I HDt thonto a LolHk 
BDwasapar. Tlmiuh I dan uy tm han noi 
ol Itari3MBn-loaKne-uia«)TnAat ftra whh., 
■bOM u CDmjik'Hona In LonI ChioRf Uordonandi 
tho KllnunlDek miarrn, Tvt I (Hnk Ton nnul, 
ban board of I>r. H-<II1I, on« nl UKrlarnmen at, 
Ajr, and Ua Iimtlcal bulk. <lodluilplifln,i»nri 



aionBoiinaaDiaiLmEncTiHuopTiaHLDOuiinmBi "^*'"i ■" 

KlrfcDlllEotliiiid.InaTacTiirnMi4thalMnbiiiHiaa' [f™"™!, 

taim, jut tha poor liictor and hia munaroai' thmt nani 
bmll; an In hnmlim 



local : bnl I iBBKhcd mnwil ai •oou coDccIti In 
IS; UM'''aMlI^iS!d'M5°''liiIlT'"Jw!SM'ul'^ 



Hlr .1, J.ihxi-wlut cau umu dD,"liiit fut I 



I aminuDln«iindcr_lJii]ralKrlcaot a,d«»5 

moit coiiUto'Io „ 

prDdncUre uf oor mlaorr. For now near tkm 

ach«. that I have boon obUged to ElTanp,kri 
time, my aidae-booki, being aoanw auH* K 
my head, mnch Ion to if"' on™ ■-— ha mtr 

. '-pariBlm. Wbivt 

dan, poriiapi'lB I If* 
ladoni. pBlntnl Mm- 
_ ^-li.. |in„nng K^ 

id nlirht ctimea aftcrday, oolytocDr* 



iDxaHanco ol btalth, oxnlllni In the^oiB 

"• "'-■ i In a »w da™, porhapi b 1 1 

od irtth conacfciia: pslDtnl '-"■ 
IS tardy pace at the llnttr 



Ilnw that knew ma, asd til* hw that toral m: 
—""- tin COM, alUreii^di nwonaclaai. ibaiUr 
h T(iil(BQa Into tha eartb, lo be tbo pny 
rlghEly raptlhw, and to become In tine ■ 

n alod,abilllT«tbewarmlnllle,Kcbf 

andasan.gnjaytiwandoiUwndl' Yovennabk 
■ami. and holj flaucni, ta then probabUti m 
roiir«iii)Milnre>,tnitliinroMrBlorleaa[anoUiK 
woiid bnODd daatll : or an tbcr all alike, tut- 
ten Tlriou, and bhrieated blOesr Itihenb 
uDthFT UM, It moat be uiIt for the lui. IM 
benaToUntVlha abdaMc, aDdthe hninaiwi wkn 
a flallBrins Uea, tbon, li tbe world to cow! 
Winld to nod t ai iinir beUoved It, a> 1 
atdrntl; wUh Itt nenliliaald meet ana*< 
'— rent, now at reat tanm Ibo many ballltl*ai> 
on world, afataatwuni heab lonir aado 

— ■- -' '-' ""tra ihonld I meet Ot 

Mend ot niTCBrlr Ifti 

■I alond with tva ijUilai 
-Then Aoald I, with ipiMk- 



r atnuqAed. '. 
the dMnlnofl 
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iipiHUit Willi s dlHUtd 
:d more tbun hulf nt nn; 

»wl,whlli mo writer dan 

iraro be ^Ai la write injtliliig better. 
lanytlilncUEU. 

U TOO hiTS loti 

', ItwucnKTla: 



MIMidlMTaatKlia 



nroailMd TOO. oi 



™?i 






oniuuciiikeThidi 



.'1 piUnwiB, wbat 
«■ litm,«bdwhu 
-hidcoUecteiKoKO- 



liwUite euUrsoeiMil tlul a good dial ol 
ot this little UbruT, ystn " Blilr igini 



tMieo enylhing coulil give inc i 
ei to hear of any good belullla 



yoD, ot IhD jiarlth 



KHf Dl knowledge la cartalnly of rarv grMt Im- 
portaiKd, iwiliio them uindMdnalT ami to 
■ocletjF at Urge. UItIdb lltom > tarn foe reading 
and reOKtlon. i> iiThic Uwn a miw« o( Innif 



a^ tba puNDt and the artisan, 

nniu nHraboQTa, to fomr ttaevHivea Inton 

ttatfttr tbODBrpoaa oI liariu a library srmiDe 

anHolna. nwrontered laiS alcvul ennEB- 

mt to, aUda 1w it lor thn-e yea^s - vrW n 

rtng olaiiaa or7w<L In CUB at rciDovaho a dli- 

iica.ordeatlLEiidmeinMr.BthlBoiiTrT nniil 

■e iMIinin. and at oacb ot their ine^ilies 

IdebwHebald eretrlonrlh Katiirday.sixnencd 

mora. Willi tlielranlry-nintiev and ihocreiiit 

f IWT t«* on the laltbof ih8l.a(Bm fiiiifl>7ihoj- 

lijd In > tsbrabk stoA or iiola at Ihe cam- 

■wmranMnL WiMt aUbon iTiojr wore to pir- 

haie, wu alwHa daddod br IBB majorilr. , 

Tsrrmeathig.iSi Uu booki, nnder nrtaln nn 

ndtorMtoTM, brwoyol panaltr. w(— •- 

rntoMdi^aodtba muboralud iVelri 




■■^ijryaH," "lion Qoiiote," ■■JoKph 
till neighbour, who perhapi slitlls ba- 
gsoai pBtrlttilc eiertioiu Ibelr go mocli- 






•'- ""'"•«? poetic 



"-Iconur. 1 



•g«Jf»« ^ ^^ 

noUe, wann4(an>d, ma^ Touni 
he Uttk I had ol Ua aoquanlunk 

ed nu dBAblvIn hla ftiT^nafi 

itbor ol tin 



raatberUa manr bard aala) ot fOrRine, he 
othebotSwiWhhthe AnromMgatel 1 
^rget what port of Smlutd had the bononr at 
giving him Urth, bnt hewa* the ■« olobMarlli 
ind inlafortiiiifc ..He waa om ottbuaa daring, 



~ _ "iSood'a^ 

— -~.~.tbet«Qdinmheiti^A,aa (hahaDgi 
lellgkied orertln aweot little laeeb at barhMna, 
——— —or leUow mar karealter wuid«\ 
benliEate. iramaDbarBstania 
jihh baUad, whieb, nntwlthaiand- 
ing in riHhj ahnplldi;, apeoka ieoUngl; to the 
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6URNS* POEttCAL WORltS. 



ft poor rained female, lamenting her late. She 
concUides with this pathetic wish:— 

" O that my father had ne'er on me smiled ; 

that my mother had ne'er to me sung ! 
O that my cradle had never been rock'd ; 

But that I had died when I was yoang! 

O that the grave it were my bed ; 

Mv blanltets were my windmg-sheet; 
The clocks and the worms my bedfellows a' ; 

And sae somid as I should sleep !" 

1 do not remember in all my reading to have 
met with anything more truly the language of 
misery, than the exclamation in the last line. 
Misery is like love ; to speak its^language truly, 
the author must have felt it. 

I am every day expecting the doctor to give 
your little godson the smaU-pox. They ai'o rife 
In the country, and I tremble for his fate. By 
the way, 1 cannot help congratulating you (m 
his looks and spirit Every person who sees 
him acknowledges him to be the finest, hand- 
somest child he has ever seen. I am myself de- 
lighted with the manly swell of his little chest, 
and a certain miniature dignity in the carriage 
of his head, and glance of his fine black eye, 
which promise the undaunted gallantry of an 
independent mind. 

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, but 
time forbids. 1 promise you poetry until you 
are tired of it, next time 1 have the honour of 
assuring you now truly I am, Ac. 



KQ LXX. 

FROM MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

28/A January, 1790. 
Ik some Instances, it is reckoned unpardonable 
to quote any one's own words ; but the value I 
have for your friendship, nothing can more 
truly or more elegantly express, than 

''Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear." 

Having written to you twice without having 
heard from you, I am apt to think my letters 
have miscarried. My conjecture is only framed 
upon the chapter of accidents turning up against 
me, as it too often does, in the trivial, and I 
may with truth add, the more important affairs 
of life ; but 1 sliall continue occasionalljr to in- 
form you what is going on among the circle of 
your friends in these parts. In these days of 
merriment, I have frequently heard your name 
proclaimed at the jovial board— under the roof 
of our hospitable friend at Stenhoose Mills, 
there were no 

"Lingering moments number'd with care." 

I saw your "Address to the New Year" in the 
Dun\frles Journal. Of your productions, I shall 
say nothing; but my acquaintances allege that 
when your name is mentioned, which every man 
of celebrity must know often happens, I am the 
champion— the Mendoza— against all snarling 
critics and narrow-minded reptiles, of whom a 
few on this planet do crauil. 

With best compliments to your wife, and her 
black-eyed sister, I remain, yours, &c. 

NO LXXI. 

TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

EUUland, IZth February . I72o. 
I BEG yonr pardon, my dear and much valued, 
for writing to yon on this very unfashionable, 
imsightly ^heet— 

" My poverty, but not my will, consents.'* 

But to make amends, since of modish post I 
have none, except one poor widowed half sheet 



of gilt, which lies in my drawer amdng mypk* 
beian foolscap pages, like the widow of a maiof 
fashion, wiiom that unpolite scoandreL Neces* 
sity, has driven from Burgundy and PiiK- 
apple, to a dish of Bohea, with the scandal- 
bearing helpmate of a village priest ; or a glau 
of whisky-toddy, with the ruby-nosed yoke* 
fellow of a foot-padding exciseman— I malie a 
vow to enclose this sheet full of epistolary frag- 
ments in that my only scrap of gilt-paper. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for tbre* 
friendly letters. I ought to have written to joo 
long ere now ; but it is a literal fact, I have 
scarcely a spare moment. It is not that I riff 
not write to you : Miss Burnet is not more dear 
to her guardian angel, nor his Grace the DQke 

of to the powers of , than my friend Cnn- 

ningham to me. It is trot that I cannot write to 
you; should ^ou doubt it, take the following 
fragment, which was intended for yon some 
time ago, and be convinced that I can antiUtt- 
sue sentiment, and circumvolute periods, as well 
as any coiner of phrase in the regions of pliir 
lology. 

* • * • • 

December, 1789. 
Mt Dear Cunningham,— 

Where are you? And what are you doing? 
Can you be that son of levity, who takes np a 
friendship as he takes up a fashion? Or are 
you, like some other of the worthiest fellows in 
the world, the victim of indolence, laden with 
fetters of ever-increasing weight ? 

What strange beingc we arc ! .Since we have 
a portion of conscious existence, equally capable 
ofenjoying pleasure, happiness, and rapture, or 
of suffering pain, wretchedness, and miseiv, it 
is surely worthy of an inquiry, whether tneie 
be not such a thing as a science of life ; whether 
method, economy, and fertility of expedients be 
not applicable to enjoyment; and whether there 
be not a want of dexterity in pleasure, which 
renders our little scantling of happiness still 
less ; and a profuscness, an intoxication in bliss 
which leads to satiety, disgust, and self-abhor* 
rence. There is not a doubt but that healtli, 
talents, character, decent competency, respect- 
able friends, are real substantial blessings; and 
yet do we not daily see those who enjoy many 
or all of tlicse good things, contrive, notwith- 
standing, to be as unhappy as others to whose 
lot few of them have fallen. I believe one great 
source of this mistake or misconduct is owing 
to a certain stimulus, with us called ambition, 
which goads us up the hill of life, not as we as- 
cend other eminences, for the laudable cario- 
sity of viewing an extended landscape, bat 
rather for the dishonest pride of looking down 
on others of our fellow-creatures, seeminglj 
diminutive, in humble stations, &c., Ac. 

• • • ■ • « 

Sunday, lith February, IT90L 
God help me ! I am now obliged to join 

* Night to day, and Sunday to the week. 

If there be any truth in the orthodox faith of 

these churches, I am past redemption, and 

what is worse. ^to all eternity, I am deeply 

read in Boston*s " Fourfold State," Marshall oh 
"Sanctiflcation," Guthrie's "Trial of a Savinjj 
Interest," <fcc. ; but "There is no balm in Uilead, 
there is no physician there," for me; so I shall 
e'en turn Arminian, and trust to "Sincere, 
though imperfect, obedience." 

Tuesday, 16th. 
LncKiLT for mo I was prevented from the dis- 
cussion of the knotty point at which I had jnst 
made a full stop. All my fears and cares ore of 
this world : if there is another, an honest man 
has nothing to fear from it. I hate a man that 
wishes to be a Deist ; bat I isar every fair, on- 
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prejndiccd inquirer must In some degree be a 
sceptic. It is not that tliere are any verj stag- 
gering arguments against ttic immortality of 
man : but lilio electricity, plilogiston, &c.. tlie 
snbject is so involved in darkness, ttiat. we want 
data to go upon. One tiling friglitens me much ; 
that we are to live for ever, seems too good news 
to be true. Tliat we are to enter into a new 
scene of existence, wliere, exempt from want 
and pain, we sliall enjoy ourselves and our 
friends witliout satiety or separation— how mucti 
should I he indebted to any one who could fully 
assure me tliat this was certain! 

• ••••• 

3ty thne is once more expired. I will write to 
to Mr. Cleghom soon. God bless him and all 
his concerns ! And may all the powers that pre- 
side over conviviality and friendship be present, 
with all their Icindest influence, when the bearer 
of this, Mr. Syme, and you meet ! I wish I could 
also make one.— I think we should be. . . . 

Finally, brethren, farewell! Whatsoever 
things are lovely, whatsoever things are gentle, 
whatsoever things are charitable, whatsoever 
things are kind, think on these things, and 
think on 

Robert Bubks. 

NO. LXXII. 

TO MR. HILL. 

Ellisland, 2nd March^ 1790. 

At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly 
Society, it was resolved to augment their 
library by the following books, which you are to 
send us as soon as possible :—" The Mirror;" 
"The Lounger;" "Man of Feeling," "Man of 
the World (these for my own sake I wish to 
have by the first carrier);" " Knox's History of 
the Reformation;" "Rae's History of the Re- 
bellion In 1716:" any good "History of the Re- 
bellion In 1746 ;" "A Display of the Session Act 
and Testimony," byMr.Gibb; "Hervey's Medi- 
tations;" »* Beveridge's Tlionghts ;" and another 
copy of '* Watson's Bodv of Divinity." 

I wrote to Mr. A. Masterton three or four 
months ago, to pay some money he owed me 
Into your hands, and lately 1 wrote to you to 
the same purpose, but I have heard from neither 
one nor other of you. 

In addition to the books I commissioned in my 
last, I want very much. " An Index to the Ex- 
cise Laws, or an abridgement of all the i^tatutes 
now in force, relative to the Excise," by Jel lin- 
ger Symons: I want three copies of this book; 
if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, get it for 
me. An honest country neighbour of mine 
wants, too, "A Family Bible,'*^ the larger the 
better, but second-handed, for he does not choose 
to give above ten shillings for the book. I want 
likewise for myself, as you can pick them up, 
second-handed or cheap, copies of " Ottway's 
Dramatic Works "Ben Jonson's," "Dryden's," 
" Congreve's,'' " wycheriey's," "Vanbrugh's," 
" Cibber's," or any " Dramatic Works" of the 
more modem— "Macklin," "Garrick," "Foote," 
*' Colman." or *♦ Sheridan." A good copy too of 
"Moilfere, ' in French, I much want. Any other 
good dramatic authors in that language I want 
also ; but comic authors, chiefly, though I should 
wish to have » Racine," " Corneille," and " Vol- 
taire, too. I am in no hurry for all, or any of 
these : but if you accidentally meet with them 
very cheap, get them for me. 

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how 
do you do, my dear fricn'l? and how is Mrs. 
Hill? I trust If now and then not so elegantly 
bandsome, at Ica<<t as :nni:ihln, and sings as 
divinely as ever. 'SU k<»o(I wifo too has acharm- 
ing •* wood-note wild :' now could we four 

I am out of all patience with this vile world. 



for one thing. Mankind are by nature benevo- 
lent creatures ; except in a few scoundrelly in- 
stances, I do not think that avarice of the good 
things we chance to have is born with us ; but 
we are placed here amid so much nakedness, 
and hunger, and poverty, and want, that we are 
under a onrsed necessity of studying selfishness, 
in order that we may exist! Still there are, in 
every age, a few souls, that all the wants and 
woes of life cannot debase to selfishness, or even 
to the necessary alloy of caution and prudence. 
If ever I am in danger of vanity, it is when I 
contemplate myself on this side of my disposi- 
tion and character. God knows, 1 am no saint ; 
I have a whole host of follies and sins to answer 
for; but if I could, and I believe I do it as far as 
I can, I would wipe away all tears from all eyes. 
Adieu! 



NO. LXXIII. 

rO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Eltisland, 10th April, 1790. 
I HAVE just now, my ever-honoured friend, en* 
joyed a very high luxury, in reading a paper of 
the ''Lounger." You know ray national pre- 
judices. I had often read and admired the 
"Spectator," "Adventurer," "Rambler," and 
"world;" but still with a certain regret that 
they were so thoroughly and entirely English. 
Alas! have I often said to myself, what are 
all the boasted advantages which my country 
reaps from the Union that can counterbalance 
the annihilation of her independence, and even 
her very name ! I often repeat that couplet of 
my favourite poet, Goldsmith- 



States of native liberty possest. 



Though very poor, may yet bevery blest.' 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common 
terms, "English ambassador, English court," 
&c. And I am out of all patience to see tbat 
equivocal character, Hastings, impeached bv 
"the Commons of England." Tell me, my 
friend, is this weak prejudice ? I believe in my 
conscience such ideas, as my "country; her in- 
dependence; her honour; the illustrious names 
that mark the history of my native land." ^c 
—I believe these, among your men of the world- 
men who in fact guide for the most part and 
govern our .world, are looked on as so many 
modifications of wrongheadedness. They know 
the use of bawling out such terms, to rouse or 
lead THE BABBLE ; but for their own private use, 
with almost all the c^le statesmen that ever ex- 
isted, or now exist, when they talk of right or 
wrong, they only mean proper or improper ; and 
their measure of conduct is, not what the^ ought, 
but what they dare. For the truth of this Ishall 
not ransack the history of nations, but appeal to 
one of the ablest judges of men, and himself one 
of the ablest men that ever lived— the celebrated 
Earl of Chesterfield. In fact, a man who could 
thoroughly control his vices whenever they in- 
terfered with his interest, and who could com- 
pletely put on an appearance of every virtue as 
often as it suited his purpose, is on the'Stanho- 

fiian plan, the perfect man— a. man to lead na- 
ions. But are great abilities, complete without 
a flaw, and polished without a blemish, the stan- 
dard of human excellence ? This is certainly the 
staunch opinion of man of the world; but I call 
on honour, virtue, and worth to give the Stygian 
doctrine a loud negative ! However, this must 
be allowed, that if you abstract from man the 
idea of an existence beyond the gi'ave, then the 
true measure of human conduct is proper and 
improper. Virtue and vice, as dispositions ol 
the heart, are in that case of scarcely the Im- 
port and value to the world at large as har- 
mony and discord in the modifications of soimd; 
*Vnd a delicate sense of honour^ like & nVsA «»s 



Unmld be «« nippj. and ceHiinlj- wonLd l» u 
nmSb nmectad b; ihe irne Indcci ol locletT, u 
iCwoiUdnienltADd> wLttaoiueUhBTftfoodearor 
a EDOd hekrl. 

foa must know I have Inst met wnh tiM 
"Hlrrer" siul "Lounnr" for Iha flnt time, 
— "111:1 shonld 



1 1 hft'Ffl Jnqc TGAd, '^ Lounger/' 
la nwn noneit Icui tbui any- 

■ ■ime. llT.H'Eauk 

o<UieaeoU;Mtd,ln 
— — •-— ulbe 



Hpcn. Th« onefkti 

Ho.(i,tiunittinBi 

tlilni 1 havD reai] oi 

has Boen oiled llw ..««»«. » «» -...»**, 

my oplnloii, AddlMD irnUd not b« hart 

GonpatlKiiu U be hH pot Addlwn'i uqnum 

kiinunr, be eertalnly ontdOH blni In the Wndn 

BBd pbUhUc HIi "Uan of Fae]li«"(bnt I am 

MUmiM a* the lint paitonuuea la Ui Uiil r 
tier uv. From wbM boolu, moral or evgii| 
phni, will On KiNgptllile loniw mind nodre. 
nnpTBHlmie moot coiiflenlu to nnDMnnj ■■ai 
Undnni, BneradtT and benavoluiDg ■ <- ■>"^ 

■Dd altBninf tala at poor Daitar. 

BtlU, with aU mr ..tmitifa ot JCEamUt, 
wiltinn, 1 do not^iunrtf thaywo the flttart 
reading ma mmng nMB who ■■ abent to Ht iHit,i 
u tba phraiB teTta mate Ida wvli" "" '" 

1 .1 i^-l-n In tita Mnmnreo' 

cerUtalT aral tbei 

r»ia,adlgalfr.ai 

Df no 1IM— Bar, In i 

Mtjtag-t"'^'— 

ing apian' 

nKta' anil 



»Uta. Do 

, , , , tlu lew ta-i 

Tonnd ol Huren In the ttmnnre at their mlnli 

(fta ancli tbare cenatal; aral t' ' — 

parity, a tendomeiii a dlgalBy. ,„ 

Bonl.whichareof no UM-^ay, In MHne degree, 
absolnMty dMnalUjrlng-Iortlie tmb hnponsn t 
bnibwaaolmaUngapian'awaylBlOS. If lam 
not maca mfataheni my gallant yonog friend 

f«ra*lct of sfaniUy 



OMdl nentlon. M 

BoVettnde-(<H^. „ „ .. -. 

render thein emLoently huppy^or pecnllarlj 

but as t hAve got Ibe mOM hurried scaaon ol 

to tninurlbe anylhlnglhal may show how reincb 
. I bare the honour to he, madam, jonrv, Ac- 



dnty In this office, II being eoUecllon-da!, 1 met 
wnhanntMman who tew ma ha U on his way 
to London; ao I take the wportanlty of witttog 
to yoN,M hanking la at pneent under a tem- 
porary death. I ahall bare aome anatches oi 
IclanrB through the day, aold onr horrid bnil- 
neit and bnatle, and r BhaQ htmnre them as 
welts* Icani bat let myluierbe eiitapidis 

Bi mlscelUneoM as a uewapaper, 

law-paper tnlhe Doddaa' eauae: ai lU-apelt aa 
oonntry John's bUatdonx, or aa nntigbtly ■ 
serawl as Betty Briamncker's answer lo It. I 
hope, conalderhig clreomslancei, you nlll lor- . 

gWelt: and as It wul nut yon to no eupcniB of T.„. . 

poilage, 1 abaU have ino less reflQcllon nlmnl It liint Matfcgnard m 

lam wdly nngralefnllnnotrelnrninojonmy u' ■■■ '" ' 

ttanliarpryonrmail >«lMBble present, "Zeluco." \ _ 






VORKB. 

lar my ophilon of the work, which aoflatUM 

vuenUig lancy tlian a formal erltli^im 00 UK 
buiih. In fact, 1 havearaTely fanned a e^ 
paraliva tIow ol yOB. FMdlng, Blchardaoi^ lal 
bnioUett, In ypordllterent qoaUtloeandmeills 
ss noret-wrlten. Tbla, lows, betrayamyrld- 

— .(y_ and I may probably neror brtu 

t to bear: bnt famhod of the qdiil 

m"m"«i" "f the twokwftb'" 
ikhiBiny pencil. aiKl inarklna with 
pnal thought, a nervona remark en 

, iToVfcw." 1 shall certainly IBnbft 

mn with my lomarkB. >uch as they are. I hire 
fnit reeelnd from my gentleman that honU 
■Mnmnoa In tlw boekol ReTehillons— "Ihsl 

^he IKtle < 




sih of Aussti, in*. 

sralongday's'toU, plague, and care,Is]l 
. „..^ It BO long? It was owing to horrj. Indolence, 
mill Ally other things; In ilinrl. to anvthlag; 
l»iit forgetfnlness ol la pltu amtabh de son jot. 
by the Dye. jou are Indebted your bvst coortesy 
to me for this last compliment ; as I p^ It from 

rare In compliments ol these grinning, luwUiE, 
*V^!l hme writing to tou will ease a tittle 



TO MR, cinraiNGHAJr. 

Ilald down my goose-lcalher to beat ray brains 
arao apt ^slmlTo, and had soma thoughla of a 
onntty grannam at a fBOlly christening : * 



CORRESWIifDBNCE OF U 



n ronrdtuion ol Integrltr. I maj' rear up 
■iwrBinicturo at InilependcncB. and irum 
ling lorreK Bid ilaflaiioe tu iho sluriii ul 

uMilllta^ mAuS^y^kateBr, 1> bm s 
in fbrmM « Uioo an— luid perhapi not 
KomedMIboiinTt—cHiDe iDloilie wocJd 



»1d nalcn 10 a lUcstj- bduI, eo Is good 

) hu lone owed mo a lotler q( Bood now« 
JOB. in reliini for llic inidv lidlnBS ol 

ij yoBT l«tte[-I tlternlly lainiied torjoj'.— 

Mr keep U9'>«it"on I^»c"p?oi tho 
mn trom hH but fifend. 1 stiiBd ay 
wded Wuim n4 ui iDatminnt UMm- 
Uj nooenanr, lii vKf 1«B hand. In Uu 
nt of linnlianpii mat itoaat ; MMiuMc, 
-4ideker and OHlcfcar— ont iklpt I imiiHia 
miubwikt oTNttlLta mue oTeriDr lojr 
KP. vi kMp wttUa bomida ol proH mi 

to Birth ul B. ^stbomoDi Child." 

I tliat Hid lottcr wiih aeiiuiiflDiu hesTy 
pmnjt to sU of which I nleiid not gmltvi 
DODI 1*, I box, on tho rami 10 nucta mr. A< 
Intlng of postri, when lonprennrn It for 
reu, JOB hare onl; to >i>clMl rlglK.ond 
the oapltaL latlers property: && 10 tho 
uUoii. Iha prlnton wftl go that them- 



fl irldoli the readei' Ah aJreadj Hea so 



)f mokLDff three Eoineiu do tlLfl bulnouolflTel 
Not all the htlionri ol Bereulei— not «ll Ihe 



tten inch an loaapwrnhM bnliMM, mon «n 

last: foTcnyl anolultatMOTOldoatli, 

Ihon coiulo-germaD of h«U 1 vlwa aliaU I llnS 
force of erecratlDO eqnill to tha amplllwu M 
thy demarltir Op^ttied tvaiei!,ltaBmi>r*Ma 
imdeDl, irown fioMT In Ae pracUDe oleveiT 
rlrtnaTlBaeii vUb jMn and vTBtebcduen, Im- 
[4oF» ft littto-IKUe Bid to nDurt Ui ulUew 
From t, Monr-baailHI aoo rfllainnuB. iA 
innolpnMpertCTiuvBrkiMiraeloiUIiBiia Is 
likm I^HT^ mrf Ibmlthrf. nDDTeHfld br th 



nil penon ib*{&e<t, irhllB Bhullair (lutoau, In 
nis Idloiu nner^a at vU. ahaU man with conn- 
IcnaiK* and applaiiaa. sta la It oalr tha bmor 
:i1 ifotth thai taa¥e raaaon to '^^^p'*''^ of tnea ; 
the chlUran oCtol^ audvleB, thoB^ In commoa 
irlih the^ Um <la|irlnf o( stU. tidait aqnallr 
inder tiij mL Owing to thWhtba majot mi- 

s condeBmri^ai!'^ lWllfau^^Uon,de- 
[pl sed and rtnmwF BB ajMdy ™J™.;J^J*! 



amnvniBV 
to renuA' 



Ona, ho la atdnnad aa a mUcnant, 
tolboJnMlMOfhlicOBMq'. But 
iba U tiMi lot of (be man of tunlly and 
Hi aartr mnisa and extranvMa uo 
are; iBi conaeiiDent^wantt aratae 
— _.. -. » »~~-Mailoir: and if>°>^ 



lonl.-K ay, wonrt ol all, alaa lorlielpleBB womnn ! 
Iho needy proaUnta, who hoa ablTOnd at Un 
comer (7iGeiitnet,iralt1nitto eanitlieiniua 
«l carnal inntltntliHl. la left neiMdeit and^n- 
-ilttii. ridden down by tho clintioi wheels of 
le coroneRed nip, hurryhie on 10 tho enUty 

iieo^lMH to plead, ilota nightly In the ume 

to the body! tho vllal slulcos at both «ra 
onderfolly relieved by thcit rospooUvc evacua- 



EOdiad, ilh Febraarji, mi. 
Vbks I icll Jon, madam, th<U bv a fall, not 
^toinmyhorso^MlwIth^m^hnraP.lha'ebeena 



Q alinol think Silx Uiams«W»4"J« «SSiB»^ * 



IM 



BURNS' PofiTiCAL WORKS. 



I do not remember if ever I mentioned to yon 
my having an idea of composing an elegy on the 
late Miss Burnet, of Monboddo. I had the hononr 
of being pretty well acquainted with her, and 
have seldom felt so much at the loss of an ac- 
qnaintance as when I heard that so amiable and 
accomplished a piece of God's works was no 
more. I have, as yet, gone no farther than the 
following fragments, of which please let me have 
yoor opinion. You know that elegy is a subject 
»o mnch exhausted, that any new idea on the 
business is not to be expected ; 'tis well if we can 
place an old idea in a new light. 

Your kind letter, with your kind remembrance 
of your godson, came safe. This kist, madam, is 
scarcely what my pride can bear. As to the 
little fellow, he is, partiality apart, the flnest boy 
I have of long time seen. He is now seventeen 
months old, has the small-pox and measles over, 
has cnt several teeth, and yet never had a grain 
of doctors' drugs in his bowels. 

I am truly happy to hear that the little 
"floweret" is blooming so fresh and fair, and 
that the " mother plant " is rather recovering 
her drooping head. Soon and well may her *' cruel 
wounds'' be healed ! 1 have written thus far with 
a good deal of difficulty. When I get a little abler, 
yon shall hear farther from. 

Madam, yonrs, &c. 



NO. LXXX. 

TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE. 

ackkowledgino a present of a valuable 
snuff-box, with a fine pictubs of maby, 
queen of scots, on the lid. 

My Lady,— 
Nothing less than the nnlucky accident of hav- 
ing lately broken my right arm could have 
{)reventeu me, the moment 1 received your 
adyships elegant present by Mrs. Miller, from 
returning you my warmest and most grateful 
acknowledgments. I assure your ladyship, I 
shall set it apart ; the symbols of religion snail 
only be more sacred. In the moment of poetic 
composition, the box shall be my inspiring genius. 
When I would breathe the comprehensive wish of 
benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall 
recollect your ladyship ; when I would interest 
my fancy in the distresses incident to humanity, 
I shall remember the unfortunate Mary. 



NO. LXXXI. 

TO MRS. GRAHAM, OF FINTRY. 

]VLU>AM,— 

Whether it Is that the story of our Mary, 
Queen of Scots,, has a peculiar e£fect on the feel- 
ings of a poet, or whether I have, in the inclosed 
ballad, succeeded beyond my usual poetic suc- 
cess, I know not ; bnt it has pleased me beyond 
any effort of my muse for a good while past ; on 
that account I inclose it particularly to you. It 
is true the purity of my motives may be sus- 
pected. I am already deeply indebted to Mr. 

G 's goodness ; and, what, tn the usual 

way of men, is of infinitely greater importance, 
Mr. (}. can do me service of the utmost impor- 
tance in time to come. I was born a poor dog; 
and however 1 mav occasionally pick a better 
bone than I used to do, I know I must live 
and die poor; but I will indulge the flattering 
faith that my poetry will considerably outlieve 
mypovertv; and without any fustian affection 
of spirit, Tcan promise and affirm that it must 
be no ordinary craving of the latter shall ever 
make me do unythbig injurious to the honest 
fame of the former. Whatever may be my fail- 
ings—for failings are a part of hnmau nature,— 
may they ever do those of • generotu hear^ and 



an independent mind. It is ho fanlt Of mine that 
I was bom to dependence : nor is it, Mr. Q—'i 
chiefest praise that he can command influence; 
but it is his merit to bestow, not only with the 
kindness of a brother, but with the politeness of 
a gentleman : and I trust it shall be mine to re- 
ceive thankfulness, and remember with undlmN 
nished gratitude. 

NO. LXXXII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

EUisland, 2Sth February, 1791. 

I no not know, sir, whether yon are a mb- 
scriber to " Grose's Antiquities of Scotland." If 
yon are, the enclosed poem will not be altogether 
new to you. Captain Grose did me the favour 
to send uie a dozen copies of the proof-sheet, of 
which this is one. Should you have read the 
piece before, still this will answer the principal 
end I have in view; it will give me another 
opportunity of thanking you for all your good- 
ness to the rustic bard; and also of showing you 
that the abilities you have been pleased to com- 
mend and patronize arc still employed in the 
way yon wish. 

The "Elegy on Captain Henderson," is a tri- 
bute to the memory of a man I loved ranrh. 
Poets have in this the same advantage as the 
Roman Catholics ; they can be of service to their 
friends after they have past that bourne where 
all other kindness ceases to be of any avail 
Whether, after all, either the one or the other 
be of any real sei*vice to the desA, is, I fear, vtv^r 
problematical: but I am sure they are highly 
gratifying to the living: and as a very orthodox 
text, I forget where in Scripture, says, *' what- 
soever is not of faith, is' sin ;" so say I, whatso- 
ever is not detrimental to society, and is of 
positive enjoyment, is of God, the giver of all 
good things, and ought to be received and en- 
joyed by his creatures with thankful delight 
As almost all my religious tenets originate from 
my heart, I am wonderfully pleased with the 
idea, that I can still keep up a tender intercourse 
with the dearly-beloved friend, or still more 
dearly-beloved mistress, who is gone to the 
world of spirits. 

The ballad on Queen Mary was bcgnn while I 
was busy with "Percy's Reliques of English 
Poetry." By the w^ay, how much Is every 
honest heart, which has a tincture of Cale- 
donian prejudice, obliged to you for your glorious 
story of Buchanan and Targe. 'Twns an un- 
equivocal proof of your loyal gallantry of soul 
giving Targe the victory. I should liave been 
mortified to the ground if you had not. 

• • • • • • 

I have just read over, once more of many 
times, your " Zeluco." I marked with ray pencil, 
as J went along, every passage that pleased me 
particularly above the rest ; and one, or two, I 
think, which, Avith humble deference, I am dis- 

fosed to think unequal to the merits of the book, 
have sometimes thought to transcribe these 
marked passages, or at least so much of them as 
to point where they are, and send them to you. 
Original strokes, that strongly depict the human 
heart, is your and Fielding's province, beyond 
any other novelist I have ever perused. Richard- 
son indeed might perhaps be excepted ; bat, un- 
happily, his dramatis personoe are beings of some 
other world; and, however they may captivate 
the nnexperienccd, romantic fancy of a boy or a 
girl, they will ever, in proportion as we have 
made human nature our study, dissatisfy our 
riper minds. 

As to my private c«ncernR, I am going on a 
mighty tax-gatherer before the Lord, and have 
lately had the interest to get mysejf ranl^ed on 
tlie Ost of excise as a supervisor. I am not yet 
employed as sach, but iu a few years 1 ohali ndl 



coKkesposdence o 

ol inpervisorahlp by Bcplurity. I 



(aimaiulfDOdlDrtanalwklUTlH. Indspendetit 
DC 107 (ntatnt Wtiifliimiiit to biia, which was 
Indwd 10 mnff Uut It pfirruad idt toit aonl. 
and wai eBtwBied with UiB tlirsBd ul IDT sxlat- 
■miiDioonaathaFilua^fileiidtluid (01 la 

Htmj doc, joa know. iMa Ui dar), my get- 
forward In tho ootia mnlit have teen an 
irbuliuntliMioCIigTWlnltwUlh*. Thoggh 
Uils wu a comnuiinMaDB itoniBtlr to ba wMied, 
yet, thanli heaven,! Ban Ure and itarme aa I 
am; andaa to m; bciy^ poor Uttlo Iflllowa! if J 
cannot place tbem on aahlgti an Qlarstlon'""''' 
OH I coold wish, 1 aliail, If 1 am favonred w 

poaBLbte. Amobg the maoy wlte oilaBea ' 



el "Ttio Bed Kosa." 



Bokaowtedged the receipt of It. Ftattoted ta I 
vaa br nor talUiiK ma that mn wlabcd to have 
mrnpbiuniitthawiRfcitha old iptrUiial enemy 
araMBktnd,wtu knowawcll ttuit tboI^ t> one 

-• •■ •-- ••--- — KtMUUTbt ..3,.^._ 



tlon, tl'WUd.lIIfaeC. natll 1 nad tbebook. I 
dldnot arai KDOwtho lUntptliwliilti. I own, 
a)r, tlut (t liM 0»ac», aaveial ol yoivwopoii- 
martlal danffoorofa bQmpet had aome^lngln It 
vaaUy more grand, hank, and mbllme than 
the twlngls^wanilB of a Jawi' taaip i that the 
dsllcMei^im i3 a naa-twlK tnm the half- 
blown flower Is lieavj wltb the tean of the 
dawn, WB> tnHnlMIr mon beauUtol and slopint 
ttian the nprlght tinb ol a burdock: and tlint 

-mlUnE Innate and bidepoBaent of ai" 

loaot Ideai:— tbeial Btdownaa lire 



ot OoometiT,"! 

a Bbtlt to anrarel bj' mjr (athera flra-aUe, In tba 
winter aranlng or the flrat Kaaon I MM tbo. 
plonffa-ljkarernadabookwUchgaTemeaiicfa 
B qanttam olblfOiBidtloa, and added » mncb to 
my node dt IdMi u TOnr "EnayB on Iba Filn- 
diitei of Hittt. " Q ua thing, air, yon nutit tor- 

Qm mak— [ mMn, Itu langoago. To dothe 

>h«_» nimoaoptay In elegance or atyteaoanda 

•- "■■- - -ontraiflffllon In tuna; but 

) poetic bagatellea of mylafQ 



n mtU 



CUNXINOMAM. 



I portion ol that ^a&U _ 
or will eier ilaw hiajiwB^ 



MoenUy 









dreauiat Apropcx, h* 



« Inetancoi of yonr fiiendehlp, and partial- 

larlj (oc yooi UndTuxlely In ttafa lait dlaaiior 
that my Bill nntna had In aton tor me. How- 
ever, life la obeqnBiBd— ]<7 and Borrow— for on 
Saturday laatilUB. Bunks made ma a pieunt of 
ilnelKv: ntberMoMor, but not so bandiome 
IS your godaon was at Us Umi ot Ufa. Indaed, 
[ hxdE on To«r BttlB nameaate la be mr (fttf 
rdnH?rs In that spadas or mmnilaatBre, as 1 look 
tn '^l^m 0* flhantar^' to ba my standBTd par- 
ormancelnthepcallealllna. 4lstrBB.botb% 
me and the otbar dlseorar a splea of roguish 
Tagaery, that might, perhaps, be as well *|»and I 
int iben. they also sbnw. In ny opinion, a force 
if genlns. and a lliilshing polish. Ihalldeapalr ' 
lealn, and laid as lustily about her to-dav at 
Is the pecnlUr pilTuege and Messing of our hale, 



Ill BnBKS' POETICAL WOBRS. 

■prlglitl]r aiunuli, thlt iro bred amaiK: thi- hay 
nqd DOBthet. Wo cuniiot hope lor llmt btpliEf- 

ivhkh ^ f oqqd HTDon^ thu (eiDtUfi world In tbe 

& Iir tw Ilia most boinCoUnE chsroi in the 



iDltmMlYS limvanlypiirilr.uiHliilnedbrHHns 
ouorMWol ibfl mur i&iHlet ol itlltmiltloD, 
Bp«cleiatu.price, | decJuro to Heaven, I •boita 

sTBiy other mnlilr good I Bnt •■ tlili u;ulla 
antfan li. | am ilrajd. oUreiaelr ma In an; 



Bod tbe mdlmenta oj'tute; a bloipLlclty ol 
uDl. nneiiDBcjoiu oL becanee uiucqiulnud 
wltk, tbe orooked wif* «' ■ hUMi, InOnited, 
olBiTna i«t, & j^ldioir imMMMOl dbpo-' 
■Htm, anda flmanoa vamlk at hurt, initii- 
tmi inr imni ni, ran part, aod aMeutlr (Bwliu 
u sqbbI nliuni tbeM, wjiH 
"■^nd. yjjoroMconitltmlon, 



a bealUir trama, _ . 
wlilcli ynn hlgb rei 

hge^'^ir£^^__^ broken arm h.. 

Sa-ttm 'iKmniur c^ei oa'wiiii hU imill-ui^ 
Uar Abnlgtil; Ooadoeu pieurva and ragtore 



TO ME. CUNSIHOHAM. 
Lit ma Inlemt yon, mf dear CunnlD^Iiani. In 

pinnirfiil ludlTMuali'ot bis (liiployan. He li 
placed nndar hi* cart. Ood help'Qie taaehor, II 
a nuui ul HtuibOICT and tenhu, and nHh Is toj . 
Mend Claitc, irtun a boobr (atlui waenu 
■dm vlth lita boobr sstband IniMion llnitaiInK 
up the niys ol sdenca, fa a (ellmr'a head irtiasa 
Hkall li unpervbiaa and hiaccasalble b; aaj 
other way ihas a poslUira fractnie with a 
c^al; alellmrwlMiiiinUct, ItHTonnnlloi- 



Us wnrvr to serra i 
nnlki and worth, an 






Dr. UubeiUua wu nude to Hi. CniuUil- 



. . . Ood help the cl 



endtoootten-alul almoit aBUMptlDiiBlilj, n- 
colTedhythdr Meodi with dtnApactaiOnh 

wd bimlBatlM ailTlM. o ta b* a stBrdr at 
'affe,at»lkliulalhBjiiUe<< V* iDdBpaiMttM, 
gmldthe nlbaiywll^ tt Ui deaaria, laihr 
iban In civllind llt^belrie«^ ta ticmUafr 
Enbi|itan<»|meulsaiBalhaei^1eaiitahDiia- 

manliwUbiiBliisblUnn: taA CUM on tbu 
privllBiMrplalB-daallns olMandiUp whkh. Id 
[be hoar orinr ealasdtt, caiuot rcacti (mth at 






nepolatliif 



proeuinf mj pnient dlstren 
...._.. ,i>r inch aawona Bib ye, and ■■ — ,. 
ihinX jonnelTM to be, pisi br Tlitnet II no 
pleaae, bnt do, aim. loan iot iMtlBt : tba dr>t 
wlllwltneH hi mrbnaM tor ihcmtelTes. aad 
the latt win slTa t^a CBongh to tbe tngenaoB 
jnlnd wRhOBt yon. And, since dsTtallnsnioieoc 
less Inn the paths of pzoprntj and rectUnot 
nnathalncMenttohmnaii aatBiB, do thoa, Iik- 
tone, pnt tt In mr powm; anrafs Iron ditkk 
andotmnelttoeeartliaoonse^aaDCei of ItaMe 



FBOU THE EAUL OF BUCHAK. 

Drybarali Abbfu. 1?M Jutt. INl. 
.OBH BOCBAH has Che pleaanre to Inwlle Mr, 
inrxiB to make one at the coroiuilian ol the bta 
ITboDuon,onEdnHiuHllCoo IhemdotSef- 
i^'ano^nllcd to ^ onHon.™ HapHlS 
It. Bum ibODU, leavmitMNtth, go acroM 

polatfroin jibfara, and. wandering along the 
GaatonI banks ot ThomaoB^ pare parent Blraai^ 
boeh bnplratlon on the deiioiii nik, tU he 



iivu V -~ .-»—. _ ibonghC ol _ 

OUbeit BSlot'i aid of LoRTMhita'a, 

oDtbTbls aeeonnUshad grandHn, the mwW 
.Sir OlltH^ wh^haTIng been with Lerd Bncbu 

._..._ .»..•' — .-7 A ,nj wiu,ttej 



to the eakl of bucuax. 

UtLobd, 
LannDBtie iJoki under tbe ordoor ol mj laei- 
Inga. wben I noold tbsnk yoDT' Lordship lor tbe 
Donotir Ton hare dona ino In Inviting lue totoake 



?:s"; 



reading tbo cntd yoo 



il^" 



linu toiMBls \iSMa M. ™ •*» V« \i» «. 



of thu btrd, on cnnraliw Us boat. I 

of tiNO, wtikli, nm afniO, wUl beW to 
TtnclnffAproiilliow mneqiiall wn to Uia 
Bomnt, It Bffurdi un u oppoituilty i 
proachlnf fonr Li>rdBb]ii, una (leclarliur 
■Ucenlf ind rnuelnUy 1 Uiitb the tiononr 



dMippniTa Hi ToariUDWlns IVnuiu torlde wlib 
jou <A ttH flaia or four liimouaUa uidiucriil 
piwuiHi. nt 1 DauDot TQBlit jm tanpnlH wUiih . 
ItoBlattbh mmant toNuixat to toot — * ' 
"HBmiit tloaw," u an auallenl taUs 
atr tnutlnl mm^ in which tka peentliir i 
■nd nuMn (d tnr coirattT nlgkt [ami 
•xcallHit punralt ana Undraqni at Scotlni 
tbe anployncm at tutpitj uioniunlfl of 1 
and RC«8B, from yonr mora linpurtant w 

Yoor "^Moween," ind " Snlnnliiy Night," 

nulnci«nin.fl[iLn>. !'- 1 r. 1. 1 . i 
bolus nillad to W .' I ; 

cullaqat*],iiii}'ci-i':ii 

admluolno #1el'm:ii ' 
WltlionithBB6"M.i ■ ■ 

Wtth*Utllai»IM:u...r 

and tatiuiig; ciinn ' 

SSSifaSs'SSm.,.. .«,„„,.„. 

pnMioaamdiiilierc. (iiiil siinnine, \a llvcl 
bnatlfal eolonn, the )»iiutloi sndlaya ol n 
lUB. Ada m th« aiiTlllitoil tiure la nui 
aiipnana to ora ril oir ts fnuitadaln tha m 
of innptiUr. nA ■ ■DBltot would hmlih jon 
wnh SB maaMaamimMtj nl psrpMiuam tha 
ttuUM of OMDoalRi. UUer, and yimc othur sinl- 
Mnt bonahuton which, ham what I Know or 
™b »P''% »ii4 tsve Bsoii or jour poema sod 

ptalH ttaitli gg nnuotmlj united lo'^trae ' ■ 
• ->] ganlu. I am, bit, 



LADY CUXXIXOnAM. 



TO JIB. AIXSLIB. 

at DSAB AlNfUE,- 

Can 7i>a inlnl9ii>r id a mind dlHUiadF Can 
j-oo, aniia Iho borTiire u( penitence, renreL, re- 

HDamli ol boll, tliat benet a poor vrn-tcb, wb^ 
naa beon inillty at tlta liiii uf drunkuiiufiBis— qui 
von Huealc to the trouhled bodI V 
' UlimNepmhi that I am. 1 ban irlnl oreir 
^hlng that uod to luniue uw, bat uiralD! ban 
ItBHU I Ml a mDnDniantur tbe vengFanm laid ui 
Inalore lor tho wleked. ilowly cunntInK overj 
chick of the dock ait it iihiwlr— idowly nnmben 
orer thOH leJT aconhdrela ol honn, idlOt d— ' 



tas^us 



G^Tthlp'ii feet ' Aa ail Ihc world known my 
wlab ID thDir na openly [bal my heart glow^ 



. Uirdihlp'i goodneiL The aablai 1 did lOTiall 

...niiMtlHs -mockorjr ut w»." MorMuiUoiy 
natltndD pcilih with ne:— II, among m; cbQ- 
Iten. 1 ■ball ha<D a «on that haa a heart, he 
aluUnaud It lowntahlioblldBaBlBmll]- honour, 
Ud a larallj debt, that m* deamt BilglaMe I 
._ •» (hn „nhi.. h'.iuo of (HoncBlml 

', my lady, that It jon think 
ir, glye It tu the world.* 






op bolom Die. ever]' one at Ma 
iMa. and every one with a bur- 
on hiB baoh, to poor oil rav 
Id there la oone to pity uk My 



oiy idna come •larifw ina hi tbe Ilea, BFetT nna 
tellinKamoreblttat tale than Ida fellow.— when 
IteHroneren . . . baa mMUtpowerto 
pleaae, yoa wlU gneaa aooHthlng el ag hell 
-*•"-, and all nronnii ma— I began "Ellbanka 
lbraoa,"biittbeatBnxBleniinsnJoyedan(l 



SMj, 

iKUly thought oTreailhiR o 

'oun that lay by me In my h . ^., 

omethlna tor the Ocit time alnoo 1 oMued na 

yet, of dfeaaorabtg exhtence. Well— 1 begin 

obreatho a Httle, aince I beisn towrlteyoa. 
low am yon. and what bib yuudobigt Ho~- 
uea biw t Apropos, lor eonnectlou'a aake, t 

a .Lp 



' t'other day 1 ftot an apin 

IyMoo of tiptr Bin. beller iniui mo 

reuDt Income, down money, la jCTO 



TO U1S3 DA VIES, 
iclence.— In Tain lemorMrearaber horrent crew, 



JM , BDBJf.l- POETICAL WORKS. 

bagatelle was not ii>on'li pi-eaenllng. hesiaei, eencrosltr. hlDdnfss, In oil the clutlllea and al 

■o atronglj'mi I Inleresled in Miis D 'b lain ihc vlrlnae, iKitnceii one elms ol buman beinin 

and vei&relD the aerloiiB buUncas of iite, amid andtnotlier. Fur liiRuuB, lb* amtalile diele I 

Ua otiuiui and cnangea. thai, to nuke trnr tlie soJanlfiiiiiBd wlUi la llig bMpfulila hall El 

oltuia ardentJeellnKS ;' 'lis like an Impertineiit nated, dIaiUfld mlndi— tbelr tHfanned uid w- 
]arttoadrlBg(rieiid. "-'■-il niitBnlMlliip. irhif a. contmt, ir&ii 
QnclOB* Uuven • whr tbls disparlt}' bctncan rompaTed-it amh compiiHaB wsio not dnvn- 
onrwlaha and got powetii IVlij li tbe most r\eS( laallMa— vltli tbe sinl at tin mtBcreaM 
wlih to maka otban bint Impotont who <iaii daoberaCel; plot the deatractloii olaa 



yoar bearu hart bMD woandeirbf tHa icam ol Yonrca)>,iiiyd«Brni>diuD.BnivedBale. Iliad 

ilu proud, whom ascMeni hai placed ii1nx«tsb two wonnj nlloirt dining wiih me the oibe 

—or wcma Btm, In whou hand an, paAipg, dur, lAan I, with neat farmsUiy. prodnced mj 

plaaad manrol Iha comtOiti otnor iSi^S itBi^itlBala cap, and told ihera thai It u!i 

tliaia! ■■caiidtllltIOA,Indep«Mdaiisa,aai|Iaok bean a bndlT-ploa amonE the descgndaDU tt 

.... uwuotHHiL SZEbUw UrWiUUmWaliaa. This ronied Bach an eii- 



-*- — -^ 

BjWUi giTe'jonrielTOi loninch pie»- &^to^^^i«ljiianftWBUiro"aidVonr'Miir^ 
Bsa TOB. niT daar friend, lal 



iStalaai tnnlila nnder jronr btdlanatUB, and IbiuliiaD, that ther bulated on bi 

ttu fODllIh ahik before jonr coiuempt; and pnoeh Found In Itt and broud b 

largdr Impart that h^iphieia to oibei'i, *bleb, yonr great anceator lay a SoiUlwa 

lameertakiWlJl ^e jonnelTOHo i ■■-■-- r,i...i_.. —^ 4^.- ,z::i. ., — <,j 

IlCbtiUnTeTle,and^nndltnUadream? WIit, bleu 



from the ore of pltr, or of addiiiE on 
"■ 'ha tdend I lo»o!-Ont np™ "" -^ 



daBfhWnodneni-^iwn, lnuiie«atoli,>hoqld TO MR. WlLLLOl BHELLIE, PRINTBll 

ffi£S'££°pSked^h?S*irp^^Sri^^'lrfS DumA^ X«iJanu^. im. 

!3e?^^?rfia5ow.-AS°&r ^moiA ^"fE^I ^"'^L 'SS' •K'^lJ} Ji^^i™in!!.l2?122 

nUdaMe elan, the kna.ea,! am nt ■ losswhal r.rtff.^.r,™ rtnKI?i£l.!;5SKi.S!SS?.ISH 

Srt'^'StaiSS'inlL'' ' '"brtH. there should ^""B BSK£lS'jSnwh^gggS! 

eoflU klndlr londn. and wneronslv lore. K^S'^* 5! 'SL'?2™i;55i'H".ff.»S????* 




fJu^^^Snit' '*""'»''■«»' «»»">^' poelesKa'STtheday. Hbetaagreat adml^ 
feaWreDfinrnilnd. jour hoolisaM beartng mo WTtbal Iwa. ao 

■ qnaintcd «rUb )wi, aba haned ta bs known u 

yon. Biihe Iijuat mills to pay ber drntvlillu 
our Caledonian capita]. IIDldbeTlhat herbeil 
war WB) to Main hernear relatioD. and your In- 
timate M«Dd. Cndgdairadi, to bava j-oii at hii 
honw while aha waa tbere; and leat ym niUbl 
think of Bllnly T(Bt Indian gMaf elgtateen, at 

overblown. I have correstKmdeif with Com- Iniwhli 

mlulonef Qraham. lor the Biutd had made me rather p 

the subject of tbeli aJilnuidTcnlona 1 and now I that you nu outj |iBnwiii>g ii iia ni 

■et to righij tn thai qnjrler. Mow. aa H> tlw se or deiWiaa, she la apt to make no more 1 

hold ! I HH praying meat (enently \n my latt I will net praaer' "■■ "- -— 

iheet, and I mnst not so soon fall a swearmg in comptHnaU tf '^ 
AlBst bew little do the wantonly or laiy that Jortonis nta j n 



Too see ray bnrrled life, madam ; 1 can only girls ol Uttleen too often daaem to ba 
.„.«.., «.„«.r™„. t. — ever.! am glndof of, I ihoiild tnl ■" "- 



CORHESPONDESCE OF nVRSS, U» 

HlKhKodsit. cillcil '-Tlie SulJt't DocMer y°l[ 

U^ 1 2ji[ Mnrl'ltSo"%°il'°asll'5M'™K%lh 

J msKwps. "■""'" e. v> OWM ere 

mur eauHOonl bow InamtBi. i, ih. iiqddlc- J^^'Sj',","! ™n'lsMon that I muit ikhiHb 

StSha, ™Mb-1ibU«. WTOHB-Wili^ir round- K^'^'^S' ''5 ^,1''.''^ '^■nr,.^' "''■' ''""-' 

fMdMit,tliU fm tha tuniwrn noih (it ihy ' i'.T,^"*" ™°,i'' *"!!" HfB"and pebbiei, 

tlown onumtuwnieli.ot'irtuiiDtbeiiti-iuB i.R i S..5^" "t™?""! ".^TSS. ™j;.i 

hMden anMSui''^flLiloii^ m?" ^g fonilu' '""T- ""rS^ .'^?'\ 'f mairicuLiua (• the 

portion, w Hat 1 nuT be ^OM Qnwonlir of tbe llkewiaebeeni Itea losupmrters. ThcM.how- 

bueuiil (sionrof thai l»Uiero( pniverlH and ^"i'dI « her^- inJ iSuui'lv" "m" Jdm 

SJ^M 'i^M'Thi 'uii ™Jhe^i« a'^Vn? wTwn.myamt. 'Onoaeld.SinUai'Sl^biwlu 

WlfllaNirall imon; Aiieq; re«.aol»l(! S?^Lsif|"fJ'iu»^l!o' TO r'^l'n'SileT'^On'l 

mithL^fpriiHhSMvlot'inyOrai^.'if'mW T'^ri^'^.'^^^"' '^^"%J l""^'"?™ 

IDT iS^k^^enalai, t look nn lo (hee. ai doth 2S"'^,/S^. !5° ,"?. "^ ff ^ "l',',^ ?"?,?• 

tUarooa dowaon, to Um dnuUm gtory Si a £"SfSSS;;^5i1^'T!;iJ''f S.Ti'^''* 

Hnl.IiaT.«tHnaliBllDiTiuniabeUKqaa[atlon S! J!?™^, 1. R^i"*?" ,.^ A"^?*^! '™* " 

of IHa wAe. and my DnnlaDaDn be tin ilallRht ^ „ tba iMaTbl AHafi ItamMT^ Aflan'S 

2i>S?£SS?i^lS?h^hir-lTOfk?»rfl^i?Sit quBHocdItloBnIllio -'(JantlesWlierd." Bj 

sfEtr.sii^xr^SrSXi't^oJ'i^.tsiS'a?^ l^'^vM.i"^,ai!i?^^y5«jEs,; 

■ ■ ■ ■ ■ Hi^"i!fS)^4S"£{S^ "1 

f^^^fldmuMl^^E^d »l5,?S?ai'"i„'!So wmlS ^ild^ea? a'X ^'l 



— AtlnrtliNiUiTllMmiliianaHiraiaiidtliTllpii iii5"i ', ""L'i^JJ,!'" 'i.T?' ''u'J't? .°iJ!.''.S' 

■w>jgy.~MTO itaiSa aatJloirad InSlli ol J",JJ''„^J hM^? m?uiM paiioni! cMiomft 

^DuHLUllata tha ucrad flama oe tha^t>- SJf';.™)' ^"i^'l'^l'SSS- '" ',*l"h5,!3°^ 

daatMlak and baavaiMnnid dBrirai; narai d(* ,Sf,Ji}3^^7^,,^.J^?t" t.i.Z^I'tJii 

tbSDwani^taiiDiirolia7lll*.nb(hliiDllie ™5"", "^ f?" ' ,?,*^,hiV" Sm ¥^ '**'" 

tanoarolBirKinTanMlaiitfhtanioalitnalrtend !t?i ff,, T, ..i. T, i!r, . , ■ ■ , .7? ■ . 2^?,i ■■ 

weakirtiiT men ilioBid I Uodcnni and rMa np. igjjjlt'^f^' J," ™7o *h£ ^ His IdM cS^SMli 

irSi£S^»nd mlmr'oTrao'rBlLlyl'thj deJoMd SdVhl'tt'oy aom"(l™Tmli'S°lei^r'1rf\ 



., CtTNN INGHAM. 



Ingmaat to taka np a pen In. in wnrAlng add r^roWna my vag' 

wax^wlH* tha rtdovallnsyenr. Now ^ ^balL pnnlsb mo tnfflclently. 



„siz 



belDvnt Mand nod her 



liVK 




...^^ — —a, _ — j.^-^. ..^.-Q llw eiDOtUHU Uf 

IDT MR] oa nnMIni (In other dav wHh UIh I.— 
B-, yonr neMibont, « H — . Hr. B.. wUh 
hli tira nuiclitari. ooconipuled bj Ur. H. ot 
u. ]*■— '"g throflsb DuBfrfei a few dus Aao, on 
tbur nr to SaglMBe, did n» iba fiaiioar ol 

Uod biDin I could Ul tpan Iha tlmn. anil u- 
Bnipukd tlKm foortoroor fltMan inlloe. ami 
dUMd and nant Uh dv with llicm. Twu 
abODlnlnB, ltUiik.iTii«ilkhtlHmiandr1dlnti 
luiiu, I CODDOHd tbe toUowIng baltiul. or 
wlilclitfag win in-obkblr iMnk UuItod' 
dur liiiriiiln. an It will c«t jou iiiollier | 
poHtHiu- Tor miut know that tben li 
ma»a beginning Willi 

'HTbonmeLliilaBBMlla 

lU row lUea In my vliKlla.' 
So I pannIKd II db follows, which lillten 



'Ho~' 



linr it luu laaoy uuod Ihlus in 
er Rid thli cane. TbU two ~ •>- 



jatlUKtOTOrliadthli— 

Kopta wlu would be the iM|ipler the oRener 
■r mat totether, are abnoit, wlthont aicep- 
thm, alwayi » jdaoalai iiarar tu neat but oikd 
or twice a-fur, wblcli, nmildarlni tha raw 
jaanolaiDun'tlUe, IsBTunriTMl ■'avUiindei 
Iho nm," wlilota I da not nraUWt tbst Sulomoii 
bu manthmed tn hb ailHlonu ot tba inlHrlea 
Bimn. IhopeandbellavelhattlierelKUatD 
at anWonca beyond tbe cnni. wbera the 
wortby ol tbia UM win ranaw tbeir lamKr In- 
tlmadn. witb till* andMiTlilf kddlUon, Ibat 
" we meet lo put no more." 



Ill none ot yon in tiliadlscl 



bat It eaiunt be ; yoa ami I, my frlrnd, I'oay 
... — liBMitlijoonelTeianiHOrour- 



ftaer,tiiaUb)Un^tth 






'iSbKnnnt 
idudcil™ 



MH. CUXSINOHAM. 
Dumfria. mh Strltmitr, im 

itteinpt au ajxihwy.— Amid all bi 
>llK>^ eilndnii the face o( tia 
ba ilmier on tba DwreHaH wbaek 






prtae-worfc of two 41 



i3..BZlU 



!!S.,'K 



'AjlTlmitrMbiiTa'iit^uint 
I) nDiucntu to one of Iba nnl itf ay 

lilnnKTrlassiorlnilKlit Iwvo tbanktl 
oulun arclien for tho lionont tbay 
] Rlioni.'h. u do myuir Jiutlcft I Is- 
lixro done botb Iji rhyme, el» 1 b*l 
laujt oro now). Wall, then, hen b to 
healtb! roryonmutkiiDw, IhaTONti 
dI lodJr by m. Inrt ^*?r Ol •!* 
wny tJiu racRle nomedlian, or any el 
ii'u liuiM Who may be on thoir nitftly 

ot tliywU ilslblc ! b^thou a boete ky 

il> !iIosmiD roBta (no the lanlda! Be 
iwnla.Mt, iitdcada(nlf]il,tullntHt 
eilnE Inglo, or la tluj aoUtair nn 
■ reiierenHloae at tby Iron llBllktN 
iDypclf. lu tlun parlormeBt tbe wofk d 
Dl the una at luan, ere tba cock-cnwlu 
I ibep to tliy ample coe of MlMtanlld 
tn thnn D kelpie. heannnB the furdec 
the .iar1es< nliiht, ndiliiE thy lanibtai 
1, ,iK' howlhiE of the ifoim, anS Ot 

■|i m I huiTboa "!-Or.''"asII>-,"Ea thoal 

dn^yi'il RHiHlenri or. perfbrminii thy 
rilri In Ihe nbaikiw of tby thna^ntl 
while ihuninoaTioki.wltlioBtiicloai 
alU-iirt ffAa^ly dwpuhiDi of tba dMu 
liiM- ! irlakhig thy (landby ibe brdiU 
lUubl, ortbe murderer. iiaartraTlnial 
mini lancy, iihnnrei, drcndfal ai Ihi 
of nnvelh'd dcO. and tcnllila u Ihi 
if InoenKd Daltyl-Comp, tboa uMt 
111 thow liomf tonn: corns wuSllH 
)[cnllc. rsiy InaplralkMs wMeb tkoa 
I round tUe wIr ot tbe pritlnit ndroeatft 
ele uf ntea^li^i Roaalp, while tbeIr 
run nt Ihe Ilfhl-borie (alup of cllahlM- 
T L'vcf and a^r^-etHm andaaalat a poer 
ko \t luiio Jaded in Iho atte mpt _ te 

fanrnnarlopaiici. nlilta ba hai not |oi 
iQ aeiiiPiice irf recolledion. Inlnnnatioi, 



hroe-romeii atuoLaud lUio hKin, 
?ntnr, friend, und flnfiar-poat mole 



Huusuu >i£iijVm ^iWt i^i'm ku gtddi'iUi^ 



and Tralh creeping buck lata t ho Iwllomothei 
wall, cantaf Iba Iwnr tliat over i^ olterod bci 
K'DRHid allliiiMO to tlu irlmrd pmnraCOaiilofiii 
VIslun— nwaabnMduaiiDtliuirlnili. "Oamrtli 
l>lieantl * ikBin; IIhtcd (iKnri. oHoliig her 
tcalou iraui !• tlu nlDMMII Ihouanaih part ot 
■lis tubs of iBBnUaai uiabeloiiT.MilinMapaUii 
Mid Intionblt bell, i«|iMiiaiii« Iti ItvUuuin 
jHirB (or the -ntt tmuh of moitalar'— O 
diictrinal coiDfoICmlitauHlbealliif tottwirsftTy, 
uiBinictlaD, ^MHTM wuin».to whooi the 
dnv brlngi no pleuus, and nlilit vMOi iwntL 
bceocdlorted: -"Tla bot«u to nlneMan bindnd 



»by,«iu™i,i 

nriivhiiB, vlH ■ HC- 

™«TiidmiMniUM"Uie heirtr Ibcj-— 

m mereuSlTSit nOU rou?clilldIv"ii! m 



iioitrf l-mnMng , ,,... 

mih. In ibort, irlth n conceited dlirniC}' Ihatyc 
titled . . . ^ ^ . . or any cthor of Toar 
IScotthh lordUnn at mtcii cenlnrtei itandlnit, 
digplir, irhen iBiruiUitentally inlxsiiianglbo 
itnuir aproned toaa of tnecluinlcal lite. Iro- 
meubgr. In mj Moii|(ti4>or doTF, 1 emM not 
conceive It poesUte tliiit >diiUd bird eoold be ■ 
tint, DT ■ aodi; mu be a tiuiTe^noir Ifnonat 
imflaigt^i^t^^Mj,llmtt etiModbMrrond 

-%ra*?^ MU> ^Sta ran 

tlaaa, lo a ittj antU meaitnii . ._-„« 

Apnipoa! bmr do Ton Dka.— 1 mrun THllr 



fire na DT Meal Of tbiTcMiJi 
^ Toaknoir' 

iTed frem j 



Mn A aal darlTed taon Jaoma, a Tokel) Well. 
thea^baMaleatgDatMfcBtalpIdlTldalntatenl 
MTte. — Onoftattnre, loar; tlood iionM, twe; 
wlt.0Bei FeTMHUl cbamu, via- a ewett tare, 



wTS 



■Inineat eTca, flne Ihnhi, gncelnl earrlige, 
iTOaid^latfBe inMj tlN),^at llist fi ■dm 



' dOKieM amoi 
these minor propenin mast be eiprencd by 
fnolbm*. Iiir Ilioro Is not any one of them. In 
the aforcuM Hale, ontlllDd to the dUnlcy of en 
As tor the rest at nij (ancics and revorlcn— 
linw I lately met villi ItlltH L<!<lla BiUley, ttag 
nioKt beaiifirul, cIcffiLiit wnimm In tlie world— 
liiivr 1 accowimnlecr In-r and hL>r Tainlly flfte^ 
uilleionIlielrJonnHy,oat ol imro devotion, id 
edmlre tba iDvellDew At the inirkH ot Ood, in 
sucU OS BncqaaUod dhplgy ot them— how, In 
pllo^u lum» at nlBlii, 1 undo a ballad oa 
Iht— bcnold all Ihcx' 1 liliiE^ nrr written In tlu- 

ttaw. lo uioe, anil lo tbj l«fc)r(!.de5lBncil 
ilSiS'^SfiKI??!.'**''^''.™ pruelons thUm 



■tnnge. lorelcn land, and tbat Innd conTBleed 

cetln(!«—steli— looking. loniWnB. (or a comlorter 
lot flndlnv none — a mother's leollnRA, too— trnt 



sh the tanner great joy of hli newncqnlil- 

iltlaramllj. 1 cannot ioy that 

kDovlng iGst Bono can say onto him. "whaf 

thoni" fnttenlnic bis berdii sheartnii bli 

:s: rejoicing at ChrlstBLUi and b^U« 

arey-halred leader el a Utile tribe — 'tis a 
heam^ Ue< bat l>eTn take the life ot reaping 

We™yaarUDdirMKs wIllM gnttMed, as te 
widiiii me when t make mi Arnhiro tIsIi, I 
EwnM leave Mr*. B — ontll her nine montha* 
TaoD li ran, which toay perhaps be In three or 
ronr weeks. Hhe, too. seems determined to 
makemetliepatrhlrchntleaderof Bband. Ilow- 
sTer, It neaven wJU tw lo obllxlnit as let me 
have tbein on the proportion ot three boys to 
ono glrL t shaU be in macb the more pleased, 
ot boys that nlll i1o heaoar lo *Diy cares and 
name; hut I am net equal to the task of reaiinff 
hMb. Ilesldes,IanipooT: aflrl ihenld always 
baveaforiNRc. AptinKn. toot little godson Is 
ttartTlni diatmlnil^. bnt Is a ury devil. He, 
thodah two years yoancer, has eomplctely mas- 
teredhli brutlier. Kebsrt Is Indeedtlie mildest, 
gentlrxt ereatnro I ever saw. fie lias a moti 
snrprldng memory, and Is qalie Ibo pride ol bis 



TO MRS, DUXLOP. 



I say to cemlort too, my miidi-TalBe4, 

..-mnicled (rlendl I can bat urtere wttk 

yon; consalalkni I ban none to oBn, except 
that wtalcta religten iMdds oat to the ehUdtm ot 
— >^i_ -^KAtii ^ tOMimj-lmw Inat the 
and mie ev&ry other lamlty. they 
--■"'"''•'"mwlilch they bear, see. 



BURNS ' POETtOAL WORIIS, 
Berently od, nmkes 1 luTe slTen yoa inrore, bat 1 csanot rulit lb 
ocBsda to Ihe ncit liniputlon. Thii solijact la reUglon— «p«iUi( 



nntll onr Joyi-BradnBllj' eipire and leavB u! In 
knlgbt 0( misery L li^ LtiB BlDdnl whEc^ blots 



world, t>iM wB hBYe reason lo conpalnlale oor- 
Hlfei on acoesUona of lupplneis! I have not 

HJeTMldJWI uarceljr looltoverlheobLtiiBryol 

tucei, Utls%oiiltit to meBt iritb then w hiob. 
Xrsr; athu toauuie* of ttaa moiUIltT ut our 

Sudftil abjiB of imiBrtilB^, and ahndder with 
■ "UB. Bitlolhowdu- 



. UT flay, uf irjut impm 

nw yon ■■<•> 1 enuA lu>Te lain 

dnM. "omln* of Uw volse of the hmthIiw;'' 

dlTldiial>>iniild, onlmliitmeBiidmTBierHoni. 
ln« t»tli mj "Btsir BOd BhMd." By the ifbt, 
theio helplasi onca baie latel; eot an addllloii. 



■ile^d froiq trial, 



wie.ii very favourite one, [rem hlj" 
" AtUch thee flriDij to the virldoo. 
With 111 its vain wid IrBneieut'joyi, 
Probalil; llie; have gnoled eomo 



l)rlBlil,'*c, ' 

e'en scribble ont t'other aheet-^^e In tliti 
c^nntry hen have manv alarnis of the ntarv- 
i^H, orrather the rapnbUein apirlt of your put 
lit tho Uncdom. tDdnd|ira jire & p»d deal B> 

KB know: ■ veryhiunlMe one tndeedTHwn 
owa, fanlBtUI BomtichtoaaKtgagDtB. Whu 
my private seiniTaeDta are, yon wtU And out 
without an interpreter. 



TO MISS BESSOS, OF TOHK. 
Madui.— 21U ManJt, UK. 

iiBle, loiiff-Eiveif old felEoRa before the flood, h 

hodj ariertbeirowD hearts they tLBd aoharmhif 

IritJfiimlnMlerSiia' "™^ "''' 

How, In thk abort, itaimy winter day of oc 
AMttw exWence, when yon now uid then, o 
Un CSapter H AcddenH, meet an IndlrMiri 
I wtioH uqnalntaaa ]» a real aeonlaillon, tlier* 
are an tho prolMlinitlci agabiat yon, that y» 



l»^ng to it, that H there la any miKRUl 
iihom you hate, or creatnro whom yon dtaplit. 
tne in ran of tho chancsi shBil beao anbiatyoii. 
i9at hi the overtahinga, tnmtngg. aiiA jouiiDn 
nt lite, pop. Bt some nmeeky comer, etemlij 
ciHnea the wretch npon yon, and wfti not aUoir 
yonr IndlBoation or lontempt a momenfa n- 
|ioie. Aalaina alDTdy believer in the powers 

tin 'aatii"' or miubiet, the delli." iPti well 
known that betaaiaonuUndofiharl^iandwir 
ot taking down onr theoghtt. and I make no 
donbt that he li pertacl^ acquainted with mr 

admired haratSuOHi and valued her wonh, >b1 
Mw vmy toitDBUa I Uumglit myieif hi bn 
Hcqulnlnisa. For thli laat reason, my dew 



IK with yoD again. 

thai she ii aendiaE a 

pBEket to yon. and 1 bag leave to aend yon lie 
oncioted Bonnet, though to.lell yon the teal truth. 



ro MISS CRAIK, 



tho injBff>naIion ; eothe notes of the formfli are vlilt to Arblegiand, ns I was BO hospital>ly in- 
eMtrvBiely apl to ran Into one another ; tmL Vn \ \Vte*, ami Mi ™*^V\^*^^ n^B.TA ua be.ve done.^ 



a-flnMBtmn.wWclilamaliiwnaiueV ieoiiitwjlittt 









COERBSl'OHDENCE OF I1UBN9. IT* 

aoiMrcopj ot the collection m tboworlili 



Mn aBntaT mr UmiclUi vlisn I mm tuaoiti 
l» iiiBluieIiD&. Ulan li not, imoDf all tha 
■T^nlo^M tSu •nrmn pumad, K nutnl a 



panuliravlnr of wietohu, IM olwrtoa la not 
wbat tlwr an dooinad to waEn. bat how tticr 

•rerMiceiidaraiMKa BiuDTamBbla lot <tl p&.> 
i»l<w»tlMU»«l»thB BWUJ at ii( miiB I Implant n 



TO MBS. £(DI1£L. 






"'ftc'^bl'"! 



I lilin a BpnrninffiniMDlliliow 
f mi hava ereatMra iri«ht BaariT ■ 
a POOL vt jon-madanL 1 uaed ni 



n b^ bennll'i Hrilury 
UlnUlHittkagllttora 

mi a fromnragon, coi 

tbe lonlr Qnean ol i 



u^nov, I dont o*fl a BbUIIng to msn-or 
dog'a^ai'd-Uka pacai.' I Imd inap mjioll Iho 

laid mo nndcr. thn FmisrlDneniiBa of yniit 
■ueriotitT In Ihe rank iil loan ani jii'ntli'inan, 
«ntiaUwairnU]rB>nin<:hatlcoo1it.m'r innU- 
nun tfin ICMM face. ' 

llblnklDnceaHiilloned Bometbine of a cot- 
tecUon ol Bcolch goiiEs I have [or (ouo ronrs 
beta maklnc: I Hnd roa a pemul of whst I 
bav* fM MMMbcr. I conid not conveniently 
(pan nam uoiB flm or sti dav^■nll flre ut 
MX ftaneai at them -will nrotrably more than 



' UcatUtb Iwik-Doleg. 



To plij iho shapci 
'ancr andTiKMMnt (oral 



' fo&y lAlntlnK humour sr» 
LlltLaaEbter lortb ileep-aha 



to weefi wJth (hem that weep. 



iilHbl. That night IsBxcil lor Fi^daTOnt: Iho 
ulayamoslln»tniotlneone; " The Way to Keep 
Hlnir" 1 have Ibeplcaann to know Ur. G. welL 

Honour to patfona^; ^" " ' -_-*-_.. 

aian ; dalua wbloi. f 



fareUAa poirai on tha nnorow 
orpllr! that, Itsm tha IndDlaDea 
ire tha iMdtblBn «( thta UK In 
tloea bnuMn-mnndlmportonltT 



— , — ...—All dm of ntltlna, 

want 1 01 all the onalltlei ma aKalEtiiollw 
ind dlractor ol Hatnre. br '" "e moil 
I cjreg." O wtiat InBlmlflcant. lonllil 
Jiem wllh wdaltb, who bo to Ihalr gravas. 



[ at eitninely obliged to yon lor yoor kind 



wonU uo lliBiiniill'ni tinxiiUoii i 



to PTCI7 npi^dH Df Utenry purs u 
laraBUKilntiidHipciTiiarhiiiK 1 1 

.■oil. TIuT iJb BmH bffiinHItT iin-r»dciicy na 
Sum, and hiiTe. beshten B 1iun£fioinD lncnnio, a 
nia ol compkit louars. AHreoMUemrj-ialimn, 

vlAdiMi. HwonUbollia — "- ~ ' 

•IBt inide In ma. ts Hr 1 
irodld Dut la iDilcbted ti 
Ibo Rams tlmiN air, 1 br m 
twfno Ton (Inu. Id Iwok 
Itun on your beiuiratflnoe. 
IKe, an iipenlnv ihonld « 

and political conwflitcnco iritghE 1 r 
the lionour to subtcrlbe lofteU, ^c 



TO una. MDDEL. 
Dear iUdi»,— 
s I FilECil npto roiirDni-diiiir.'ihe flni ulWt 



TO THE SAME. 

IT".!-! this looment Rot Ihe soDg (rom S , IDd 

nni sorrj- » MC IhHl he has ■poat It a moj 

f liiin- Mrt von " Worter," Iroly hapny u 
msv any tbo amalliyst opporcnnlty ot oblfgJBf 



that s wrouh mMtln« ths eye of Ma Indfi. 
abiintto prononnce sentenco uT daiith onUa. 
could only have anTled my iMllngs and >lna- 









s,e 



rrelraitablyproyln^ It. Conid OAriAma entrant 









KirTarity-a aak^ to wyoii r^. 
of my hvart. ana an maeiH-'nde r 

most ttrampUallWI ol tV >*>:. > i.i.,-. ■ 
sjiccrtul CBleciti, anil raguni, ihiiic, .nt, 

whcltlDr 111 Die marning, I uia not lore. Sundai 
dOMi a pcTloa of ODi cant rnvemiD Milnen, 
■nd may notiablzkeep me emplorM tM my 
nen imfil thmhl fIm omplormenE ta m poovs 
Mnl tlwrahaapaelaaottlMMiiiaqtSGiAuOiMi 
I can Mt ^iH-AorM rlpu; what en^<MB aagt 
tbOT ara. Sonnd, nnd imiiHl. and ri>iind ihcv 
ttn— MmidBll'a ox that drlTw hi- -^-nf-r-rti fi. 
iliirireiart pnuotyw— wlthDiit . 1 ' 1. 1 1..' 1 1 
th^r rircki (at. ileek. stnplcl. 
inHlcontnUHl; vMIe Iiisro lul' 



criqwg, 1 am the moM: affendhig thing allr& 

In a tace vbore 1 uod u meat tha kind eoB- 
plBccDcy of frlnidty oonfldanca, hap id nnd roM 
neglect and conteinplnonB HCorn— I* ft icnnek 
IhatmyhaartHniaDcitr. Ttli,liowaTfr,aonB 
idndoImlHsmblaiidodtiiek; that whllo ifc * ■ » ■ 
Bi-bai Hgonr miy definn an nnocandlns wrauk 
to (In fturadt It hai • tandency to Toue a atik- 
tH>m BometbliiB In bla boaom^ irhlcti, tbongti it 



th Iho profiiiuideM rtapeol Kir yoi 



d ardent TCfrard for 



TO JOHN RTJIE, ESQ. 
V or know 1 hat amoqiothtrhlehdlgnWe!!, »on 



Pray that nlsdom and tiUai be lu 



toMUm7a<>qiiaUilaooe3,tlKO — 



C0RBE8P0SDI 













S5U>frtr<«fS,lI»l. 


5^^^^sF^§s 


L ildt h. r J ir t and droadiog Umt Iho non 




■■ oluiher' Lanst thou kIvd t 




ch uUve to iho lurcurca 


iinUVliidMP.rre(>wlnB«njilu, 
[ii my tong. f Imvs enionYOUtu 
wlial wifflW bs hl> (Milne* 


lil[t7 and hardihood ot lit 


' ' I li° wouWst lbou"dtitiu 


»«nerhavedr.wn thobsblU 


Ai 1 Hin |i gooa deal pletued wl 








toSlV>.0 ; bnioniccondlt, e 




wlintl oDer u tbB hMesl Inca » 




respect nii^c, from (be velt-kn 


mu™r.lXt 


ssr='„';^o„'s?5S?S(!xr.*,^'i^f whd.^ 


s;,^'^''sv^«.s 



Nuthiuii short of a kind ol sW ul cc 
Kicgpt IDT ardant aud jui e ai or j 
■OHM. UnCs, and nrortli, «Tai7 aenthHiit «rl 
in nur bTBMt, Bi I pBt pm to pme 
ptiDioL Tha ■unflfi 1 haTTpaa in nth 
Mmr H^ (Dd hla amlabla cauiuxlon 
wTuiBlialnyliaaRtoUiliiktliatli li^ 

WBBd«!nn ol a vMnrvorM; and Ih 
TtfltetloaolaUUiMl had imwt nulintii 
tltonata most npdeurradlyi lost tna eona 
ol that Willi of wonb, an ft took fta (Hgh 

Ihaia, madam, are nmalkHK of n ont 
aiunilEli.— Howorer, you, also, m T ha iT 
TrtOi aoiBB impalid improprjctles f m 
Wlltj y" *»" I pOBsesi, aud ce 

nliad UBiUiu nae Is not Ibc 
letter, mdeed. It la a wnifare know 
to van. Hb powan ol posltl tc« 
B«a* dggrao cakiilats, and agoUist direct lual 
viMeagn an bo on mr gnard, hat who 
— ■ — -n tl» fiitqltrot ajddr apttBO, or ward c 
luUag mlHhlel ol prcilpltala loti; 
- ' ' - -Di(qut vf TAq, mada 






tplUars that bear aa 



lood, Dz^dnal 









Blodgorf Mendahto ihej were bpsWweil 
that dccnnntanoe, indeed waa all their n ri 
Vmt uluwpnr lor loe, that rnerlt the 
longBT poaiaaa and I nope that Hn — — s i; 
ncaiiVldch I wall know and over will r 
will not retnae thKraraar toa man who 
once beld In aomo d^roe or oaihnatl 



I. wen aneh niMtlatlTa 
It la In thii polinaf TiBw, 
at I win deeply Imhns tbe 
n Is tM* manot^W. 



a, dSlcMed w«li — 

: niih ihe_pwtj__Lctme Bptto 



iweet evenlnip, to InhaU 

na; nftnseU tUa while In 
lire. Ho looks abroad on 



a pool, by r«Sli, &i»^ 



Id BCENS' POETICAI. W 



GhAnulDg bymo. 



inns; the; are real 

HD ore npailiir OM to u; eqiml 
And thar nan tbli pnolOBg. ut 
It eODKlou *lctiw MMiipi Unm 
Id ]ay> liaM on tbem la bilng hene 



kavliig rODceMthldoiloteuctbrkmw; ul 
took iM depuMra In the boM ol a feror ol In- 
toilcitlDii, conHaotMl at jimr too ho^iltabte 
nBUBLoni bat on nur orrlTAl here I rBAEakrlr 
tried ami Hntenced to endure the nnivetivlBt 
tonorei ol Ibia lulenial conllne for the uue ot 
ninetr-nlne yean, aleTen monttai, and tveniT- 
nlnD iiaj's; undallDnaeoiKiatoItbelcipnprlelT 
o( my condnct yectemWit mder jom roof. 
Here ma 1, Jatd on a bed^ pUDcB Itn*. wlih 
my firhlno head ndliiliif m a pfllovr ot »ver- 
pLendng thora. while an iDhmal tonnentor. 
wilnlilcd wid old, ud cmL tm name, 1 tblnk; 
l> aeetUMIak Mlh a whip el Mocptisu, forMdi 
peao* oc m( to apuaadinn, andkcepi angnlgh 

miuiire ba rehuMUdln I 



tUi letter. To Uu men ot the companr 1 will 
nuke no uxflog;.— Tonr buaband, wtionnlstell 
oBinj ddiUni more than I CbOH, hu no right 
to blapH me; and tbe oiker sentlemen wcra 
partaken of nn- galtt. But to tob. madam, I 
fMTO miKb to apologue. Vonr gwd oplalaa 1 
valued ta one oTtbe greatest aeqnlsltloiiii I had 



my (aionri lhl> makei me hope that I have oot 
ooliand ker barood an (OrtlTaneii.— To all the 
otherladlea, pinae jmaant mr ' -- 



llTs»nrac( o( dec 



my steps and bay 






> tentilnate 



kl 



n h d«^W 






We 


ha 


e^&±Sll 
ehadabr 


r. 

hec 


nalr, 
meal awal-" 


1 


r'e 


nJi. as all 


BWM. 



MiaolfxUne.-J'^ 






the Hreat ajilrl 



'Zelum" In return terminer 1^11 me iKnrm 
Jte my mork; and notes through the book. I 
YODiii lint EivD s. fnrthlDE for a booK. nnlen I 

lilt Mlj til, h: ii'rmiRh droiiEht, Hnd aftennntt 
Oia™Jli1ngD»Br«™e oldmartJ 
roni time to limf 1 ha<l pamlfei 



pi!iawiDiiot,\ iiua«^^'s« S^MB^M^^ttf' 



COBKEHPOKDENCE OP B 



D MK8. DCMLOP. IN LOHDO 

Duttffites, SWA tJfamba 

bueu prodfoloiuly illuppoUiIed 



,!'Si 



Utat It D»T find TDH and yoprB In hrii^in^rlitL 
Jwajlh nndgooa apirils. Dn Itt iir I . ■ i. ■, 



H-VliiTOf Sodeo 
ItirlthdeU^C Oa 
1-tt li nelthir tin 



r unjlKKhr bat Dr. Hot 



TO MRt), DUNLOF. 






illmr IngtDriiliiToiirilQ 



Klie wished My h il 



ron will luTfl men onr Hh ""rv* i 

wta.inabeguibirememlKCBl lohlm. Ihavc 
BHbeen ntOiag orer agula, f dare say fortbfi 



I I: ill scarcely be^n tori- 



^llKlon tisns the drear tlie untried nliht 
niatihDIs, lot ever gbnts lUe a donbttnl 



H UBS ItlDDEL 



IncapaUe ol tbowliig mj 

lacswIttiaiiHUnE Ukat] 

— ComtmnsdiB, Jacoli,audda<rue,ItnaU" 
So u; I— «oiiui euru ma thM *Mt unnil and 
«ime deir ras tlie iwrOi I would yno luve ni«. 
In iDch dnimutuiMa, (o copy y«a one ■ Ion- 



TO SIB. CUKHIKGHAM. 
Bn/a, 3ta-SutMng Qaanen, Ith Jslr, IIM. 

UT DUK Ms. CDNNINaiUlI,— 

highly ilHiienif with ths upproliaiUon ol Uh 
llterarr iHtEte yoa mantkin; klitaraiyclrclsUi- 
rerlorto nonslo the two klngdomi. Aim! my 
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BURNS' rOETICAL WORKS. 



months 1 havo been tortnred with an excru- 
ciating rlienmatism, wliich has reduced me to 
nearly the last stage. You actually would not 
know me If you saw me. Pale, emaciated, and 
so feeble, as occasionally to need help from my 
chair— my spirits fled! fled!— but I can no more 
on the subject— ©nly ray medical folks tell me 
that my last and only chance is bathing and 
country quarters, and riding. The deuce of the 
matter is this : when an excise man Is off duty 
his salary Is reduced to £35 intead of £50.— What 
way. In the name of thrift, shall I maintain my- 
self and keep a horse in country quarters— with 
a wife and flv^e children at home, on £35 ? I men- 
tion this, because I had intended to beg your ut- 
most interest, and that of all the friends you can 
muster, to move our Commissioners of Excise to 
grant me the full salary. 1 dare say yon know 
Ihcm all personally. If they do not grant it mo, 
1 must lay my account with an exit truly enpoete 
—If 1 die not of disease, I must perish with 
bunger. 

1 have sent yon one of the songs; the other 
my memory does not serrc me with, and I have 
no copy here ; but I shall be at home soon, when 
I will send It you. Apropos to being at homo, 
Mrs. Burns threatens in a week or two to add 
one more to my paternal charge, which, if of the 
right gender, I Intend shall be introduced to the 
respectable designation of Alexander Cunning- 
ham Burns ; my last was James Glencairn : so 
you can have no objection to the company of 
nobility. Farewell. 



NO. cxxn. 

TO IXRS. BURNS. 

Urow, Thursday. 

My Dearest Love,— 

I delayed writing until I could tell you what 

effect sea-bathing was likely to produce. It would 

be injustice to deny that it has eased my pains, 

and I think has strengthened me ; bat my appe- 



tite is still extremely bad. No flesh nor flsh can 
1 swallow ; porridge and milk are the Onl v things 
I can taste. I am very happy to hear.'by MIks 
Jessie Lewars, that you are well. My very br<?t 
and Idndest compliments to her and all the 
children. I will see you on Sunday. Your affec- 
tionate husband, R. B. 



NO. cxxin. 
TO MRS. DUNLOP. 

Madam,— I2th July, 17%. 

I have written to you so often, without receir 
ing any answer, that I would not trouble yon 
again, but for the circumstances in which I am. 
An illness which has long hnng aI)ont me, in all 
probability will speedily send me beyond that 
bonme whence no traveller returns. Yonr 
friendship, with which you honoured me, was a 
friendship dearest to my soul. Your conversa- 
tion, and especially your correspondence, were 
once highly entertaining and instructive. With 
what pleasure did I use to break up the seal! 
The remembrance yet adds one pulse more to my 
palpitating heart. Farewell I ! ! 

R.B. 

The above is supposed to be the last production 
of Robert Burns, who died on the 2lst of the 
month, nine days afterwards. He had, however, 
the pleasure of receiving a satisfactory explana- 
tion of his friend's silence, and an assurance of 
the continuance of her friendship to his widow 
and children : an assurance that has been amply 
fnlflUcd. 

It is probable that the greater part of her 
letters to him were destroyed by our bArd about 
the time that this last letter was written.— He did 
not foresee that his own letters to her were to 
appear In print, nor conceive the disappointment 
that will be felt, that a few of this excellent 
lady's havo not seryed to enrich and adorn tbe 
collection. 



BOESS' COKRESPOHDENCE WITH MB.' GEOEGE THOMSON. 






Dnbtls and prtrUa. lo nndar .tU* woifc pBi^ : 
net. we an Oulroiii to hnr* On poMrf Im-. 
pnrvedt wbBnTtt It HMdu nnwDTthy of toe 
inailci Hid tlut It U bo In manr liistancci, b 
■Uoirad by OTgir one Ib» la conTersmit wUli 
our miukal colKeilDiu. Tbe «II>i>f* « t'l'^^ 
nnwliiif an eionie lor tlia versei; and beiice 
MMW clunidiw nKloiIici ara nnuid to mere 
Oatcd vKh rbjniai M toou and indeUcate ai 



lOba anaUDd lo prmem the pnblhi villi a 
loctlon iuflnlMV mora tDtereatlnK iDan any 
ithaintaiipearediandacceiMabletD all per- 
la ol Eaite. wfaetber thaj vuh lor correct 



Hitb m. and wa are rsHlvod to aiiBre uelther : 
jialns nor expenie on Iba pnblhuitunL lell ma ■ 
tranlily then wh Mliar 70a win devote fOHr 

Bulled to the partlcnlor niolodloB, wblctl I am 
prepared to send tod. A few hoiw, execptlon' 
aMoanlTlnaoms <il their vera^rrwlll UkewlH 
•nbmlitojoiircoiulderatloa; loaTingitta ron, 
either to maidlliaM or make new longi In llieir 
nead. It la anparflnona to unre 70a that I 
har* DO IntmtkBi Is dliplaGa anr ot uo BtaribiE 
tM Bonn I nose only idll M nnwrcd that ap- 
dear qidte lUly, or alwoUitely IndHant. ETon 
those itaall all be eumlned br Mr. Burni. aad if 

vl the mn^ In ancb cases, no dirorca shall take 
(orelTon ror the llliertj' 1 liave laEen'^n adiltcsa- 



ii'iimi by the ImpiUw <^ ai- 
n't iLUrry me; ■■IWU tuk tl 

1^ no '^''j''J^j2^j*J^ SJ "SJ 

.„ irtufy pro'ife'd my i^lc "( aSutaiico 

— wlU TMiifltmo hayo a lUi o* yonr alii. wilh 
Itan flntlDuiot Iho printed veneB yos tntcud toe 
'aW-ttiirTrr-T Saroan ofpoiiimltr ol bde- 
■="•= —tarr alteration lint nay oeeur Is ma. 
Kf'iMllnttaewivof mytraAa: BtDlteay- 
uOdaNemeii, tbe an lonhtedrlilit ol pah- 
nMtrora, or rejosl, at yonr pkaiun, 
'-=* — i.fi~ir™, Apropos, It you are 
I li, uu my part, an end 
in tha ^pMty ol tbe 
la Bone. i can only bope 
BBMlt In bUng allowed at towt a 
BpnnEiuwKoiir native tu^na. £n(IUiiM«B, 

nairlt, am'ccrOUnly very olliilUla. "Tweed- 
Bide; Abl tMpiwr HbcpboririmMiTnfalfatoi 
All I Chlorla. oouid 1 now bnl Bit," *c, ynji 
cannot luoult but sn^ InBlpld BtuS aa '-To 
Fannr talr, oonld I brjpart.'^ae., BBaally aec to 
■■ Tbo Will MUl O," l> naiiEraco '"J"^'^^!;;]; 



As to any femBnoralion, yon may Ihlnfc my 
ma oIlMraboTO or bolow pWeo; »or tboy 
SStUBlllMlybetheoDoortheother. m the 
mSffnuSSlaam with wUsb 1 ambaifc In nmr 
^aS afef , to Hlfc otmoney, wBceB-fee, bli& 
M.inKnCM downright pnHuvilan ol bodI! A 
vnif breieb of tbe sonn that I eompoie or 



■uit jind Diille 






U) BURNS* FOETTCAL WOKKS. 

ol itonluiiJ! Mt K na nun tlut no EpkHiIi 

to IM aduiUted, 1 sb 6mU Inclined to differ Imm 
Ton. i sttmld coaiMatlt minudBnab' ~ 
Jke OM gmd MDg In tbe Hottlih 



T«iy Mnay of IKCnir uMMlnn to relect ancb, 

tt» TiiJdrOar nnsl sir, -My SumleO," 
Whick In Ik* coUecthHD la ioUed toiiiepaoreii 
MnDllutAUnSiHilHijeTer nrote. beglnnliii, 
"WUliioiMfar pleuim lawn their Btallh/' 

**0 SmaejfirUt thon go witb mc?" ttuE, ona 
wooU tbbk bo wrots U on pnrpoH Igr lli« air. 
Bow**sr. tt la not at all our w1b1i.<ii conAns ran 
toEBRUjttTvnu: foniluU freely be lUowed* 
■pt4«vtiiif of jomT lutlre tonrne, u yon ele- 
Wunl7 emnn it, and, moivovcr. we will 
ntWillrvkltTDur own time. One tbing only I 
bef-^wfileb If, ihat howsfor iiit ukd aponiTe 
Ub Bnie may be, elu nuy >(wayii bg deceuL 

■peak, lur would tbnt ohinahiiadBllcur whLcb 
tonm tka mut pnekHU dowTT nf out danghtcn. 
1 do BMMoeelT* tbe MBg to be ttM moot prc^Kr 
TvlikM ftn wItiT and bidnnit conealta.' ibnjiu- 
ol^i I kMtore, aboold bclHpronliMnt fealnre^ 
bd In win* «> oor mwt, tin wrftcn ban cod- 
nuided ibnpUcftT wltn qpanenoH and Tnlge- 
Ittr; allbonifc bobnen tba ona and the otber. 
•■m.B«^inweUobHiTei,tben baa (reata 
^ebmoronn ballad, or |»l?e(lc 



ir writing. I aliBll sc 
5!Ci'h6wo''i^Tlthl 



Let me teH roil, that jen are too tastldlont 

In yonr IM bave oil but one the laiutB jon i 

Wbo aball rlaaDii and iot— Oo to, I will make 
beiterr Far Inatance, on rgadlnf over "Tl 
Lea JtlK," I bnmcdliWelir Kt abont tiring n 
band on ft, and, after lOl, conld make nothl] 
more at It than the foUowlag, which, Heavi 



b buMruHHe- Sal lot ne lojz 
1 Hie aootlinent and atfk ot w 



ib'e Eni^ffifu_.__. .„ 

Ton. that In Hie aootlinent andatrk 
il>haln.ttaan laa pr— ■ -"— - 
thing that one niay ci 

lata vt Total mnue, .. — 

uallTO tonKHB and maniHn la parUonlaily, uy. 
pecaUurlr, ai>|Hnllo. l^or thia reaaon, and, npon 

jrmn, /rtelT roBn, to npprovp or reject, nsjoa 
pteMe; l*«t DU'lMlted or j"SannlcO" inlRhi. 



Now don't let It enter Into roar lieadttatTii 
mn nnder any na^aeally at taking mrYtnm. 
1 have iDQs ago made ap my mlDd aa to ms owa 
repnlatlon In the bnilDeu at aHlbnrablp i and 
have nothing ts be pleaaed or oHended at. In 
yonradopUonorrelecUooof mTTeneL Tbnagb 



ir adoptlag the otbei 



oppntoali; of ooninlng yon thUac 






arewellafa dearglrL It k anlta trIflUuL an! 
lasnothtagotlbemailtof " f wa bnghta^ bat 
t will all np tba paga. Yoanuiitktiow.tliatil 



3dth«igh 






ilnlty InMribed on°iTiem" "nlolr nncool" 
pllclty was, 19 they aay ol wlIlc^ their ™«. 
" Will fe go to the Indlea, my Mary." *e. 
k, will most proliably be the next anbled ol 

t of aimialrele. but cordially to (Ola blM 
1 yon fo ilic funhcrancfl of ibe work. 

mh, bubss io'me. Thomson-. 

on niei>n dear air lhM^Uh?'^o'n"*la 
r coUectlon snail be poetry ol the Ant merit, 
1 alrald yoa will flndraore dliHcaliyinthciD- 

aklng than jvn an aware of. There b a 

pconllarrTtJiniBalninaiiTof onr alnand a ne. 
»ultroladutIng^lBi>ktlatbecnipha>l9, or 
whatlBhilnldcaUtM,lta(«)V Mfeharthe tone, 
that cramB tht poet, and lar blm under almai 

__ dtnH,TtbSl 

— I|IW Biro yon Siraeihing'inoro' 



iDwiliVM," tmUilia' 



pnttj. can M adapted U 

wot. ^Ihe lUhiwIiig were „___ ^^ 

H. a-d tbongh nn Inrlkar atady I 

neihlng morepnlonnd, yallt 

llghMHiTD gaAop iKIka alt » 



CORRESPONDENCE WITH VR. THOMSON 
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I composad the other day; on a charming Ayr- 
shire gi]% miss Lesley Bailey, as she passed 
tsroagh this place to England, will suit yonr 
taste better than the *' Coiller Lassie," fall on and 
w^come. 

" saw ye bonnie Lesley," Ac 

I have hitherto deferred the snblimer, more 
pathetic airs, until more leisure, as they will 
take, and deserve, a greater effort. However, 
they are all put into your hands, as clay into the 
hands of the potter, to make one vessel to 
honour, and another to dishonour. Farewell, 
die. 

HO. VI. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

(Enclosing the long commencing) 

" Te banks and braes, and streams around.") 

14th J^ovember, 1792. 
Mr Dear Sib,— 

I agree with yon, that the song, *'Katherlne 
Ogle," is very poor stuff, and unworthy— alto- 
gether unworthy— of so beautiful an air. I tried 
to mend it, but the awkward word Ogie, recur- 
ring so often in the rhjrme spoils every attempt 
at Introducing sentiment into the piece. The 
foregoing song pleases myself; I think it Is in 
my happiest manner ; you will see at first glance 
that it suits the air. The subject of the song is 
one of the most interesting passages of mv 
youthful days ; and I own that I should be much 
nattered to see the verses set to an air which 
should ensure celebrity. Perhaps, after all, 'tis 
the still glowing prejudice of my heart, that 
throws a borrowed lustre over the merits of the 
composition. 

I have partly taken your idea of " Auld Rab 
Morris." I have adopted the two first verses, 
and am going on witli the song on a new plan, 
which promises pretty well. I take up one or 
another. Just as the bee of the moment buzzes in 
my bonnet lug; and do you say, sans ceremome, 
make what use you please of the productions. 



KG. VII. 

MB. THOMSON TO MB. BURNS. 

Edinburgh^ Ifov. 7, 1792. 
Dear Sir,— 

I was Just going to write to you, that on meet- 
ing with yonr " Nannie." I had fallen violently 
in love with her. I thank you, therefore, for 
sending the charming rustic to me in the dress 
you wish her to appear before the pnbliq. She 
does you great credit, and will soon he admitted 
into the best company. 

I regret that your song for the " Lea-Rig" is so 
short; the air is easy, sung soon, and very 
pleasing; so that if the singer stops at the end of 
two stanzas, it is a pleasure lost ere it is well 
possessed. 

Although a dash of our native tongue and 
manners is doubtless peculiariy congenial and 
appropriate to our melodies, yet I shall be able 
to present a considerable number of the very 
Flowers of English Song, well adapted to those 
melodies, which, in England, at least, will be the 
means of recommending them to still greater 
attention than they have procured there. But 
you must observe, my plan is, that every air 
shall, in the first place, nave verses wholly by 
Scottish poets ; and that those of English writers 
shall follow as additional songs, for the choice of 
the singer. 

What you say of the " Ewe-bughts" Is Just ; I 
admire ft, and never meant to supplant it. All I 
requested was, that yon would try your hand on 
some of the inferior stanzas, which are appa- 
rently no part of the orlglnsil song; bat this i do 



not urge, because the t<mgls of snfBcient length ^ 
though those inferior ctaasas be omitted, as they 
will be by the singer of taste. You must not 
think I expect all the songs to bo of superlative 
merit ; that were an unreasonable expectation. 
I am sensible that no poet can sit oown doggedly 
to pen verses and succeed well at all times. 

I am highly pleased with yonr humorous and 
amorous rhapsody on ** Bonnie Leslie :" it is a 
thousand times better than the *' Collier's 
Lassie:" " The, dell he conldna scaith thee," Ac, 
is an eccentric and happy thought. Do you not 
think, however, that the names of such old 
heroes as Alexander sound rather queer, unless 
in pompons or mere burlesque verse ? Instead 
of the line, " And never made anither," I would 
humbly suggest, ^' And ne'er made sic anither;" 
and I would fain have you substitute some other 
line for *' Return to Caledonie." in the last verse, 
because I think this alteration in the ortho- 
graphy, and of the sound of Caledonia, disfigures 
the word, and renders it Hudibrastic. 

Of the other song, "My wife's a winsome wee 
thing," I think the first eight lines are very 
good ; but I do not admire the other eight, be- 
cause four of them are bare repetitions of the 
Irst verses. 1 have been trying to spin a stanza, 
but could make nothing better than the follow- 
ing; do you mend it, or, asYorick didwitltthe 
love-letter, whip it up in your own way. 

O leeze me on my wee thing. 
My bonnie blythesome wee thing; 
Sae lang's I hae my wee thing 
I'll think my lot divhie. 

Tho' warld's care we share o't, 
And may see meikle mair o't, 
Wi' her I'll blythely bear it, 
And ne'er a word repine. 

• ••••• 

You perceive, my dear sir, I avail myself of the 
liberty which you condescend to allow me by 
speaking freely what I think. Be assured, it Is 
not my disposition to pick out the faults of any 

{»oem or picture I see ; my first and chief object 
sto discover and be delighted with the beauties 
of the piece. If I sit down to examine critically, 
and at leisure, what perhaps you have written 
in haste, I may happen to observe careless lines, 
the re-perusal of which might lead you to im- 

Erove tnem. The wren will often see what has 
een overlooked by the eagle. 

I remain yours, faithfully, Ac. 

P. S.— Your verses upon Highland Mary are 
just come to hand; they breathe the gennine 
spirit of poetry, and, like the music, will last for 
ever. Such verses united to such an air, with 
delicate harmony of Pleyel superadded, might 
form a treat worthy of being presented to 
Apollo himself. I have heard the sad story of 
yonr Mary: you always seem inspired when you 
write of her. 

NO. vni. 

MR BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

DumJHes, "ist December, 1792. 
Your alterations of my "Nannie O" are per- 
fectly right. So are those of '* My wife's wanton 
wee thing." Your alteration of the second 
stanza Is a positive improvement. Now, my 
dear sir, with the freedom which characterizes 
our correspondence, I must not, cannot, alter 
"Bonnie Leslie." You are right, the word 
"Alexander" makes the line a little nnconth, 
but I think the thought Is pretty. Of Alexander, 
beyond all other heroes, It may be said, in the 
sublime language of scripture, that "he went 
forth conquering and to conquer." 

" For nature made her what sh<i Iv 



r POETICAl. WOKKg. 






UB, THOMSON TO MR. Bimtirs. 

iiHburffh.Jaituaruai:itl\, 17^. 



Lini«M Qnhl» lljinH Pjaasus. 1 snbiuin rof vok 
furuMl iliiioiiJiroiii. I havojelgut Iromilin, 
IwIiiKlhB flnejlr "liird o«go^." The Kmii 
vcncsprlnitdiritli itanE «lr wo [sken tmmtbf 
mlddla of Hijrid Iwllul, catted. "The U» oT 
down tba ali rbereliHD at a mudlinr of i-unn. 
"fi iaeiMtB Bonss are rcplole with wli 



Mkson 107011, UHlaMryoaliHiE I 
ttw wna and a»agmvn at IMet 
tlumi, mJtohonoarroaneU. 

BH, for "Anld Bob MoMb," "Di 
''Uatl>W>Ur,"Mid<'Cuild Kali; 






ilm to cf«ylM(lT. 

irin "Antil liiib,-<ad tlw 
at contruti tba; ijisak — 
■ud powarfiDy tomih tbB 



tbtt of BODfi irtileti I bud oilglBiDT bi 
imj UmlUd, but 1 now roiolntaln. 
rv acoleli ilr and mat vortta uudna: 



dnde aroi/' 

1 woBld nv 
.MMB wliliili 1 „ ., 

aMci. W< bueat prtsantliiE Iha ubscrlbDi 
— - • — —— (nl ilrolw encra-rtow; ihc on 



I^M-S 



a. Mid we Lid s'evsTiil ca 



te ffrutifylnK. Pru>-, u 



I be JolD^tlie deliuiM ucom- 
ot FteTdsL To IIUH of Iba 

_„.-jiB du), I tbink aooaniHuil- 

In tha oonrlTlalinof Qw tofilTa bMuXudk 
■Hnarnl Tolce. wlS ■ propar ieUnrr-iimt 
wards, nndat* than perfMt. KorartbiiJHKta 
Uow IpnNMW addiBR ba« MComnutoiiggu; 
Scant* ibanftayara fitted attbar for ■ ■ 




clissot'Sr'j. fSiff n" 
>t barr munj- ilifflculUe 



POSTSCBrPT. 



'ij'Sa.s.'ii.E 



n Irotn gar iDntHil frlandC, vbo li » 
exocUoiit tuOotr, and pdbcmu, abon iH 
tnuw, tbD Dhnnn of a nuHt obUiriDa dlfl< 
m. You UiuUy promliad me, aboal a Tiar 
uu^a eo^otlan ^yonr luipDUbhad vniat- 

— ^-icebow IriDionw Itli toeapj. llroawlB 

ir, I wTl^'JJpe'ter Jim wbalevet'mwi™ 

.. J11 for hln 11-nnblflt Anil I corlntiilT slum 

Dot botray yonr confldcnce. 



Ufi. nUBKS TO MB. THOMBOH. 

MlSo'vi'eMaV'wlU .? 'tsoft be ^^ troaluiJ 
(^ my imrt.^ I tijcoii to draw an nti appendix it 

i^l, Ibat ka (he cuarae of my aeveml perpffrl- 
lbs .ludlT^al ipot frpto nhlcb ovtry son:: 

iroiu tbatUlBartlual^orltietBnnBrof tWio^E 
iHnld ba axeenidnad, I ban paid my dwotlmii 
U the partleiOar ilirlDB of every Scotch miue. 
I do not doDbt bat too might mnko a vaj 

: Hlvu no oOoDcot °Iii (he meantime, do^otyoo 
lllnk lh> ■ Kino ul them, particular! j ''The S(m'i 
light be well KOtlh a place in youi coUuciIddd) 
If It wore po>«lble to procnre songa o[ merit, II 
'OKid be proper tobaveoua ulaTycsU woidi 
.1 orery air, and tbat the set of wivd* to wbM 
Iba Dotea eight to ba aat. Ilieta la ■ aalMfi, a 
naalonl ■hopUdQ'. In ■ lUgbt Intamlxtin if 
Bcoti worda and piiaauilogy, whub li non li 
.lUilMHiMtlaaiit 10 my tai5i, and I will add, to 
"rerj gennluD CatedDnlan U*ta)irttbi1)*tbinl> 
ilhoi, or nutia wrlMbtllneaa of onr atan 
.wk, tban any EnjAbh inset wbatcver. 
Tbo v«T nadM ofraler Pindar Is an acDoM- 
..« 10 you- work. Hls"OreEory"hl»aaliriL 
I baia fried M ^va yoa ■ set ol Blaniu a In Bciiti, 
m tho lamo unbleet, which an nt yonr urrlce. 
Kol^tbat I Inland to enter the liala wUh Peter; 

hnmcjilnlertar in noetic merit, 



p«turlpt1n jiinr luL Be iluLI bar [[omme 

ME. THOHRON TO MB. BrilKS, 

AfMirpA, Md i4pnJ, ITH. 
I WILL not ncDCiiIw tba HUB TOO fin Tunrealt, 
-ibe prlnco o< oidifeM conwmnulaRtsr bnt II 
■he njiutiTe mm uken avrw I tlilnk ttw title 
iioildl)ienlli^an«IlT. II t^ng mo pleuon 






wmi MR. TitousoM. 



Hit. BUBSS TO 

,j^^^ 7(A^pri|.lim. 

pmlng for }iHir pDbllCIIlOll bBI uddoil to mj- 
ciiiojmenti. Whal wWi my «»rlr »tl»ehil>enl 

u eoiqiilM^ mr hoUiT-liona u anr fiiUflcii- 
ilon wu UBcle%li7^: » I'D canter It nny till 
I e«na to tbe llmll oTnu- rae>. (God grantllHit 

1 nay take tbo right side ol the wlnnlmr PMC h 
■nil AiencbecrtDliV Icnklnn buck oa ttieboDesi 
follu wltlL Whom IIUTC beeo binpy, I sball uj. 
or alOB, ")}o merry an wo a' hae becn.^' and 
last word! ol tha voice at Culln* almll 1», " Good 
niEtat and ley be wl'Tona-r Ro mocb Inr my 






•aen,-nna"Ooo4nlgbl, una lot bowl' Toua"!' 
r» lAa uKiBM al two Scorttofi ioemb. 



□d Is DSTBr muddy, Is a mndd J o: 
" Then I'll resl^ anil marry Pat 



"Tlig Luiiu' Pane's Hill" tiDne ol SamHiyii 
boat aonn ; bnt tliara la hid IcnH aentlmanl la 
It. whIoS nu mtMb-ralned trind, Ur. Erakhio, 
nkuka Into bis irlilcRlcoiHMentKn. InSIr 



HlUi the IbciiEarl. Falher tu Earl Johni and 
ono (orcmion, riding, or walkinjt oat loeether, 
till LordHblji and Allati pnaiwd o affect, 
ronnntlc Hmit on Irwlnc water, still called 

"coddlnR hay, Inrebeaded on the ^rccn." My 

dno Ihame for a sonf- Ramsay took tha bln^ 

sketch orlt,wji]cbba^roiliicad at dinner. 

u a parpoH of man^n^ between At^is and 
ifargl I agree withyoo that my sonic, "Ihete't 
noDRht bnt can on aran ban&'^s iBiieh aaperlor 
to " roortltb enUd." Tha orUlDal idiik "Tba 
mill. mil] O." UioiHliaxcanantlhaDiKeonntol 
delicacy. InadmlHlUa i iitBI I Uke tba tttJe, 
and think ■ Scottish aanf woald na tha notei 
best i and let yow ehoaon aoBg, -rtkh Is xery 

rice'^'li. ymi know, literally "Langolse" In 




£"S: 



'r," and inOTl otb^iTirtlch, in 

'- '-' — — ' — wan worthr af praaei 

iwnttaiontBl— — '- 



y POETICAL w 



ot Mr. Ctaite. Ii ODB ol onr iweatot Scot- iiiit I know Ui. W.ircU. aaaouemliini macb: 

tMi aongi. Hi 1> qnlU ui aUhiBlBit Bboni Ut talm laaaaA One toim. » the UlBblaiid^r 

tt; and Iwmldtakeiilitutaln BcotllibiDiulc nuDded Ui gnni— ha gsTe tt ■ nen stock, audi 

«tnUn>t Um Mtt« of oimt amnoiBBiin. iwir lock, ua ■ new buroL 

imiua quite rliAt In Inutlaa Hia U>t flf eln I do not, by tlilt, oqoct iDlnTlae out Improper 

toy lovtb" li to me a ln( Ilia vhola. One bUdi* In " Thf 






Mrs 



iTSi 



rood wblle an, whlcb I think ,.-,., bnt take the aamo llbortj wkb " Com rJsB are 

raltaarlgliul Hauls not qntte a ladr'i song 1 boonli!." Perhaps It migbt vapt the last iliiiu. 

•ndosa an attarod, not unondod, copy lor vou. siid l;e the better lor II. '■ caold Kail In Atr- 

U loo chooga to set tha Inno to it, mtl let liie deen,-' you mral leave with me jet awhile. 

Irfib TOnai timoff.* have vowed to have a aong I« that air on 1 

" Loiie Vale " Is divine. '' verses " PoortlUi eaiSd and restless Love.- 

YonrJi. &e. nii; relo, so othar aoiw. '■ Green xron t 

Let moknoirlDBthoiryoDllkelhete random IUsliaB,''*rllIiiavarnUt. That Bonn li cum 

hits. in Scotland inlerthaiddtltle. and to the inci 

"o- sii. book wlG*8 the standard ol Scotch Bonn lor 

MR. THOMSON TO MB. BCBJIS, Sen? MThe 'Sarra' '^^ "'" *"'" ^""^'"^ 
Edixianl^ April, rm. 1 Bend a tons, on a celebrated toast 

pity 'twonld be were 11 otherwise. I hopoion "TholaslUmo Icameo'or tha'Moor."I-woqld 

nm: bnt I bavo tbem all In hit sfC. •'Ms sllll uvaral fiSS. Scots airs Cv me whkh 

Palle Is loTor gav," thongh a lllflo nneqnal. ft have picked np, mostly Irom tlio singing i 

a verj natqral and pICBBlnB sonR. and 1 hnmbly conntri lasioB. They please mo TBSlly i bi 

think we oneht DDl to displace or alter II, except yonr learned lum nonld perhaps be dls)rieHH 









My Bong. "Hers awa. there BWfl,- ns mended ~""„ J 
by Mr. Erstine, I entirely approve ol, and re J^ ^ " 

last loatnre yon 'are a^'to aaeSflM to the (o e' 



n, 11 sppearB, did not approve ol P al g h sonp. 



*hlch halntredncat Into Hin gonstaq. 1 stion 

bu nothing to io vltb Urn «i}D|fs- 

Xa.-i i>l»h>on woolrt'ilo as* joo propowH 
wihyom-filBHil'BnrLer.*' U Hie loose .onll- 



wFraier hahaD bc^payer n 



WITH MK. TBOMSO.f. u» 

eiLeWl'fliBxa u?l^ Kin vs'n! alter balani? 



'?^l^X 



MK. BUK>8 T 



" O LooiH Birset j didat Uion gj dc A 
Do jon know tho (ollow ng bLan 1 n 

Ttda (himilit la luexproislvel]' iKftntUol ; i 



MU. THOUSOS TO mt. 
tbing should iLappen to uubin^o j 






ipali^tLod 1 



for the " Qiiaksr's Wife !" it Is qiille 



crnta ft nnanl ^fiwwfl for It, u looa h It U 
pnjpvrlrknnnL AsdwBntbButoBTBnilnnr 
thanwliat It prondSH ts bt.I ihiHild M »i»- 
wbat eoupaiMUad tor nj iMmur, bj Oa jlBtr- 



enurely on mriair, tha nntlniiui irbo ontt- 
noUy i(n«il to 1^ In tBg apeCDliUlon IutIu 
reqnated to b« off. lIoiniUt*r:alowr Imnnai 



tpnu iHiT mnoli 1 am oUliiad to jon (or tk* 
iqDlilte newaonciToa an Mmlmg nuj but 
lanlia, nur Mand, ora a poor TMan tor wbU 
yoQ ]iaT« donfl: u 1 iliall be benoflted by tbfl pnb- 

—irk o) raj (ivultada, and to '•{■•■'t It aftw- 
ror 1^ hcnwL If joo dh oar nomipoDdBnoa 
atantnd and tboiifti thl> voaU be no lou 

ia you t won d mar tbe pnbUcetlon, wbldi, 
under yanr aus)rici», cannot tail to be rotjMciable 



-' wood-note wild," Is lary (OBd I 
„... „. 'en it a celebrity by tcachlnE It 
joamr Lafllea of Ibe Bret faili Ion here, 
i^ot LLkD tho air enovKb to iflvo It a placi 



onghu of InMHlnj bi jour In 






3 MB. THOUSON. 

JhIh, 17W. 



»>tL lahDcare'lliBt sn<:hi<:baTBCter'li« Hitil de- 

Kever dJif^ ejcs behuli In u; mnitcal work. 
Bncb elaguKe and earnctnau, Yoor prefaco, 
too, li admlnblir wrltun ; onlr, Toaz puUaUlT 
loBuhu BMUejoa ur too miiclii boirerec.lt 
irlU Mnd nw dawn to doabla twj vBrnt In Um 
fntin pnenu 0> tbs uroik. Tin tollimlag are 
n». I BSrer eopr whu 1 writs to Ton, h I 
mo; be olun tttntologlcat, or. perhapB, cootiBdlc- 



UzD tho anlbor Dfthern, nha la an old Isd V or air 
acniiilntHncs, nod at this moment Uvinff In 
£dlnbDrg;li, Hho is a Mra. CocklrarD; I (orvct 
of wliat place ; bnt from Koxbarfluhlre. Wnat 

" O Actio fortono, wb7 thlfl crnsl iinrtlnff, 

Tbe old ballad, "I wish T woro wbere Helen 
lle^" In sill)- lo eontempllbiljty. Mj alteraMon 

PInkerton, in hig, wJuU bs eallL Ancient BtUUdi 
Imaiij oE thorn notoiiou though beantllul 
enonidi formrteBh has the beat let. It la full o( 
Ilia own innrpolatlDns— hot no malteT. 

In Dy next. I wlU Bnnslt to yonr onalAera- 
tton ■ low aonga wMch nwr Iw^ sicaped your 






norHiy o( her ehidosat'fllta: beaidBB, ral 

can always do frcditaT Jnatica to Uu po«t thu 
In the afowac aln ot "The BnMi aboin 1M- 
qnoir," "IiordOngDi7."iiiidUislllco: tjrhitha 
manner the Isiicrara Ire«aentlr anna, <on mail 

Indeed, twtli tbo aira and wnntearc dlmUMd 
brthe vur}'alow.lnoc]il<l.|HHtin-slnEl:1>tai]'lelD 
whlcli Okj sro tua oClea porlormed : tbej* ten 
anlmaliuji and expnailon nltDgotber. and IB- 
fair" Is <ilTnplr] mid benulltol, >nd ahall lOi- 



lo m. Stephen lor Ibe ttinea ; tell Mini 
^onTe^dhibla laeonio portKniKtoTMir 

rHt; Tbich I peniaod raoro than oihb, 
dbHUTerlng exaetlf wbetber jon in- 
■- aalronoiBy|Or poUllei! 



owning care loeellitr; thai an emptvboirl 

"ths SSlj matler "u"™i?d lb™ stnd Jmt 

I B^n L Klad to ace vm giTe " Robin Adair- 
l^cottlih dreii. Peler li fnml^lnit hli- -"> 

Itched' Co^Ibe" 'KoMri^ 



','r.a: 



) aonp maj no longer be eidndod Irorn 
Allan ii'aa made an Inimitable drawing 

onr "JohnAndenon.mylo," whlcblan 

10 have enBraied, ai a (rontiiplece to tha 
liamoronaelSai ol aongs; Ton will I» qam 
charmedwlthlt.IpnnnlierinL Tho old eoapb 
are seated Ivths flniide. Jilts. Anderson, hi 
ireac gnodhBiwHir. la dapring Joba's ahDOtdan, 
iFhUeTio amlks and loalu other with ancb ^ee 
aatasbowlbat be (nnV recoUeda tbe pteasinl 
days and nigbta when titer were Jtnt at^nmt 
"'•' '-awing wcnld do bonont to the pencil 0* 



letlflia, and am bapp; to ILud yt 



i mDnilng'twalk,'oneei»7ioDre. Toa.mrdsir 



COBRESrOSDENCE V 



Bt tlie Tray, 1 have Riet wllb u musical Illab- 
luidtr^ iTi Br«jidalb«jie'B fenclblea, wlilcb are 
qnontrei) here, who aaaares lae that lio well 

IrlSitaSelnSicni." "°" " ° ' " 

Thl> ain can»3 from the TlclDltf ol Inver- 



■bnwdbmiiwet m tietba can., — 

miutTeli, liwpan. and plpcn, nKd to go 
aa«iillr«nuiEnu«Dgti Oe wluilnth at Hi 
Bod and kaland. and » aoms tarouIN i 
mlslit bo amiiuHi to both.'-A caw In poliit- 
mier ban UMy. In Inland. pobUahed an IrM 
air, Ol tliey lu-, called " awn du ifciut." Th( 
fad K tu a piliUEiUDn ot CDnTu, n gnat whlli 
ago. ya-a w»f bid tho lame ilr, called a Ul^h 

is. lie luii boEeal Allan, or tbs Iter. Uacllt 
f arbon, about IIubo mattcn. 



lamgUuJTDDDninleBtclnUb mrBDiif, '-Had I 

I walked out fcilenla)' even In^. with a Tolnme 
Hi lbs " Slnmnm " in or luuiil ; when lumlnc up 
"'AIlBn^ Water," " Whil nmabsn abiii iho mute 

niliBrnnwerlbjof HfUicaii Air: and recollect- 
ing thu It la on yoar Iln. I au nut raved under 
tbs BbsdDw ot an old tbom, tin I wratB oni one 
think It not In mr worst alTle. ronmDil'knan-, 
tbatln "BaniaaT^ Tea-table," irben the mDaem 
■ong attt aiveaied. tbo uulent name ot the 

n''"'^e''we' 'and "at '"™''^li*' ""E' '" i '"* 
" Jh^l^ruIIE- ttm'uhoSia 'no "bU Sa'cut" 

"BfAUau'Btnam I chanced to rove." Ae. 

Brayol aay I ; » is a Eood long. Hhonlil jon 
to It, and lEl the other (oUow aa Enriiab Tcr«c(° 
Toraea bi U tlmii In all the year ebe. 

God blesB yon ! 



MK. BURNS TO lia TIIOUSON. 

Is'-WhlaUaandnieome tojon, inybitl," one 
OCfoar airal' I aamlio It raocli ^ aniL Teaterdav 
iBMIIte MIowtogTeteoB to IL SrtMiDl, whum 
I ine* -wttb bare, bemd tbem ol nn aa ho 
■""■'•' •JS?"' 5°™ ' ™l ae I nnderatand tbal 
did DDl obooee to comiilj. HomiTer, II the auns 

" O wWbUc and I'll coiao to yon, my lad," (M. 






U. TUOU8014. 



Xeaidea o'er tbo ahorei ol Mjih. or rather 
InBpirliu dearest nrmpb, CoUu, whlt- 
pared me the Kdlowlng. I have two roaaona for 
HUnkins that It na ay saHr, aveet, MinpiD 
InsnlrarUwt waa ^ my dbow, •< emniiB atldfiw 
wKboat Bte^" and nmulnc tbe aona on mr (low 
lu fannr. Tn the One nlan, atiwat laKxiolla'a 
niStn Bannta, not a Invnent of ■ poet taoa 
null to ebeer bor aoUMtr mnalngs by ootclilng 

she baa Mlowa'd na Ulher, or at luui. 



II be highly T>lea9ed. 



loien songs, with which I am dellBliIed herond 
tnjiresglon. Tbe bamiHir aud lancrlol '■Whlitle 
iiid m coma to yon, nw lad," wlU render it 
icarly as great a lamiiHie aa ■* Umuan uiniT " 
' Come Ici me lake Ibee to mj breaat." " Adotro 
irlndini NlUi," and " BrJJten atraam," te, am 
nil or. Imagination amrteelhic, and nreelly anit 
licahirorwtal^lbeTatalnleaded. "Hadla 
»vs on Bomewlld dialant iboraTna ■ atrlkinR 
ind affetUngcompodtlon. Ou Mend, to whois 
icorylt rarofa,niad It vtth a awiliinc bean, I 
iMore jfon. Iln tmloD we ue now tSnnInf, I 
IhlnkjCannenrbebtoken; tbsaaaonaiaf rnira 
will deacend wltb the mnalB to tbaliteRpot- 
leiiiy. and wDl be tOndlT cbarlabed ao long aa 
ecnluB, taate, and aanalliiutjr exlat In oar lilSid. 
While the mme teeiu an wmtuona, I tbink It 
rlEht lo enclots a Hat ol an Ou !a*oan Iban to 
iskolher.no (ewarthantwentrand ttareel I - 
iiave burdened tba pleuant FMer wttb aa nunr 
la It la probable be wm attend to: moitot uis 
rcrajdnlng aire wonld pnsiilo the EnidHh poet 



I. BUHNS TO Jill. THOMSON. 



BUSNB- POETICAL WORKS. 



pnbUcACIon, ao B^t & rem 



miich of thsmaSlba In Mants^ioliit, hi 
(luj m^ truupoR *Bd nrtib tlHtin 
onboliHun, uBot mj ilinpla mf no otli 
than mnolr ■■ mAuloiii din. On tlu 
lund, bv war at imiiiiili, I un dcllghu 
muy rnua wtMltu, wUch the learnec 
wbeOw the aU afr. '■Ho; tnltlc Ulllh 



H 

•Tta wftb Man. Thn* lia tradlUuLwiuch t 
lun BM( wUh hi many pUeei in ScoiIaDd, thai 
K WM BoUrt Bnne'a manb U the battla of 

mndailnci. wameilma U a j^dl M anthagiMin 
a the ttaimB ol Uber^ and Independence. 
wUch I threw tnio a khid of goormn ode. Btisd 



and uSatr, at ba dM that darl— . 
P.a.— I ihinrBd tba air toDiU 

UAIr pleaatd with It, and bagge 

aoft Tsmt IDT ft : InK I had no Idea ol nivlni 
mjtalf an; tronbte on tiie anhjeot, till the accL^ 
dental racollecthHi of that gtoThnu itnuririf '~~ 
tnedom, aaaaciated with the Ricnrin): Idea 
qallo ao uideni. ronBCd ic- -».-«.■-'- «'- 

flndtathaHneeain: ihoDRh 
air la not Irliat nlll enlllle II 
elegant ealectJon. 






UR. BURNS TO AIR. TROM80N'. 

I DABS mj. my dear Hr, that jwi will hegln to 
think mr DomnMndeaca li_panecuUoD. Sn 
nullerTT can't help it, a ballBd i> mr hobby- 
hona; wUch, thmA otharwta a Mi^ loH ol 
hannliaa, IdlotlcalTieMt wwMUft, haa ;et this 
hulalflrniadaoawtEh a hantaai wlctat, n rbIh 
BO ananwnrad with tba Unkle-ilnile, tlnue- 
(Ingla of iti own bells, thai It la ann to ran 
poor pll-farikk. the bedlam locke?, qolta be- 

Tlie loUowloB aong I have eomposed lor 
"Oran-gaoll," thoHlBhlADdftkr (hatyouTslliDa. 
In Torr lait, jwi hnve reiolved lo idto a place 



Ediiibliryh,6/h Sept., ins. 
nivi It It generally allowed that the groaleal 
:str |9 Ibe anro attendant o( the greateM 

pened lo aint jealerday with a party B 
WeadS tcJ whom 1 raodlt. They wei* al 



aulubla air (or tt, and reprobated the Idea <f 
BiviPB It a tuDe bo totally devoid of Intarenv 
granilBiir aa " Hey Cntue lalttte." AataredT 
■ pjp...™.. ....^ ... ^_ -v. 



I hare been rannlne over the whale han*ed 

lubiiill to you. There la la "Lewie Qordon' 
Inrly wben It ]a snng with a Aligntt ol "plilt 
w-hlcb yonr words wonld oblige the Bhi(er lo 
{Ire It. Iwoold bare noacruple alwat antiill; 

Irhlch ^BS neither the hiteraat, the giudeot. 
ifow the TBrlatlon I Save to anggeac oo the la« 
Un,! Ill cadi Terae, the only Unetoo abort tor iht 
■tr,iiaa(oUoH»; 
Verea Int. Or to jferiouj victoria. 

Uhl Bnt (An afus, they shall be Ilea, 
etb. Letna,}rf Hido.ordlel 

i> nut think yOD will llnd that either the unll- 

iio'only llnewnicli 1 dlallkein Oie whole oflba 

' Orin-gaod" nlUeDaurecelebrlty totheab-. 



Staaalnr. iToa. 
>wlll decile wben doclora dlaaKTeor My 



J^e onre™S«bi|iJ£l tSnklhm 



irocolhwltBhaUeaaallli. 

IheT and adhere to 

ither-." and]nEoAih,a>na will B««. Tkat 
liereli a ayllabla loo mad! fvtha eipnu<sa 
-"'-• "• ■ "wTitoa 

111 tndgmont wit'h yoo. Of at poetry I apeak 



COBKESPONDENCE WITll UK. 

MK. BCESS TO MR. THOMSON. "a"m8y buLita"' ""' """' " •"'"'" '^'^' 

idM with hflavj Dpwfl. Alu, ptior EraklDe! Knn^a: hnl. agfarBs I at present rccoUncl. (ber 

be DcoIlectloDlliBIfaoHaa a coadjutor In jonr are mostly the effa^oUBOf the lovlat aoHor, niH 

Iff foryoo. (rae the A«a-lHacl] came." Kow tor tlie ung, 

I aiD kleaHd Ihat TOn are reconciled to th« air "HnwninmTnviT heart tie elad " ic 

: tho ''onalier-a WBe," Uwngh, bj ths hye.an , . „ ,' i„.^,^„.;,hirL5.^ L.^^ ,< i„ 

d Hlgand gmilleman.atuia deepanHqoaiian, ,KiBS°J°? J^i^hMS^S^'^^J.'*'*' '"' "" " "' 

:lli me'U 1. a Oaelio air. and known lir tha the •plrfl o( ChrHUan meeiiMsi. 

■me at "Lelgher 'm cIuhi." Hie lOllDirlng 

'"""^^ . ,.,...,...■, ME. THOMSON TO MR. BDIQ18. 

"Thlne.niI,niTlaltMiatalr.'«c. BAaftBy*, iw* *IM I3M. 



Par mj part, I look on Mr. AUan clioo 

r faToonta soam (or Ua mUoct to tie n 

■ Uftaot MMnplimanta I Hen e«er rftcelved. „„ „^„_„ -„ 
[ ua tnlta Tuwl at nanri being cooped up MB. BURNS TO 
FnuH*. M It will pat u enllre nop to onr SiBUmbtr, Vm. 
life. Kmr, aad lor idx or »van monthi, "I I shall withdraw my "On the seu and tar 
aU ha inlU In aoiv," u jon shall ko b; and away " altoeethcr ; It 1> unequal, and nnworth; 
. I ■!« an Bir.nnitty enDii|(h. CDp-piHed liT oftliework. Haktng a poem la Uke bcfettlnc a 
dr tlliabeth derun, o(^ Heron wTd^ ilfe ion- you cannot know whether yon hare a wise 
manljc Btream: and an her lady p pa ry 

nlar (rfendof mlqe^l have wrltte h ffaprlng 0(017 

■ Here la the glen, and here tho bo 4t ^^ '^^ ^ 

MB. BUENH TO ME. THOW anng ft charm- 

be"ai''a'' dea/°alop unSl the al '1?'.?^? J^} 

Ldwoe'imeL Ttiat auaplclonaperlod gn lln following up 

ttthehapplnmofmlliloM. . ^lldEniSc- 
u^ter of a ranch-valued and tnncn R 

the bUnk aide o( a lltle-page lb gl p o[' yonr other 

Irosa to the young lady, ' „ngs, first ac bbOngfll. 



Jio, XXXIV. MK, BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

MR. BtRNS TO MH. THOMSON. Do yon know a blackgoard M^'^. JSlid 

sothAaguit, VJ^- " Onagh'a WaterlaH?" Tho alrlachanolng. and 

aaiaAt eTonlng, as r was ilruylug out and I huvo often rqgretted the want o[ decent versts 



V FOGTFOAL WORKS. 
li. ... .^.-.-^ — .A...' ... .,... 'jr^^a ^|,ji Bm.|, vofMB as join. wUl luilt 
proinati, wUbnt irboui, yoa kuow^ ttL«7 W 



J» plating: ^ 

._ . dml wluil tl 

crtnL ua ■twari wttkoot toy bj 



CBUB pviiilfl of midUpatfld uhI cnlEtnted 
can And no oierlt Id nv bTunritfl tnDDi. 

becaBiw I wb cIidbiiIt jdiaucd. It that imyi 

wby I itaDDld deny mruU itiat pkunrsT Hun; 
tfonr llt^atllripeyi^ ancient and modom, filTO ma 
tbfl noet acqoulte enjoyment, wbere yon and 
DtlioTjydjrei wonldprobablrlHiihoiTUuidlHgDHB, 

l^>^In•tlUKe. I oin liut ■■' *—' 

•' llulWemniclie'B Bunt.' ^_- 

tlia lull),' I DCT«r cun make TerwM to U. I 
haTuGIHTkeonuif hMc. who In a Judge tbet 
pic ankut any ul ron. ■■Kotbleunrclie 






pic anlBit any ul «ni. 
•arii^lilntlieaiTlHitlK 

HnlpanoT 

(IrwD In Ibo liwhin^'iMiiaibijryM mTTMnf^ 
anil juntlr, tlwt llie ptuMr l> a> uttia wuRbyaiu 
aiirniluii ■■ tbo iinuic.* 

Ibavc bflnn,BneV^ "LotmelntldnaonfLrlil." 
Du yon tliink tbot we onKht tii nlalii thu old 
thaniB} I tblnk wo murt ntsbi both Ibo old 
aiillllaoIdKltlK. IilD 
"■■^ Itaa ol tfie nm 

iiaVe~11w'''ibiuHiiNin( "Ta" bo "iiaeMMfiil or 
otlnrwliei— eliiiiilil slia "lot hint In " or not 
^DM run nut one* wupoie "Ttao ttoWi taQto 
tIninUL'ai on air for jonr workg I am iinlu 
dcllKtuclwIltall; but I neknowbid|[e thathiia 
mart ol It* nal eicislkniw. I once set about 
venwi iHlt, iriileh 1 mMOt tobu Inihe uller- 
nale my or a Iotst and bk mlBtrua ehanHna 
twatlKiT. I have not tbo ploaun o< knowing 
iltt, Tlumuon'i tshrlitlan name, anil youn, I am 
afnUU la rather bnrleiqne for Bonlimenl, otee I 



ti\c ('annbiirtiBiii R napT. horsn 

prorlalm yunr Diottt. 1 aui lai from nudumli 
Ing ynar tahta fur the «tratb«pey innnk ; on thu 
contrary. I think it blfbly animating anil agruB- 



CAl. Belalii Jca 
oihor Jamie, or 

■"fc-o. 






LU. Indeed, 1 aur ncrfccIlT astcabbed and 

itiDBd »llta tlw endloBi rurloty of your t$aa. 

ro let me oik yon. whether yon twver kA- 

"- tnrucd yonr tbooshta npoa drunnUevi*- 

Biat la a Held mnby of your oenlai, la 

It mlfht iblno forth IB all Iti aptr^Mi. 

rtwo cDccamfnl plecea npoa the Loate 

.„„,- would make your fotunr. Iho nm A 

mwntiilor muEeal dmmaa: few ot iwi( 

|S£aH»mBiJpDrScalaient| thenliUdaH 
""-'^'liKtof Ine fable, i&r I" •*" -■■"».—* »« 

IE and papHUitit^T^IUi 

fliiby' 



_, ehleflyTukUw 

andpapHUitiT. riiiliikroaodaUin- 

dMS a comle opera. In thraa aota, vUcS whM 

live by thu poetry, at tbo aome Una that M 

totila be propsr to take ororr aaalataiKa bam 

icrtanelDlihter. Part of the ■anin.afceank 

-gIdbeloaai'taTODrltaecottlahoIni themt 

iht lio hiH with the Loaukmcoiaiiottr'-ShnBi 

Uni^Une. or Bbleia for Corant OMdeai 

elJFTa that Inteieil nnd manauTTlnr are 

ID iwoWBiy ta iMTa a dnma bronftat oai lu 

lu ba wlthUie namby-painby tilbe of flmeiT 

Cblerai b« von yon to adilrci* Ur. I^eil- 

lUuB^hylelter, and tend blmadramulc 

itMitt, Iff? It a lair and candid trIaL Ei- 

1 fur oblradUE thcao liluia niion ywr 



r'trblebwhliettiaail alluilLsaillk 



lu'lonpli*tWr-\i^^ 



xnosiNOM TO :uii. bubkh. 

ftflabiirvA, mh (Metfr, im 
The biit debt dayi bare been dovolrd to tki 
ir-oxamluailon of tbp Scsttfiib cotlMticaifL 1 
■ ivijroBd,and>nnE,and<da]ed,aBdomiililend. 
il am ball Mind and wb^atniiM. flie m 
Peter Pindar baaat leiilth laiit no oB Oh 
ninloiMcledtnmi Mm. whMi an U «■>• 
.1 elegant and beaaUfal. HHonm bMid «la 
mdon coDaoUoo ot Ocottlili lOra not •onn 

gtialTund yon a eopy, lUi iDlradoetoiT ee«r 
1 the niblect li carkni, and eirlneoa inat 
iiuUBf and IMOlrdi. bat It dooa not iBOM* the 
..iiDStlonaatothaorltlnotciniiDSlodlaaitluwh 

liiiiiliiT f-tr"' T'T III hill iDiiiialni 

ilisicrtatlon, bai addneed no luR of pmotoftka 
livpaiheilihowbibddto uitabllidi; anil tlut hb 
ctHnnlllcalkHi at tbe aln, acnmllng to theerti 
witrn thi'r w«ro compoMd. h more faner aai 
uuijpccnrK. On John Phikerton. Esq., be bM 
nonioRy; butcnnsliniablmtndaiaDBtlonl Be 
noiii at my iinUlRillon, on tbo iiKin ot Flndu 
MUgenKaurdCowtttOiiongiforlt; micudMly 
aSdnidnKllyleaTlnf ft to be InleiTed, that the 
raniM Dt Hoouiob wrTtcn had b*i>n i<on?a-pa«UBi 
with unie ruiwct, but gliei you a paiiMg htt 
„rlvr^(ordoring to cireis up alltUo boi» "Id 



iSS^s^r 



COKUESl-ONDBNCE 
•snnlLke'ttoHtairhlcliua annit ^fvei;per- 



ri^j^ltdo^ 



DKl ammiiiilcMloa Iw 
prlatel : ruid u dlllani 
ur Ten dlOannt];, — 



uiidaBact 



r tbu WB JInd tba ' Dr. onr rtartit tinny and desomdly ften-lHlo 
I. nmB DMlodlu JlDui HwUirtun. -Dunimohi-ocaa." li 



Rent Hnont ■uu the ■um - 
iHjcorafng to their eecdAt« 
clou ut It, HO eren sappoiliv 
I luTD poBeBKil tlw bidn^ 



icBiwiiiuir 

s one lutnil, 



B TO MS. THOJUSOK. 



In BeiicmL. I higliij- approvu ol il. Isliiiri. « 
more IcISHre, give job a erltliino mi the whole. 
lllurke Roes to vonr town bj ru^nj't lif. and I 

In Ritnaral : r«L knmr hli ttna 1% a itaodanL 
He tiiU TMnrn hare ualn In n week or two, so 
nleuo do not luliii lUkhis ror bira. One thldi I 
hopa bo wtu do, ponnode jon lo adopt nvr la- 
'fonrlle,'-Cr«lglfr4Hiniwoi)a,"lnyoiirMlectlon: 
It la u great ■ faToorlta of bla aa of mine. The 
lady on whom It wan made la one of the driest 



OUT acgiMbitiiticeao T aunr* ym that to aj 
lorol; trlend yon are Indebted Kit raanv ot jonr 
beat Bonn ol mino. Do yoa tblnk mat the 

m^ n man with life, and Ion, and toT-^conlil 
fln him with enthnilaam, or •—11 ^rn -lih 
patbD*. aqaii to tbo Rcnlni ol ; 



in •)«— lo bo In aomo deRve eqnal to yonr 
dlrltnl-atn,— doroo hoaghio 1 taut and prar lor 
tbe divine emnnallDnr nm on imlminl I , 
'bBToatfoiIainTBdpB; IhaTBTroiiBthatfOrlila, .1 
own aie wiSbirented lo the (llTlnRf •• •—"-- 



Admetaa. \ pnt mr vK li 



pt_l»rifliume.*ln 
ndloEn! 



arBRhDcmoI 



... ..., .J the ndomMIKr 

In DTojiDitlon yon an dollRtttail 
wlthmjTODiea. ^to tljjhtnlniT of har eye u the 

Itodlioaii or Parnaaanai and tlw wltehery of her 



_ _jn she WjEmI" the ftllowl 
: Bliorpd * Httln from what ih 



w ye ray dear, my llMlyf 4c. 
a tew raEuxUnnennn renurks. Tli 






filB n 



'nine: IWODldfllvBUniioiinda II were. It ap- 

' geared Drat in the fitti&rpft iAroU; andeaow 

— "■- --■"— of thet_pmior with the NbwmsUb 

IL "WEMIoa'erlhe iavao't'la 

, _iiiilc aald to be by a John Brace, a 

i TloUn-iilayBr la DnrafrleB, about tbo 

bgchmlag o( thla cnitniy. Thla, 1 know, Bmce, 
Briiii waa an bcmeal man, tboaah a red wnd 
. Rlihlandman, countanely clahnea It, ami by all 
tbe old inuikal people hero heUevM to Oo Uw 

"Jkndniw and hlH cnttr nin." The tone <a 
whloh thh 1> Ktlnlhe Nuwiiu Ji nilm': and 
Iwaa oowpoud un Miu Kajdiemra Murray, of 

*'How lanir and dreary lathe nljrbt." I met 

:li I aili^vd and ePlnrjnd ; aiid 
... ,„,! to '"It vniir tnvimriln ^tir. r 

w lane and dreary la 



IhDBC Engfleh tvmgn grnrel me to doalli. 1 
I can do IJ dcplnrably Bttipid, For Gistaiiee :— 

If yoa hononr ray Toraoa by selllnB the air to 
Itiem, I win vamp up the old taag, and make It 
En^eh euouiiU to be nndentood. 

leneloaeTOiiamnaloal cnrlnalty, an H^tTn- 
lUinalr, irtiloliyoawi™''' -— --— --"~..i.i. 

hnrngbtu 

iniittli 



itloUy otlt. aa tbo senitr- 
..»....».,»...^.~..»... jlaapartlcnlaraciiDalut.- 
itieootinliw. rfopteaorTatDBUiBeopyliendyou, 
u It la tbo only one I baTC Chufa hai lot a 

tt, andl Intend nnttloil It hlto the HuMeal . 

_^ n — ui — A. 1 Intend ftirll: - 



I. THOMSON TO -MS. ItrttSS. 

— .-,.. - Minbt!rgli,Tni1i'StV'*"T,i3f», 

It Is well knavm In the O'est L'oonirv. hut Iho I mi aennttile, nn aem Wcv>4, vSiW. t. »!««««. 
«w™inS™tn«i. lty(liobyo,tlike BlootM \ noet ct1.11 >io niioW\-v.\«H«Cv.\'.«!««'™'''*™- 



WOBKS. 

[r jihivlnnlheKplNU 

UN,! jusllc^ tailMs,ltl 



If iiudiiliii.» 



In ^«IUb H 






nipiMlTaidcM 
OTlnton •-'•'■ — 

1 lliid I un utkliuitad b/ tin f rlc 
lum In iciiiUiutfon BttKn'* Se« 
EntflMi o^oetlap, whliili Tin will 



IwapcTfectlTalfon 
I AddttLmul nn^ Tb 



m »p Allui liu iDAt skctchod plurmlnE 
■Ign from MijnIoLBU Jar. Sin to itandiiir ^tta 
± ipMt u to eloctiilr the iilper. who tttan 
Boat dmdng loo, whUe ba topLoylniwltb tho 
lit oxqnlalte gIB. 
ADI IDUch Jncllned ti> irot a bduII ixjit, imi tp 



me. 1 have reilerrtHT begun my anicdolei. *c., 
for Toar woiK. 1 Jiil«nil dnirlna it np In Ibo 



ma i:iiHnB ivax a ino nmmo 01 the jotbit 
loddtH of inj nufilMUoH, ilM innCBtHl an Idiui, 
wbteb I. In my ntnni Kim tbo ritu, vnniht 
talu the loUowlns wng— 




, ilghTwIsb'iD'.'or-ihSt 

erer mMt be the raplurej they wonlll hI'E 
tae,rct, B tbtflalnttn wllb Ihe Ski prtneVple, 



BnJin llomsa j'« ■"Itn-tablo MUcellan J.* I tan 
Dul down tor an EngUih dress [o joor "IMDI7 



night, am irgnlartj' nmnded. Tt yon Ilka It, will; 



gnagB. la, orlulnally, and In T.ho ou-lr editloiu. a 
III iSoi eenliiB, Tom D-Urtey 1 » bus 110 prticiH 
prettT Engllih mng. by Sheiirinn, In IIh 

"Wben Knblo lUgbt cacli dnwpliie pUnI »■ 

The Hit, 11 1 nndentand tbo oxpreulon ol It pn- 
»rly, U Uio verj iuuItb language ul nlmplldtj, 
teniwmean and lovct. I have again gone oreriDX 

Dixin :" thii. BlV, I ihmlL, might and ■ placa 
SS" on Kow- iChiJrory ' f'd^'al^ 1 lis e^M 

irftltndi 



piHBihly you ki 



■"X"c» to tbo black key! of Uia 
I i.~.:rvBBi>nieklndoCrtaTttami 

".■.^- compoHiaHcaUalr. C«r- 
"' LlnyiTMr. UUlet prodnud 

. .lir. which lUt. Claflu, wnb 

live Jnst glFuD ran. Mi. Cluti 
owjoD bow dinanlt It li to tm» tba odghi 
r ain, T blTB heard II Taiwatedly UMIud 
Ibliwaa an Irlih air; nay, I muMtb ■■ 

Kntlaraan who alBnaod tliatbe had hau4 

,\ iiHics.TrtiaWjtflt'lJrmil 






CORSES POKDEUCE WITH Hit. THOMSON. 



b^i^ii"^^. 



bnm wood" iliogetlier. Myheifl Limnch Inilii' ' 

rich DC DpoT, I pmdIHil ffidwl* * co|>r ol roar 
■onn. T% wrlnn aa iMnwt biUd M wille nm 
tun : tot u wun^unMuE li dauHr H,^ 

u HKni u Ibiini sxtiMMl Oib MCMun InTor- 
matlon aat ol tbem, I will nMra ;w Kitun-s 
Tlu Udr li Bot B utile nroDd that the is Ui 
Dutfl MO 3l>llnfiiLfhfid A AEUTfi In jour collei:- 

fiir;oarp«UenGetiiatnirpii|KF i9ilone ror 
1 uri In H HcrlbbLmff humour^ 1 know not 



"O PbDlj, Mppr <ie I)i>il d«j," Ac. 






TanM,toIliali)nneliid]ilogiN? tteltit part 



Yoor »n( hir " My lodlElnK Is on Ihe coh 

I sm qnlH duzled ind detlchleil bT IL H«ne o 
yonrCh'—' — ' ..S....— '._ ..-.. . — 



your putlWIly for Ilija 
■bomll! (or rihould <ic 



MDttfth Bod metancholy EngHih venss I 
nore tlut tha two jots ot nrui mioinblo 
itlier In Ihalr Kcneral chinoIOT, Ihs h 
ni4H yon ban rauiafictnrod for *^II 

bow lonir they be, lor It 1% linpo>i«lbLe Ihjit 
«erS roa to njeno raremonjin teuinEme wtion 
va wiji 10 preienf May ot your Irlondi wllli ihe 



brolhor edJton Mr. SltHO, 
■ ■Impllclly; wherani >!nipU- 
nonri (roin Tnlgirlty, on ilw 
-"--"' -''-'-Tirtpnerllooon- 

10 deffroB apoU 



luijoe. The leglot 

Sdis wllb" '™" 

aty t.'^ju^mS ti 

ono lianiL aa from anecu 

coll.onlh8otb6r. 

woacF7hfl'l«'ciioruiwoi 

goln? flnt, that lit li< ■ 
Drat pATt of bath miN ^ . 



sIrikoyon'fnt'lioSilcaio.wLtVi'thelru'lororo 
"mlH V ^''tSaVlr^^wSo^SS" In 'tbo" Il*i1n°'?'5li 



1 'M» Ibo worfc ot A mutur, Bytliawiiy» 



BtttS»- POETICAL WORKS. 



■a HarxbniutLii 
pd wlUiUtUi', a. 






Xlut Imi 
n tbol 



9 inotllcr. ■• bo the bull 1 






m lUtriitwHl coir's horn.cut D 



iDDDiih to idnilt thg iitotk ID 1w ihiM -.- 

thnmEli ibD liom, uinll It be liDld bf Un tblcker 
und III llHi tlil(li-boiH : andlnailr, «iidak«ii reed 
cuetlr cat iukI natebcd Ilk* that wbleli yoii 
■ca aver; ihei^rd-baY Ijiive, wtieQ tbr ""^ 

ondiilaTs looM In tha mnBllar end nt thu , 

whUBibi' nock, with tho ham hanging on ■" 
larger end. la IwldJiT tba buiili In plUFlna. llM 
■tfick hu ilx or Hraa TonUni iinllia npiKr 

■ld», and one iiask-ventlm, uka ■* 

fBCe. TU*a(raliiBw«4inadab;B: 

bmoa o( Alludiih and la axacUr wtut tha ibep- 
IierriaaTe wont ts nae in tbta cnonlrr. 

Bmrerar, eltlier It li not quite imparl; bored 
In tba ludca. ur ei" "> hum nu ti... •» ni 
blowing rbilillr; 

ofn^ai M I took one m^ielT to baa kl 
brotbor-lkniflti witb blm. ** Pride In Popta 
slD!" and. I win gar It, that 1 Ink im Ur. ^ 
palDtct^ at Scolllsli custom 1ti life world. 

ly TO MR. ItUESS. 



ItahnitiiUlbl 



look back wilh Rurpiito nc my Linpodence. In 
fraqnontly flllibtlllff at Unoa and eoDiilotB of TV 
InaimlMnibUi iTrtca, lorirblch. neillitpr "- 



vondarful. HI haTDHiiDKtluira Klran Rincir tlin 
aira lit a rerlFinr. Toar luit taulRDt denuinda 
nnqnaUBMl prafao: nil ibo minin ar* ehonnhif:. 
bS Iba dnrt la & iW iTintn. "I.nmpa of 
pDddlne" abuU (BTtBlnly ninka ihm nt ray ramllj 



JavB erp-Ht cliolCB. itcHldei, lUia doca nut c 
dwt with d itagei capable of giving the pi 



snDK.indiicceptatilelocvervlKid7. IpartUpiU 
bval Hiniia uni unknown ; It la ptuvuWnj b 

I mean lo iiavi aplctiiro pointed from iob 
beauiUul hallad. "Tfie :4uldlor-nUetuni.-'to b 
unimin-d fecoae o( mr Ironllaplecea. Tbe unv 
LutunutlDff iHdat oC tlnw appbara tn me wfin 
ilH flrat recomkea tun aln daar Wlllj, '-(jk 
pi'd, tin nddDU'd Uka ■ ruaa." Tlu Urn 
Dnes Immadlaudy Mlowing uw na danblMR 
LmprcailTe on Iha randar^ lUeltna: Intwn 
tbe iMlntar to flx on Ibeao, than yoBll obiim 
ibe uDlmattanand MUletr of hor ooaiitaBaaiali 
eonc,utid beoonld oidr renruxunt IwrblatiM 
loTi>u. otid IHff yoor opinion. 

Allan desires ma to tbuik ^od. for jDer 

tor llie ver* EralKyUie compllmunt yon pay hko. 






MR. BUSN3 TO MB. THOMSON. 
It li, I sainre yon, tho prtflo 01 my heart ta * 
iri?byouth'at°lha'Viu«^io sontl'ln the^u^^ 
10 "Tlwru'll ne'er bo pcncu lUL Jamlo roaa 
hapu^." nould nut an Rell coniort witli Peter 

'Kow In her greeu mantle bljlhe Katart 

UR. UKWSS TO UK. THOUSOS. 
?Bmc°Iit I? '''lUsn' "Br'iSlif 'K'r"''FW '"baa 



and, conHennent^, ta no hipv; Lmt wlU t 
allowed, I tlill£, to bo two or Ihroo pretty goi 
liraie thoOHliti, Inrorteit Into rtaynu. 

" In tharo tur bonaat poverty," Ac. 
. T do not glTa Tuu tho fori^Ridnd aoJig fat yen 
iHuk, hut nierB& hy way ot nirata 6»||afiVli',- (u 



nUniullr Kiirmnuntlng miH dimcnlty. In th 
anr dcllgtaltnl auiigi too iutvo icnt me. Yoi 
felabajalrlk, sonB, ''For a- Ihil,- ihsQ u 
inCiledl; ba iudoaail In mT Uat. 



<ea of lalej, I lame wiMnttghl lolhb milDrto- 

it onows of ten fHt deep taave liapeded mj 
-o^refn; 1 bavQ Hied lo "ne Imckllie fate 1 
jD nirnUi." but ilu! Mma obstscis luu lUmt me 
I wlltain Inniprnble ban. ToMil romrmli. 
rtnDs, iliKo dbiner, ■ Hruier hw been lor- 
ITliw catcntj bi muds lAu maid hvn tn- 
lUod the drmv mgonlu of a iinr, imiler thb' 

have been tn ■ dilerama, either to get dnak, 
I wrote yoo yestetdiji from Dnmfrles, I had 



K iDTiHir buoll; mtiry nj. laUuw whet 
rs. Biun* tlnOi rmi oat unong Iba flnirea. 
I euiDot erprea tba feflUne of Adndral 

the wood-lurk," fou elwult "Psneiyilc 

csB gives DEW aellght^ tSb othc?*Jm5 



LNS TO MH. THOMSON. 

Man, lOT. 
Ten thonund IhankB foryonr elegant praient! 

lUlM Iwre. und they all asrea wJlh me In 
Bringli at a nrai-CHie prodncUou. U/phli 
■iMkeimeckte," ibit tbe very JolBer't >p- 

tbe punl (I was oat of town that dun knew 
II Dace. Mj lUMt tnitalol CMnDltmenti ta 
an, *hD tiaa Iionou«d wj ru» nuue w 
ch with Ui mHMilr pcnetL Ona atnnga 
ncldenu l>. that the nilbms who In makSg 

]« raoDBM ot -lll.dudladaan'd. 



1 Loplaycd ffreat address ii 



dlon4 forenoa j 

e M^nre to rewire t 
T.l'Owatrowha-iilinl 



.., _.... .._ ,_.1ired to begnlle the 

dlon4 forenooM by ADoff-iiiAklDg. It will give 



UR. TKOHSOll TO }IR. BCRNS. 



Uanspen^l. ^,^'^'?fff™no['sl?llJl«Jpl>lllled 



Fee, nmble^iaru BnUa" a 
Mt BTnMiMltr M ■lib' wM 



oi mlBh ■>•"■■ Mwitftlw niuten vf am 

UlvelbeendoMdmlamnteniriniieb-TBtabd 
frlGDil Cnnnlngliinn, and tdl htm that on Wed- 
netdiv I go ID *Mt a tilend el hU, to whom bis 
friendly partlalltv In BHaUng of me. In a 
— Jiner IntmdBced nK--Imeaii. R wdlknown 
iitarv and Uienwj shnroctei^CMonel mrcm. 



m liked my two last 



MB. THOM80S T< 



rreitpteataro tolind that jou are 



cany, and HiKKated whom he iboiud bo nant^ 
adCT, Is cnilDiu enongli. lam acqnalntedwllh 
that pemui, wfw la ■ Dndln ot leamliiir and 
ganlna, and a plaaaant nll«wriliaii(li no aatnt. 



DB Hnih when yon^H 



•JLI™"' ii .?I*^.?™ >"''!. 



i^B, which"™ 



MS 



I [The yfiBT last t-K 
ot-wmiim an41»niea— •■■ — » ^*" *••.'*■^n 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



KO. LIV. 



AIR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 



IH ** Whistle and 1*11 come to ye, ray lad," the 
iteration of that line is tiresome to my ear. 
Here goes what I think is an improvement. 

O wliistle and ru come to ye, my lad ; 

O whistle and I'll come to ye, mv lad ; 

Tho' father and mother, and a' shonld gae mad, 

Thy Jeany will Tcnture wi' ye, my lad. 

In fact, a fair dame at whose shrine I, the 
priest of the Nine, offer up the incense of Par- 
nassns; a dame whom the Graces have attired 
111 witchcraft, and whom the Loves have armed 
with lightning, a Fair One, herself the heroine 
of the song, insists on the amendment ; and dis- 
pute her commands if you dare ! 

Song. 
^* tills is no my ain lassie," &c. 



KO. LV. 

MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

Edinburgh, Aug. Zrd^ 1795. 
Deab Sir,— 

This will l>e delivered to you by a Dr. Brian - 
ton, who has read your works, and pants for the 
honoar of your acnuaintance. 1 do not luiow 
the gentleman, bnt^is friend who applied to me 
for this introduction, being an excellent young 
man, I have no doubt he is worthy of all accep- 
tation. 

My eyes have just been gladdened, and my 
mind feasted, with your last packet — full of plea- 
sant things indeed. What an imagination is 
yours ! It is superfluous to tell you that I am de- 
lighted with all the three songs, as well as your 
ciogant and tender verses to Chlorls, 

I urn sorry you should be induced to alter " O 
whistle and I'll come to ye, my lad," to the 
prosaic line, "Thy Jeany will venture wi' ye, my 
lad." I must be permitted to say, that I do not 
think the latter either reads or sings as well as 
the former. I wish, therefore, you would in my 
name petition the charming Jeany, whoever she 
be, to let the line remain unaltered. 



KO. LVI. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 

February, 1796. 
Makt thanks, my dear sir, for your handsome, 
elegant present, to Mrs. B , and for my re- 
maining volume of P. Pindar. Peter is a de- 
lightful fellow, and a first favourite of mine. I 
am much pleased with your idea of publishing a 
collection of our songs in octavo with etchings. 
I am extremely wllirng to lend every assistance 
In my power. The Irish airs I shall cheerfully 
undertake tho task of finding verses for. 

I have already, you know, equipped three with 
words, and tho other day I strung up a kind of 
rhapsody to another Hibernian melody, which I 
admire much. 

"Awawl'youi- witchcraft o' beauty's alarms," 
Ac. 

If this will do, you have now four of my Irish 
engagement. In my by-past songs, I dislike one 
thing: the name Chlorls— I meant It as the fic- 
titious name of a certain lady ; but, on second 
thoughts, it is a high incongruity to have a Greek 
appellation to a Scottish pastoral balUd —Of 
thh«, and some things else. In my next: I have 
more amendments to propose.— What you once 
meuttonedof "flaxen locks" is just: tliey cannot 
enter into an elegant description ol l)eauty.— 01 
flfjg aJso agala.-'God bless yoal 



KO. LVIt. 



MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

April, 1796. 
TouB ^ Hey for a lass wi' a tooher'* is a most 
excellent song, and with yon the subject is sodw- 
ttiing new indeed. It is the first time I hare 
seen you debasing the god of soft desire into sa 
amateur of acres and jnlneas. 

I am happy to find you approve of my proposed 
octavo edition. Allan has designed and etched 
at>out twenty plates, and I am to have mj 
choice of them tor that work. Independently (rf 
the Hogarthian humour with which uiey aboiud, 
they exhibit the character and costume (rf the 
Scottish peasantry with inimitable felicity. !■ 
this respect, he himself says, they will far ex- 
ceed the acquatinta plates he did for the 
"Gentle Shepherd," because, in the etching, be 
sees clearly what he is doing, but not so with 
the acquatlnta, which he could not manage to 
his mind. 

The Dutch boors of Ostade are scarcely more 
characteristic and natural than tho Scottish 
figures in those etcliings. 

KO. LVIII. 

MR. BURNS TO MR. THOMSON. 



Aprtl, I7M. 




wept' 

I wrote you last ; I have only known existence 
by the pressure of the heavy hand of sidmess: 
and have counted time by the repercussions of 
pain! Rheumatism, cold, and fever, bare 
formed to me a terrible combination ! I close 
my eyes in misery, and open them without hope. 
I look on the vernal day, and say with poor 
Fergnsson- 

Say wherefore has an indulgent heaven. 
Light to the comfortless and wretched given? 

This will be delivered to yon by a Mrs. IIvs- 
lop, landUdy of the " Globe " tavern here, which 
for these many years has been my howf, and 
where our friend Clarke and I have had many a 
merry squeeze. I am highly delighted with Mr. 
Allan's etchings. *' Woo'd and married and a'," 
is adml rable ! The grouping is beyond all praise. 
The expression of the figures, conformable to 
the story in the ballad, is absolutely fanltle* 
perfection. I next admire **Tumhnspike." 
What I like least is, *'Jennie said to Jockie." 
Besides the female being in her appearance 
... if you take her stooping into account, she 
is at least two inches taller than her lover. Poor 
CleghomI I sincerely sympathise with lUm! 
Happy I am to think he has a well-grounded 
hope of health and enjoyment in this world. As 
for me— but that Is a . . . subject. 

KO. LIX. 

MR. THOMSON TO MR. BURNS. 

4th May, 1796. 
I KEED not tell you, my good sir, what concern 
the receipt of yuur last gave me, and how mach 
I sympathise in your sufferings. But do not, I 
beseech you, give yourself up. to despondency, 
nor speak the language of despair, llie vigour 
of your constitution, I trust, will soon set you on 
your feet again ; and then, it is to be hoped, yon 
will see the wisdom and the necessity of taung 
care of a life so valuable to your family, to 
your friends, and to the world. 

Trusting that your next will bring agreeable 
accounts of your convalescence, and retumtnR 
good spirits, I remain, with sincere regard, 
■vo\\T%. 



\ 



CORUGaPONDENCE V 


















iQlalUblypnliDBlnUiBuL ]>a, Mr Ood'i uks, 
send me ihiit 111111. anil thit bjrnumiDf pcM. 
1 — . ...J atnou, Imt the hpwocnit 

ibU anitnJiDiulT ; (or. Djiini ninnuiiK 
iinHft punudi'wcrHhDl tbanoalofttflon^ 
ilumurcble" thl3 monilbff, Tbe mouurc 
UJloult. that it le ampoulblo tolnfiug nmch 



Mlt THOMSON Ti 









:|r. !' Tt not BMBtblfl for JOD I 



UR. BCRSS TO MB. THOMSOS. 
Hit; Gompeij mo to Implfin 



APPENDIX. 



It msy eraiUr CDdositT W li 



Mimgiil, md April, I7W. 
DDc Jctiur at the 14tb ol MBrch I received I 

In rrmrdto tlu pawcilfin yon mentlML 
Mt plitttad lo be varr ueniAlo In reipcDt 1 
datesirf llw pouu, tnt nnm ol thorn, ueai 
iBtor, a [HRe."(wlilcfavu ■ jaTeullopn 
jjob) ' Tlu dutU Mid djinit words of pot 



poor ilwou iron prottjnmoli u boliaidoHrfb 
themi nolud, partly Vmj ol IroUn, boiuht 
•wa aoil twn luibi Imo a nolihliaiir, inQ si 
waitMland In a flolil hUoIi^b tho hoii» 
LdcUk. Ha and I mm milDg out wKb ol. , 
i«un. and tMU' two yoannr brotlierB to drtro.' 
for n^<at uU-dar, mtau UiA WU»n, a enrlmih 
leokbiit, awkwardbvr, elsd In plildlnit oBtne tv 
ui, wnn iBoeli anxle^ In lili tau. with the In- 



sasf 



ontwiRledhei 
1 Iba dltcli. . 



" MnUo to OaTle." Kobcrt uRcii cunipoteil 
■dtfnnta TSftolariilsn. Wlien nnj'llilng muAe 
I Mronp bn^M^onon hli mind, so A) lu mase it 
10 poMc exortlan, ha woahl ilTe way to the Im- 
paln, and ambndy tlu thootiht In rhrme. U be 
btontwo or Ihm ilauu to pluiia him. he 
wonld than tMok of pmpor intru 
nccUpi, and eondadlnir utanzu 



wiiB,xmiDK,in ■■luDKr, ji», wnen in tno m- 
toi-vtd at harder labour, lie and I were wcedlnit 
InthoaardVBdullyardi.thaihe repcstat to mu 
tho prlDolpit mn «l this onliUe. I hHtaru tho 
Snflrin of ftoliert-* besumlng an aalborwu 



iiwoaianoar MinitprtBivii, ami tint uwoum 
ba well received ny wopla uf lane; that I 
tlionElit II at tcButeqiial, llnotinpctliir, tonuny 
DfAHiin l{aniMU'B«plHtl(!a,andtBn(ttaBiMtltal 



taiia n>hcn bo ihoeld go n-bcgetng. Bokul 
n^Hsiued very well plooHd with my crltkdiB; 
and -KQ talked ot "cndlns it to aofne *"i*'^ 
but iiB tills plan alloirded no opportnnltyofkno^ 
iuctaow It would lake, the Idea was dropped. 

It WHS, I tliiok. In llH wlntir (oUowlncun 
were gotof tAfettaer with carta lor coaltolla 
luniiy nn (and 1 oonM yet point out the tar. 
ticninr >potl, that the aotbor list repeated ini 
the "AJdreBBtotheDea" The cnrloni IduM 
Eiirh an iMitm waa inftea to Iilm, hr raa- 
nlnKOTeTUainlnatlniDur&iaioctHiiae "• 




~ tiie itndjol 

ol a few medloliia* 

tiade. Be bad got a gwijUl pilBtod. 
dljilBliad adTortta^thM^ JLdTloe weau » 
liven In ceounoB dttndera at tlM irtian, iratlt,'' 
Kobert wa* nt a immnTHWInr, in TiAeiUa, 
when tlw ■< Domlala " nnloTtsiiately inade l» 
Mlentathni a dbiAiy ol Ua medloal skUL JU 
lie parted In (he enidni from tMa lalxiBied 
geduitrT and phjsK, A the ulaeo when he 
dei^beibtiBMaiigirtth IMafSTona ot than 
fhiBlhiKMeaiot u|atlHMi,ha mentions la Ui 
letter to Dr. MOore, onaeed Me mind ; ihli Ml 



It McmT-Oa 



iefiftwE'™. TTir^Epistli'o 

"M!"aSthgr*™Io'^"'ln"u 

(imliied the word recking In the 

■1 term derived (rmn those P..U..L... ....», 

Then the eoDntry-wemen OObloyod their uan 

linple Inairunient U a very pDrtaMo one, ta* 
jvllllUed to ilie MKhd Incllnaflon of meetlnK la 
^ nelohbour'B booie; benee the pbraae ol wAnt 
a-rodunjr, <t with the reck. As tbe connrctMi 

spin^' 






f'ben tho toft neve way to (he spiniirE 
I. the phrase cauie to he nied bv both sfi 
Dial occasioiii, and men talk or golof w1 
I II was one uttheM nctopi at oar booH, wli<- 
Ttt had twelve o flteon yoniut people with tiirlr 
fadi. that Lapralk'i sour, beghmlug'-" Wliee 1 
■cpoB thy boram lean," wei anna, and we vrn 
jiianneil who wae Uw entbsr. Upon Ihlh 
iCohert wrote Hi flrst epiitle to iAvna.; ind 



off (ci'Hwii nl7cclcd. but ajipean'd toliel:ho\ imi^'jn'.hwocaa'i™ 
vaecerlaffij- some novelty In apoetpolia,- \tti6 \*t\Viali«»B5. 



YatXV^e^ t^ ^1^14 



[■CM^miB^ ■ajsm-vteo.wi 



lor tlio parpoBQ of bringing TiTintrd tOE 
ixa Benumsnt of On autliur. Ub med 
ktouu^UiuliBainMDSECGiacelTBsiiui 
yliifF piDtiira of numim UlBt tbu m iiii_ 
gwork. In caitlnffiUnnt Infill mind bmr 
nUlmont mlfbl ba brought lannr' "■" 
"Uan wu mndo to Mohrn," mi 
Bolioit Iwd ImiiKnttr raniutaa 



tbomrld Ui' 



To tbfi ■antimenl 



btrKlsiil." 11aUiitalllMplan,aadtUlel 

■ pocni, WBM takiii from Fm "- 

V In Tisir In which I WW not tin 
■ 'a,woBHl-- ■ - 

Uiawtatb 



y uiemootu (thou predeu breithliw-' 
Eoibe laboartiiff putoftba coonniinltn,, 
iojild (Doh linndui u wonM mnko one 
lOBSthalinainHTnbiMpid. ilwuin' 
tbuo work! tlut I liiM Ud IhB plwnrr 
uliui Uu inthor raniqt tlio " Cottar'i 
UaSllbt.'' IdonptnodlHittofiimnH 
rflu^lutTiAlehlwiuniDn Mihl] 
M. Ttm ani) and (dxlb Manias, andtlii 



lom, ■sreai with me In ihe selection. ¥er- 
hlu Mi "HaUownUr" of Edlnburiib, I 
i, Ukewhe tnrnldiiJd n bhitoT the tme and- 
[the "Huh Fair." Uu lardcal koho Uu 
Hre dewnlliea wu often a fUTaarfta Held 
ibHrratlon, and the moat of tba Inddenti 
itUmi had aoCiulIy paaud bojivaMs ejoa. 
varCDlr neceiury to meBtlbn, tbsTtba 
>nt " wag comnoiad on that ralortDUaU 
V Id Iui inatnoHHilal htatoiy, which I 
DHntkmed In mr lattar to lira. Snnloi^ 
ha lint diuraeSni ol bin (eglMgi )■><> a 
tedaltartha naolDtlanolpaUb^f™' 
taken. Kotnrt bad had a dog, wiSliba 

d been killed bf [he wanton cnsltr o(' 
lenon the night bolore mr father^ death, 
^uUIome.lbaE he ahonld like to confer 



HTSannfiirUMiele 

— ..a mertlT the crea- 

! the mefa Imaghiatlnn.-ereMed lor the 
leofuiMtnaebafwtthhta faronrita £wiH. 
« lime Bobart beard the iiilnet plajeil , 
raa at the hOHM ot Dr. Lawrle, then ml-. 



tfnllei^iyaoenB tor onr pool, then hitclr 
sd to tho world. Ule mind was roowd 
In. poetic entbuhum. end the Blanza^ 

Tie that Dr. BMckhA'i letter wa'ui- 
. which ray brotber, In bh letter In Dr. 
mentlonaai the reason of hli going lu 



BtUolnhig land, lur llbertr to rebnIJd It. and 
railed by aolweriptfon a 11101 (br encloting Ibli 
Bndent eemeieiT with a. wailt henoa ha cania 
to conalder It aa bii bailal-plaoe, and we toomed 
that Arennce for it iwoiue genazally haTO for 
the burlal-placaotthelraneaiteia. Hrbrotber 
waa Udna Ci BUItbuid, when CaiitdnOroie, on 
Ml peregrbuuloni tlnoa A SooUud, atarad Bnie 
thna at UariB HoumJu the uoliliboaTbiiod,with 
— —n Bobert JWhS ol OJanilSlel, ■parOnHar 
ot my brptbei^ Iba Antlqaiilan and 



^DBtwen " UnBonAandthl^tbealUNr." 
irt nqnaated of Cuitaln Gnae, whmi be 
Id come to Aynblib that hawonklmakaa 
'hia of ADmraj-Khxa* Itvai Iba bailal- 
plaoe oThlifaUMT, and wban heUmnlt bad a 
ioitot dahnu) Jty down hli boneewbeD the* 
~ be no ImgB HrrlGetiila to him : and 
rhi~Maiu of many a good atsrr 0) wltdui and 
oppaiUloni, of which ha knew Iba Oaptaln wai 
Tory fond. . J>n Cantata agread to the nqneit, 
prOTlded the wMtwoHld InniMi n wHoh-atorr, 
to bo printed along with It. ■■ nm o' Bhtntar "* 
waa prednced on ihia occasion, and wai flnt 
piihtl)hedtn"aioae'iAiitlqBltlei of Scotland.*^ 
ne p«n ts loandcd on a tradKhmal itoryi 
he leedlng olronmitRseee of a man tiding hnne 
eiy late from Ayr. hi a itonoy nlght-^IIHShig 
light in AUoiwu-Kirk-^ito haTlngthe ewfoalty 
tolDi* In-hli leelngadancaof wlShea.wlththB 
deiU pbiylng on Uuhagpliia to them— thaioaniy 
eoTeting ol one o( Ebs mtebiSi wbKb mada bim 
M lor wnt bluualf ai to cry, " W*et loapeh, 

iTiuny nspectablD oL^ people hi chit 
MpreaoDtiecotlectanyclrcHmitinrcB 



neithboii 
laona 



afraid, ma; app 

The folloidnH povma In t 
HKm^were not In ihni pi 

Mr. (^Tln Jlamllton lu Uio 
loeatarly to hhn, when be w 
jneiluMun totlH injaiiotlen 
xi^-i- ciimmi^ that DO mm) 



tha r««annd ^ 

Kr prodncnU:" "The Ordinal 
em to the Dnco Onld:" "Tarn _ 
legy:' "A Winter Klght;" "StaDEas on uk 
ime ocaaiion ai tbaigrecedlna: ]irayer ;|| 

TbonmPsahn;' "hayernnrterthepreeuiie 
^ TMIent nnanish :" "IbellinslxVeneiofthe 
XInallcihrnba:" "Tarses to MIh Logan, with 
Beattle'e roeon:'' "To a Haggis j" " Addiom lo 
Bdlnhnrghi" "John Berleycem c*' When QniTd- 
fOrd OpH;" "Betafaid yon hUli wlKie Htlnchar 

lolchiit ValnTO sees i"^" Ilia Ulwmy Higbl:" 

will, perhaps, not be amlii to trsmcrlbo the 

tlic bar of pnbllc jmlgment. 
Pr^acelo On firtl Eiiuim efBsmt Awnu.jmt- 
hilifd at JCilmamwt. 

poeV ■w\\o, ^W\ VTic &to ueXfe^cbi 'A'VifcKvsr^ 
art, anfl, s»t\iftB»i 0.0M v'o.i c\-jwss»,» wi& ^■*- 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



nesscs of upper life, look.<i down for a rural 
theme, with an eye to Theocritus car Virjril. To 
the author of this, these and other celebrated 
names, their countrymen, are, at least in their 
orieinal language, 'a fountain shut up, and a 
book sealed. Unacquainted with the necessary 
requisites for commencing poet by rule, he sings 
the sentiments and manners he felt and saw in 
himself and his rustic compeers around him in 
his and their native language. Though a rhymer 
from his earliest years, at least from the earliest 
impulses of the softer passions, it was not till 
Terv lately that the applause, perhaps the par- 
tiality of friendship, awakened his vanity so 
far as to make him think anything of his worth 
showing: and none of the following works were 
composed with a view to the press. To amuse 
himself with the little creations of his own 
fancy, amid the toil and fatigues of a laborious 
life; to transcribe the various feelings, the loves, 
tue griefs, the hopes, the fears, m his own 
breast : to find some kind of counterpoise to the 
struggles of a world, always an alien scene, a 
task uncouth to the poetical mind,— these were 
his motives for courting the muses, and in these 
he found poetry to be its own reward. 

** Now that he appears in the public character 
of an author, he does it with fear and trembling. 
So dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even 
he, an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast 
at the thought of being branded as— an imperti- 
nent blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the 
world ; and, because he can make a shift to jingle 
a few doggerel Scotch rhymes together, looking 
upon himself as a poet of no small consequence 
forsooth. 

'* It is an observation of that celebrated poet, 
Shenstonc, whose divine elegies do honour to our I 



nation and our species, that 'hamilityhaide* 
pressed many a genius to a hermit, but never 
raised one to fame !* If any critic catches at tbe 
word * genius,* the author 'tells him once for all, 
tiiat he certainly looks upon himself as possesivd 
of some poetic abilities, otherwise iiis publishing 
in the manner he has done wooid oe a ma- 
noBuvre beneath the lowest and worst cba- 
racter which he hopes his worst enem v will never 
give him. But to the genius of a Ramsay, or tbe 
glorious dawnlngs of the poor unfortunate Fer- 
gusson, he, with equal unaffected sincerity, de- 
clares, that even in his highest pulse of vanity, 
he has not the most distant pretensions. Thete 
two justly-admired Scotch poets he has aften 
had in his eye in the following pieces, bntratber 
witli a view to kindle at their flame for serriie 
imitation. 

'' To his subscribers, the Author returns Mt 
most sincere thanks. Not the mercenary Iww 
over the counter, but the heart-throbbing grati- 
tude of the bard, conscious how much he owes to 
benevolence and friendship for gratifying Um, 
if he deserves it, in that dearest wish of every 

Eoetic bosom— to be distinguished. If ho b^ 
is readers, particularly the learned and poBte, 
who mav honour him with a perusal, that tli^y 
will make every allowance for education and 
circumstances of life ; but if, after a fair, candU. 
and impartial criticism, he shall stand convieted 
of dnlness and nonsense, let him be done by as 
he would in that case do by others— let him be 
condemned, without mercy, to contempt and 
oblivion." 

I am, dear sir. 
Your most obedient humble servant, 

GlLBSBT Bumi 



\ 



ISrOTElSu 



.— " Aald ElDS CoU,', Oui udcnt 

, loU. 

ptB t p.l .— "AJterMnje dog In HlghlindMng." 



Nolo«,p.a-"atand(o 



Tooth.', 'wii. __■ 



lilt Duke of Uonl 

KmoH ^mmoGk'a." A woftby old lio«t«n of the 
Aatliar'i, In Unacbllile, whsre be HjinetJines 
RtniUod poUilDt over a glau ol guld (old Scotch 

Mote i4j<. I-—" When Itber lolk are bur 
■AvlnT' Tati rencouDter hAppened la seed time, 

llote 1^ p. T.— ^'^ile while je hae been many 



nS^i^ASlP-JiZ:. 



ive-dLgmr. 



ol ahlllII^ Bllll cnntlDiie penloaclonilr id In 
OoirD to tha Bsltgalnr." Olenhnck, Ibe xmrce 



□I the rlTf r A^r. Katton key, a mill landlQB- 



Nole 33. p- 10.— "Or ZIpporab, the Bcaoldlng 



aack^Ki™ 



Nolo SB, p. 10.-" To every New Ligbt moltier'i 
son." "KewLlghf IS scant phniie In the Weil 

"Now«,ttlO,-"Slnlliat dBTMIcMeldId yoo 

Ifa(a44.p.}4.— "Abrldtfeyour bonnlebarjica.^' 
Alluding to Ibe proposed reduction In the iiaiiy 

nbone." itlna IleniT V-' 

Note «.n.».-" And vet w|- fnnny queer St. 
John." gfrJohnFaletsh, mrffShakape™., 
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BURNS' POETICAL WORKS. 



Xote 60. p. 15.— "Daan flr«t" Duan^ a term 
of Ossian's for the different dlyisions of a difrres- 
Klvc poem. See hU Cuth-Loda, voL U. of M'Phcr- 
son's translation. 

Note 51. p. 15.—" To see a race heroic whecL" 
Tlie Wallaces. 

Note 52, p. 15.—" nis CocsTRY'8 Saviocb, mark 
him weU ! * William Wallac4>. 

Note 5:». p. 15.—" Bold Klchardton's heroic 
swelL" Adiim Wallace, of Uichnrdtun, cousin to 
the immortal prebcrver of Scottish indepen- 
dence. 

Note 54, p. 15.—" The chief of Sark who Rlorlons 
felL" Wallace, Laird of Cralfrlu. who was second 
in command, nnder DunKlas I-ltirl of Ormond. nt 
the famouH battle on the banks of Sark, fou^'ht 
mnno 1448. That Klorioaii rictory was principallj 
owing to the jadlciowi conduct and intrepid 
valour of the gallant I^alrd of Cralgie, who died 
of his wounds after the action. 

Note 56. p. l.'{.—"Tliere. where a sceptred Pictisli 
Khade." CoilaR. king of the Plcut, from whom 
the district of Kyle is said to take its name, lies 
buried, as tradition nays, near the famil v seat of 
the Montgomcries of Collsfleld, where his burial- 
place is still shown. 

Note 56, p. 15.—" Thro* many a wild, romantic 
grove." Karbkimmlng, the t>eat of tlio late Lord 
Justice Clerk. 

Note 57, p. 15.—" The learned siro and son I 
saw." Catrine, the seat of the late Doctor, and 
present Professor Stewart. 

Note 5H, Ik 15.—" lirydone's brave ward I well 
could spy.'^ Colonel rnllarton. 

Note so, J). 17.— "Tarn Samson's Elegy.*' "When 
this worthy old spo • .^man went out last nmlr- 
fowl season, he suitpOstMl it was to be, in Ossian's 
phrase, "the last of his fields!" and expressed 
an ardent wish to die and l>e buried in the muirs. 
On this hint the author composed his elegy and 
epitaph. 

Note GO. p. 17.—" Or great M'Klnlny thrawn his 
heel?" A certain prcacliur, a great favourite 
with the million. 

Note CI, p. 17.— "Or Robertson again grown 
weel.*' Another preacher, an equal favourite 
with the few. who was at that time ailing. For 
him, see also the Ordination. Stanza ix. 

Note 62, p. 18.—'* Thro' a' the streets and neuks 
o' Killle." KiUte is a phrase the country folks 
somet linos use for Kilmarnock. 

Note 63, p. 18.— "Halloween " is thought to l>e 
a uight when witches, devils, and other mischief- 
making Ix^ings. are all abroad on their Imneful 
midnight errands; particularly those ai^rial |>eo- 
ple, the Faries, are said on that uigbt to hold a 
grand anniversary. 

Note 64. p. 18.—" On rasslllls Downans dance.*' 
rertaiu little, romanti<;, rocky, green hills, in 
the neighbourhood of the ancient seat of the Earl 
of Cassillis. 

Note 65. p. 18.— "There, up the cove, to stray 
an' rove." A noted cavern near Colzean House, 
called the Cove of Colzean : which, as Cassillis 
Downans. is famed In country story for being a 
favourite haunt for fairies. 

Note 66, p. 18.—" Where Bruce anc^ rul'd the 
martial ranks." The famous family of that 
name, the ancestors of Rorrht, the great de- 
liverer of his country, were Earls of Carrick. 

Not<f 67. p. 18.— "Their stocks maun a' Im< sought 
ance."— Tlio first ceremony of Halloween, Is 
pulling each a f(orl\ or plant of kali. Tliey mu^t 
go out, hand-in-hnnd. with eyes shut, and pull 
the first they meet with ! It's being big or little, 
straight or crooked, is prophetic of the size and 
shape of the prrand object of all their spells— the 
husband or wife. If ixny ytni. or earth stick to 
the n>ot. that Is toehfr, or f<)rtunp ; and the taste 
of tlie custoc. that is the heart of the stem, is in- 
dicative of the natural temper and disposition.— 
Lastlv, the stems, or to give them their ordinary 
Mppelhtton, tho runts^ arc placed somewYicTt 



above the head of the door, and the CHiri^tin 
names of the people whom chance brings ln» 
the house are. accordlng^ to the priority of 
placing the runt*, the nainca In question. 

Note 68, p. 18.—" To pu' their stalks o' eon.' 
They go to the barn-yard, and poll each, at thm 
several times, a stalk of oats. U the third n£l 
wants the top-picUe, that in. the grain at thcttf 
of the stalk, the party in question will comeio 
the marriage-bed anythinfr hat a maid. 

Note eo.p.18.— ">^heu kittlin* In the Urn- 
house." When the corn la In a donbtfal stub 
by being too green, or wet, the stack-bailder. 1^ 
means of old tlmbi'r. ftc. makes a large apsn- 
nient in his stack, with nn opening In theiifiie 
which is the fairest exposed to the wind; tUihe 
calls a/attstf Jtouse. 

Note 70, p. 18.— "Tho anUI galdwf fit's wrd- 
hoordet nits." Itaming the nnta la a favoarilt 
charm. They name the lad and lass to escfe 
particular nut, as they lay them In the flre,sii 
according as they mirn noletly together, or 
start from bcsldo one a not her, the oousa txi 
issue (»f the courtship will be. 

Note 71. p. in.— **.\nd the blno cine thnnn 
then." Whoever wunld, with anocess. try tkif 
spelL must strictly ebscnre thMe dlrectiseii: 
Steal out. all ahMie. to the tUn, and darkllae 
throw into the pot a clue of bine yam : wM k 
in a new clue off the old one . and. towards the 
latter end. srmiething will hold the thread dr- 
mand wha haudif—X.a.^ who holds ? An anmcr 
will be returned from the kiln-not. by DaaifeK 
the Christian and somame <n jour latin 
sp<mse. 

Note 72, p. 19.—" TTl eat the apple at the flasi" 
Take a caudle, and go alono to a looking-jriiiK: 
eat an apple before it, and some tradltlonii Mr, 
yon shonld comb yonr hair all the time: tAe 
face of your conjugal companion. iQ be. will ke 
seen in the glass, as if peeping over yev 
shoulder. 

Note 73. p. lU.— " He gat hcrap-need. I nrind K 
wecl." Steal out un|»ercelvod. and sow a hand- 
ful of hemp-seed: harrowing It with anylbhi; 
yon can conveniently draw after yon. Kepnt 
now and then, " llomp-seed, I saw thee: heia|i- 
seed, I saw thee, and him (or her) tfiatlsfol* 
my true love, come after me, and pn' thee. L^nnk 
over your left shoulder, and yon will see tfee 
appearance of the person invoked. In the atti- 
tude of pulling hemp. Some tradltkHM s«r. 
"come after me. and shaw thee**— that b, 
show thyself: In which case It almply appears 
Others omit the Iiairowinff, and saj, "CUM 
after me. and harrow thee.* 

Note 74, p. lA — "To whi throe wechts o' 
nacthlng." This charm must likewise be per^ 
formed unperceivod and alone. Yon go tollM 
bam and open both doom, taking them off th* 
hinges, if possible; for there Is danger that the 
boing abont to appear may shnt the doors and A» 
you some mischief. Ttien take that instminent. 
used In winnowing com, which. In oar coanrrr 
dialect, we call a irarht. and go throngh all the 
attitudes of letting down com against the wind. 
Repttat it three times ; and the third time «a 
appariUcm will pats throagh the bam, in at thr 
windy door, and out at tlie other, having b«th 
the. tigure in question, and tlie appearaaeo. or 
retinup, marking the employment or atatlun in 
11 f<'. 

Note 75, p. 10.— "It chanc'd tho stack be ffl>l- 
dom'd thrice." Take an opportunity of pApi. 
unnoticed, to a bfrestacJt, and fnthon It thrre 
times round. The last fathom of the last time 
you will catch In yonr arms the appea ranee of 
yonr future conjngal ynke-fellnw. 

Note 76, p. am — " Wliare three lalnK land* 
met at a bnm." Yon go out. one or inorv. fur 
this is a social spell, to a sonth-runnlngsprinftor 
rivulet, where "three lairds* landi« meet.'* and 



» fln. IDIl bV'S TOOT «t iloOTf bBlore It 
uu itppuflllan, JuvluE tUe auct Sgarv or 
ffTAiid object In qawuDd, wll] come and tan 
^ alHre, w U ta^ir Ita other ilils o( It. 

Koto if. p. N. — •%■ limlM tlinw IT 
rwund." ^uu UueadlalHa, pat ciMn wBUr 
ouo, (Mil wuar u wotber. leivo tbc thi 
«Dipcy; UiiuUald aperBou, aud lead htm to tin 
bouviirhan tha-duliaiaroTUDndi be lor ■ 
aif Uw leCt Imiid ; 1( by chanco la the cle 

tbe bar si iHlrliDon>- a nulil ; U In Uie tan 
««ul cattalntT, no marriaEt!' nt all. li'ia 
mSuM tte dlitaali altutd. _ anuigii 

erant Innl."^ lioweuii, with bBll«r 4nat>a(l 
viUklo-ilieoiiliialvayi tkciroffflwnAifwr 

Mau St, p U.— " ' Hniw iiMJgn uplUng 
trtumptauH wit^.' " Ptpe'i - HTDdior Fureai 
K0(aa,^[i.«ci.— "BaBMHe re're surDaioed IIL 
Kote »ti p.ffl.-"Dnt Mi"*""-^"' ""-"<■ " 
lwnBet.>aci.liedfmiu1.i 



""V'S 




imnlni Aream. Jt mu M jirorw-JUcnrlia. 

nentlmi to Ihe benlghCsd traiTell«r,lbatvbi! 
-« KUa In with b^t, whatever dcnuar »* 
he Id tia (DIu Innriird. Uwre W niich nv 
Murd in tanuni back. 



£dliibin 



uu. ta iec M 



un ia Qo 



aT' 






■t tilt MnDi] ot the dnun " The Cipion of 
Hole Ul p. ti~" I lutlrl WH witb CartU." 
CaiMaIn Cnnlk who dcHrsyed Ihs Mpniilili 
SduIbc MtMHei doclzii; tbe ilege oi Olbixlur, 

iru. 

KOM m, ^ M.-" An' b. th»l d*»r KUbilgta." 
A pccbHat lort of vbiiky to called, & gnM 

Kua IM, p, K— " Her [onl, ■ wIeM <t' HOBKr't 
cnlL" HMDHlt lUoved to bsOis oUeitlHa- 
lul iliicBr on record. 

MotaUi, p.*).— '•lion mr nllunt wttky*t.' 
Li tooK edukm HiJir li giil»t]tiilad tor imiHr. 

NotaULp. «L— "alwliu (he tnioat klndeal 
betft-" nxbuoioeol thli •on;, Mn. Onuld. 
(Tpnurl^MlBi Lnry Johnsron.) ojtd In LUbon. 
TbiM moet uoomplLued end miHt htrniy wonuiH 

whkli iMcimny mM Impnulon ot Iter ij- 
Note 13T, iL 01,— ^1 wLnee Tentnr't In mj 
rh^mei." Tnia poem. 110 Impeifect coikT of 
wnich im* pcinWd in JofanMn'tMueun, lihare 
nou. Tk* ecenarf eo finely (leKrlbod la Ukan 
IroBiuiut. ThenoetietnppoeeiliobonuM* 
bx miM on ilw bulk! of Ihe rlrer Clodai, u3 
m tin nine of UDcudui-AbbeT, fonnded In the 
Smith eantniT. in tke relin dT Mulcolm IV. ot 

•MM HaKOt IB Pananf a Toot In Seuliad, ot 
ttOM'i AallqiUlM at thM dlf lUonof Uie lilud. 
ItaehnitiHaidnidi apluaireweD filled lor 
taldUgrywne with Mrlil bcinfi. Thoofta 

igamUlSl. 



of hi> nl , 

jn lonnd wonhr ot lbs fiandenr 

ud Klanially of tbli prepitkilon. 

■Me im, p. (t— " A flight of bold eaitlei from 
AdiWinnnd." TheSomini. 

NX* m^ p. M.— " The ecourge of 1)10 HU. end 
HMdrMloftbeBlwre." The Si^coni. 

nllowln for*." Hie Duo i. 

Koto lO, ptft at,—" Ai Larnmilleui wiineu 
and Loneento Iclt." Two lAmoDH bettlu, In 



blehoiwB nnd hli Ute.'' Tlie HlfbUnderiat the 

and malch ihera BlvHVB.^' Thin ilD^nlAr figure 
otpoetrj-, mktn tnna the matbenutJu, rofert (0 
the tiiDUDi propmlUon ot PrthBgoruIltia ITth 
IrUngle. the iqiun of the tarnHlienuHlii almyi 
eaugl to the iooerci ot t he iwa other (Idea. 

Tiun. "nilewuirrlttfniliaiilthetliiiaDnrlard 
DUdahlitoarlDtheHlKhlandi.mT. 

da^' ntiTomiBlBdvwBadrawingapJctareof 

dar the name nl Cro^allitn raiiclhl«a. 

MoU ur, B. M.— '■That strain noon ronnd tli' 
■nthDelT tomb when lUddel Ileal" Robert Rh 
del, Ei£, ol PrUr'aCarae, a 

under nunj- obllgatlona. 



Koie IM, p. u.-" To ■lai IDT Highland La^ 
have been wrllten on Hljtfaland ^arr. 
NolalH, p. 01.— "To Sir. Trnia." JerMilw 

Note iu, p. U.-" The Nllh aball ran H Oca- 
■iDcoo." AblgfahUlmttheKiBrcBottheKlth.^ 

Cn^ " i well-knowa rock la 'the Mth ol 

Note ISO. pL Tit.— "Mt Bin dew dnlDt; Saria," 
OabUfOBcli li Ibe title of an old Heaick aaK 
Irom which Aumi bu taken uotbblE Mt Ol 

Koie lai p. n "RoDndiog Claden'a vac* 

anung.'; The rt»er Cluden, a trtbutarx a»I««» 






7S^ 



rile binntt o( onr poet. It iraa tlure ha mnilM 
" lAuie wl' Ibe llnt-wliJW VKk*," Mn. Vkalp- 
dale, and thai bo coneglired MTanl of Iila Mu- 

stite of their aolhor. Mr. Drme U of ovWoi 
(caol at l>uinMvL where eeit^ilT ho ban PaBj 

Brni Irlenda, nor ■nderanjne"— !'•-"• imaSir- 
Ins (Id Ironi EdInbutfLBn 

liurron of a gaol perpMsalll huaiadi 
nslion. ReSodontbeSaotJDlT,! 
K<ito IBfcp. r ^ ■ 

band! DlNltC" 



MrSiataiCl- 

OtJDlT,in«. ^ 

■naHinr brOi 
"Jjid'liarieT7 of tlie HiaT 



Note m. p." ».—• The fiVrt be n-aa n bd 

andieryontV' tialor Miller. 
Sole in. ii IS.-" For the old gold aai 

Sole ml'ijTl.-'™ greol tilaeldeit at 



p. n— John Bnahby, 1 






utal^ ■ poor, OMTDH-wltud cnUon. mlh 
lutinacanlNnMlonukaaibinrol unctltr. 
WMn KDMOd 10 uuHliar pulib, UM then 
■cUng u u aUu. lio vu fonnd cnllt; ot 
MMBO nsoolatloiu In llie [nndi of the poor— 
to vlikb Buiu nUodei In the " KIrk'i Alirm." 
UlUmsMr. GOmlnc bomn ana night from mar- 
ket In a out. In ■ lUie of inioilcatlon. he lell 
turn tlw Tcfiicle, ud wu fouod lireleu In ■ 
dIMinnnnoniUig. 

Note in,p. m.— ■"lUrt EMtUelo John 1*- 
pnlk." nb epiitle ir» flnE paMiitud b; lA- 
imlk UmMll aiwHuit hli own works. 

HOM m. p. n-'^KplMIe to tlio Bar. John 
lIltMb," M tbu time antojlng IIm appolnEnMnt 
el «MMiM md nwunr to iba BovrPaler 




Mote uo, p. M>-"nMn^ Uuni." Oam, 
an«la,a«ln. AUndtag to Ontn Haralh— 

Koiei8i.p.M.->UtaHiq)ln'eatnnldi 

mle'i nlcki." lOotle Uni tt Mnndilina, end 
dealt In oowi. Hie «• of Umn iDtnMle la 
nurkeil hr rinn on tfiur bonK irhiob nu ol 

cwirHbecDtuidpolMMdo«,Me*to ■— 

1» oalled JU«fit-tfnwM^ ud he whr 



■— ennwil moner. (See >lu OImmti 
In AjTt and wtlmliir friend ot (he poet 
In hl« bohell lo a joDn^ lady whom ha admlredl 

Note IH p. W.— "Llnai written on a Bai 
Note." "TllOM Tar«« In Iha handwrlllog _. 

Bvnt. in mated Iiom a tankjwta. tn iba poa- 
HBriea o( Jb. /UM* P. Grade, ol DnnCrleF 
Aanoto taoT the Bank ot MBllud.andIi daCe; 



tlieatioiifmndn^lhepoat'f*ltDroiMMn,and 
■narldntlraa •ztenqMCO eOotlOB oiblt o)ia~ 
raetethtle laglUiga. nurkaarlntenalpmotor 
tbelt luTlnf been written nt tiat InteTertlni: 
period ollili life, when hewaaon the point ^ 
lenTtnf the conaUT oaaceonntelllHnnlr-""^ 
able manner Ui nhkli hii nopoaali (or ma 



ot poama, then newly pnbllihed. "On ver — 
appeared in tbe Sun Dewipaper, AprlL ""* 
SMt IM, p. »t-~"7lw' J^I^ fanes 



Lord I>fLCr/' Ttiii mccl 



, me br Ur. Uackenile, inrKCon. Masch- 

llne. Lord Daer, who wu eldeit ton ts UnnlHr. 
tminhEBiiiiOMlUrfc.uidtaad been a pnnll at 
31r. Stewart, wu a ;aiuiE ooblemin of the 
Ereuaat promlie. He hadliut ntnmedlrom 
France, where he eolLlvnted the locleEj of soma 



tevDlnlhukaod had conlraclei! 






jn men to his ftmuEer bnKIier. tbe law 

Thomaa. Bar! ot Mlklrk. <Ibtinnl>li<id bf bis 

"llole^ p. W°^"EpljMe^ Ihjor ^a.- 
irSeTSTln A^hTro for hii w« luJd'bnmo'i^ 
jf which two apedmena mar be given. Aaked 
»^Bt of aptrlla ahewaa brinflnff to him on lila 
D water out o't." Vlslled on hla 
narked that It would talu /britiidt 

^arkbonae, Iq Ayrablrb, wim hid motber and 
Plater, tbe HlaALo^n to whom Bnma presented 

TST.'I Ur. Wo-ida bad been tbe frtond ol Pet- 
nteon. He wa> long a lavonrue aiSoc In Edln- 

talent. He died, at hia bonee on (he £!m«, 
EdlBtmrth. DeMnber 14, IMl 

Kota laa, n. M— "And HarleT." The hero of 
HaAenila'i " Han ol Ftatai,* el which Bums 
alwajra apoke in aneh *ann teima of admlra- 



AdiwBlo and to™ Chi'et'S;ron,°bii"rocelyod 

irf In 'wlsh?-~W*CMech'''' P*'^'""■ 

iSote'lM, p. ".-"Bpf'^elo Hngh Parker." 
iJ^ei"' re'^^rtllen?"™ ° e'"'{TS""'hc 'rtod 

HoteW p. M.-" Epiatle to Captain Blddel, of 
OlenrlddeL on retnmuig a neinpaper," Captain 
Riddel ha^ M the eouie ol pofuworsr a newi- 
papar, taUn upan aooM arlUau muulu n- 
■PMttag BOO* praAMIon of Banu, aoT ■■-■ — 
nrdlnih deepitalwd tlw paper to the ] 
he mliU kare aa onoRBBlU' ot Bkien 
waaaaldotUm. ^dltwaalnnMr 
paper that B«nia aeeoDpanled " 



n rannlutttals 
mt It itS the 



Qn«».lB.WBTli ot *!!«*-* 



lii:iiSS' POETICAL 



WlSiua Kl 



UHipnuvitrot >lr.Wlfll«HiiKi4,(aaKnt by 
(bM waituDUB to Hhw, h iFboaD knplnc It 
bi-niw HI, ami dthl it Mi finn Dt EOlticiuL 
X,»» Ml. p. KK-^Hlt »r — ■'" ' — ■ - — 
tnv," Ilir ivmUcI In'' 



ic ImpoMUHa torUn 
Htae (UMLa»now, 






L B ileecriplloiiof ] 
iii'lkr'rurthsliiiniMHBtiRlu. "] 



nrtb Dm 

ciiiuiuMH. m-mw^ in< thO j^ 
hpnyt elumluii^i at VrtroiUiDrlir— u : 
tIK pom. "CntlWanoeli'- is Arri 
<.'M<i(diirrw1i: " JlcarUdcV" i> Copuila iiiuuei. 
•( Ulsiirhlile]. inMlMt IciUaul oT Ibe poeC: 
■-■iulf,'' wBKtlicPrwutol Uoinlrlei ; " Walili,'' 



IQlHWI*- 

tttnilol 



." Al£iUa 



vlB «lcel«L SaKu «l Itig ncnlty of 

j'll ITU, whau 11 wu FUDlvdl br MUM nHoAtn 
hf Lbe Tory paity *l Hu ScottMb bar t« opfot 

Lldad In fedtofl Dp a iHdtionBnlnctbe puAr 
>l Uw weU-kDOKD HdlUon Mlk Nr. ZnkliK^ 
oppetmuHH at Mn Glmu Cnw Ibi AdtlfCrl 
Tlieuin) on Ibnt DCCtuLOn wu tlHIgwIM b; 

gauLlcucD (juaDM wtaon wb« CkulM 

kod IMrid Bona, r«tpcct>velj 1«4 
ent ind LoTd-Jaiu» CbrkN u -■» 



■•tttn." the^' 
IjMMIanf' 



Agilmt iliD Bnchu 
uctTlMnlHiad. 




UUlcaple. 
'Uowiil (4 Liimn. 
■--'"- - w^-'On One 

as 



inuulit lumrd Mr. KolHrt DdiMu, < 
ca. Lord Advooato. Id appoaltloa to 
lie fetDHT niatd the di^ by in ai 
.Ml. m foU«riDevaTaaili|Biiciu 

>[t)ie dlHilaod dannnm no •xtnmB, Uiiilit 
liat erenlnE, irltb a cntaia, tend M tnai 
lia door, In PrUiaa'i Btnac, ■ braatflaie an 
■bleb fall daalfnattim aa Dean of WmtalV «■ 
.UKribed. ItlinMliiipaaMble,thBt,laetaaiaiwr- 
libigMr. Uandai ao ownitalaaalT, aHdin au- 
Slid. Biilnitlsr, llDnumMn rwotlMt tte lUfB 



Sucenvberry atrtpped hU donataa of OnmOt^ 
K. In UnmMea^Ure. wd traMpotb m P aa M a 
hiiln.elal1IM,waodatt«'balnRaBt,bi ortw 

iitppoaadta be Ub danabtsr. 

irate au, p. M-'*On lbs Dak« ot QuluiiHiii.' 
nanu wai tma lar bakur lalUed ^ ■ irtm 1> 
'viantiw Irtt ndrkal iSitu aa a itiimm- 
nortbT of lit! natlee, and ni mnfadad Ott 
ere vi-rt ancli nenoDi Mlmlnantihad br nat 
dclrcmuaBn) as Iba Dako o( " " ' »■— 




'ledoathenSlc"— L« _.. _ 

IS'"'" 






ktlMBt, and Ltundacoi — , _ _. _. 

lift flnt ipoit, Ibea BameBL wni preTtooily 
iiaanA. -11 co« OM." Myibe, " game beue- 
i£hu|pI Ifd of Oio ilUr. ' 



NOTES. 

JlVtM.— "Bonny Pceij-AIIUoo." Ac- 
( tu XI. CmuUiif bsm, this wu iho bvdb 

as "3CoDUaperT'H ^ket-" BnL more 
U iDlonDiUan MsaUOeilhe heroine of 
'n Bs Uargarct Alllaon. of LocAlea, who 

iTid.p.Si— " Young PeKT." Thliwultas 
nn^AlLUoD meiuooftd m Uu [ongoing 
« »I, n. M.— " Ton idld mDUr moanuUii." 
ilniHliyOnnUi ludtha nardiKlue 

c m, p. «s.~"Maei>lHn«i's FiirtwelL" 

- " — "- ru a oomi HlgbUnd Iree- 

panouU itt«n|iih, ■nil am 
>nUw iMJK. AK*r hotdlBf 

uaors('(li«''KHTM"fir«, aodi^d 
m ikntO ul BnUlihM (SorcmMr t, 
n with etruln (lEnlM *lw ud Men 
lib coii>|i«ij. In Hi* Fl*w- wlAe h« 



; and an uppropriata a] 
DttuiGmd KIT health I 



la uiioa,wl 



[ollond litBweBUaatliHt t 
HtkanombMi 



t aj, wUek WH elaguiaUf 
.^_«__._.,. At lut Un. Bom* foBiid hlB 
Bxod on ■ tsuUCnl jilaneL-'tbac ilUHVe tlto 

In, He Immedlaulf , on DOMrlnE the bonaa, 
»lJod for hit dakg ton wrote oaactJr aa thay 
DOW sUad, witli all Hi* eaM o( oag caprine froa 
aKmori, theaa ^ablinM and palbatMnmi. 

^'ou SK, p. n.— "Konioun'a on and an'." 
Thji Bona It inppDud to be ono of tboaa vldob 

UartonTiHtli nscmint Kminani nlasd a bodr 
i>( iroopg lor ths Pniendu In im, and had tha 
Mel ocimiuand ot iha iniirmiu lorCH la tka 
wUh of aootlBsd. Takta al. Preslan. bo waa 

iHitanca ma ezacatad on the mh Fcbnanr, 
taitaltod eitate wa* bouf bC back 6r 
— ' -- tSSr .on. $ 



broaibt to ilw ptaco M execiitkiK on tl 
n-hUTol Bai-.rt (Kov. lej. he played II 






»MH an iiKUed bi 
iintataerrtila DmK lla.^. ~ .-..„, ...u .~ 
n liBplamuic of gnat lenph and ^tHcM— ah 
nU aa bj hla bonu, whiob were fonnd a few 



Mrtlm. CbaHea II. waalbo hvro. 

HMO tK, n. H.— "BoOBMAnD." "IcannKH 
Ma inag ou o( ooMltaent tvHIas Ann M null 
OB, the daagUwuriMMad AUui Uiutcrti 
be Mitkor vt tht air ^MnthaUaa'a TdmcT 
.ndtHTOWIhTMothantatUi work (Johiuci 
lea»'iIIaalaaiUa«m.'*-BDin. ^isilL 
utoi aftwwarli bnniH Xn. DarUMilre. 

NMe91,|L*T.— '^WUUTln neaien." T 
Blabnuea poFa ma conpiMBd bj- B^m^ 
taplember.lratb •>■ itaa MulTenarj ol the .1 
« wblcb be bsairi of tha death of hln 'arl)* lo 
larr JJuupbelL Accordliu to Mn Bnrns. 
..-. J ... ^1, ij|,aaria([ nnlcr co... 

?iit,*M*Mie'Hil*/gl'«dSp' 



Bt that daj, al 






long the carty EDEtlib. or oailj- SeottlM 

jndfiment: and, morcorcrf there aro ^nfltctent 
nronndi lor IdtntUyInK ItH absoliite oUglnaUI;, 
the rh jthm only beliH: adniiled- 
Note 3W, p. (•—-■Jho FSW ChampStre." Tin 



Enterkln, came t 



IbonKht 10 be u) tnlrndiotlon to a canvam tor 
.^.,_«».*i-. *h. «....,^_ ^ercml other eandl- 
paitlealiify Kir John 

, , jcJrd. and Mr. lloowelL 

the weH-luwwn WoiiniiibBr la Dr. J^liniwn. 
The poHIlalilowa (ftNli fenlre aii'i'intibiitr, 
vhleb are alluded to in ttie ballnd. If ibpf ever 



«t of the glouKta of addont, nre toriiiciiithe 
annnbir pebblev wbltfli hav<. of late 



iiiBiy, i onoinUiB, voBl, viw. ohkb V^ ^ 




Hf LocliilD. "It it & wild rhapaqjy," he «jft> wlHUTnalhe BDliJflct or then line*, wu fti 

" mlKHbly doAoleut tn renlflcatuin ; batuine EncltahwDmaiL aemed In Bdlnbart^ — ■ 

nentlfliflntH 0T11 tba genaJne fcetlngfl DT my lieiirtt miirliBl^lu (or th« Jiutltydf faer demeABOi 

1 JiAvearnrt^cQlorpleaaTireUic-QjiDlDcttover." fur Uio cxqaJidl« bunty of ber panon. 

Nota EM. p. ini.— "Robin," [t luilxeii iild ItBimd [o tbe leu rJirtdsDcJetr oraoau n 

Ibsttbere wuiomefiHiudsIlDnlD Inct for Itili wlti, Bad berjKHlralt irns eDcnvsd uid 

cbincdd to Be prestptolIUc pool's tlrlB.iiiTlng cnimivlngitiiBl Burns »toH! Iltc lineivb 

aoliullr nQpopncvd soipe such i)roph«cl«s rv- fiug^sEcd. 



obtained of a beaatitul voung female, nho rodq 
np to an Ion it A^r, as the poet waa moontlng 



Sliuan LedEc. which took p&cs In ITH, aad at 
vblcb JVUffam Pukiir. one of Ihe pae?> olAnt 

tended. TlM Mug irns an Impromptu. Bud iru 



. .— . itr'ofmm'al ta 

i.i'J^'n Kb 'itwMOB^ "Sf Ci 

WW«2» tlu.1 the Au.lril^nd LJ^milS 
nleif at Oemanpes, by Oeneral UumoBiJu 



Dake gl Aj^o, nndlnf tdmnll and hit cosr 



the " Second EpUtle ta Ur. Urafaam ol Flntry.'- 

aoiMj- npon a government' situ ttiCin. Ihatlie 
■lipnld oliserro aomc loeasure In hl3 pollUcal 
KTtiUi^. Butnn'i cenlns had moreover ac- 
qolred lor hlia (rlenfii anionget men ot aU par- 



Mote »)j 






„ jffiSi.Wi,.''';s'.™ 




c poel. who MHaned Her ipriphllr Bud bUcc- "TUB iBimloiT'' he ilylu hit 

™ML°5r ''Brewn''£ronlw 'ld " long°'i\ee' " ^"'•'' ■™l''klng, deu-bonghc Beti.-' 

!nuliilnKlhc partlcslari or a QKiUEerlo o) She I'm n^nrlcd loUr. John Blehup. orerHGr, 

lid bBuH which be bad jnat lieen vl&Jtlng. at FolkcniniFl, near Whiiburn, mid » long dead. 

I Ur. Browninu banding Ilie Eheel to Mlii Kate IBS, p. 113— "Inloria bUc. aod ilurm 

fwsn, flnmi lelidd It, ■tta wrote npon Lt these hira." Thramen. 

I pre«iit«d to ii'liidr. HIbi Lewan sfterwardi Wlielpdiile, it Hame dI Bxinis, who tlveit at 

■rrted Mr. J«niei thonuop, of Dnnilrlas. _ IJraiiilEbnni. iiearIoSIoflat._ __ 



iBlM.pll7.-"™iiuld"lfeorWiiochi 



urn* HI. p. IW.— " Epitaph on Uw lanu." At Wiachone. 
ilstlDtet)rtnnbla,oa MJu Lnron complain- I*otfl BET, r 

^ of indlipoaltlon, ho Bald, to provldo for the Ona Kenoedj 

ant he wauM wtlw her epiupli. He accord- an itlncbi.nil 

,^ "^Twf wffi1»"'B' "m^Bton' l?'"lw Bonuimiti 



•aSim. 



-"OnaYounj lady," Cluir- 



BlOSSiK.T. 



4 and et )i*ve slmrB tki llttanl •OBcA- Th&agBiid<( tki Kl.— , . 

ilTioalbdn. The Freuotiu, lUBUd wtil(Ji<iIltB«(Bun4a tkiBiMttll9liJui>iiaakk*BM 
ir ui tl- d In geuBlno Deotllih wordtjiOMpt when (onolMi aiMhong, or ulnai^Si 



BilriLiiMId BlMibui, hlksii 

Balnilliiia.«ftunllyol £'■'■■'—"- ■■-'«-— — ■-^" 






Aii«nt, orer. afminst 
AnlUnr, mother 

AnldEunaaTDg, uLd^ tiuiu 

Awii ih^bcard of bailey, ftc 
Ap'ml.'b^oiid 



**t»li, IhB bedj- 






IB°S."''"Z.i... 






k; toshlnetirllti 



gars wbo get sn Dually, si IH 
loverelgn'i blrth-dajji Nm 



1.1 hitn,] ; n ^TtulL JuinQCl;. u 









[Mile™albon ™™rftrn 



\*i\6.\fSH.Vmji 



Brig, o-'MdM' 
BrvmtaiM, brlnstone 
Biiekatr the* breaift; tte biraoin 
Brither, it brother 
lirvdct badger 
Brogue, a hum, a triclc 
BrooM, brotb r arace at ocMmtrr 

weddhifls, who shaUflrafcraach 

th» bridegroom's hooM ou 

retnrnhig from the chansh 
Browster • wivea,' ida-hooae* 

wives 
Bmgh,' a bnivh 

Brnzlzie, a broil; a comlMitten 
Br oat, did bum; burnt 
Brustt to burst; burst 
BachaiirbaUers, tlw boiUn^ of 

the sea among the roolus of 

Bnchan 
Buckskin, an inhaUtaat of Tb> 

gtaila 
Bnght. a pen 
Bughtin-time, tho« time oi coU 

lecting the sheep imthe pens 

to be milked 
Buirdly, stout madd; broad 

made 
Bnmclock, a humming -beetli 

that flies la the sununevcTtiv- 

Ings 
Bummtng, hnnmitng as bees 
Bummle, to blunder 
Bunker, a window^seat 
Burdies, dimlnatlTe of birds 
Bnre, did bear 
Bum, water; a rivulet 
Bnmewin, i.e., bum the wind ; 

a blacksmith 
Bnrnle, dlminuttre of bum 
Bnskie, bnshey 
Bnskit, dressed 
Busks, dresses 
Bussle, a bustle ; to bnsde 
Buss, shelter 
But, bot, with-; without 
But an* ben, the conntrj- kifr- 

Che* and parlour - 
By himsel, loaatic,. dtetraottd 
Byke, a bce<Mve 
Byre, a cow-stable ; a sheep- 
pen 

C. 

Ca\ to-eail ; to name; todrlre^ 
CaJu or Ca'df cidled,. dxftven; 

o«tMI 
Cadger, a carrier 
Oadtb, or Oaddia,. a peBon-; .a 

youim.fellow 
Caff; chaff 
Caird, a tinker 
Cairn; a loose heapof Manet. 
Calf- ward, a small endoMore for 

calves 
Callan, n b«j 
Caller^ fresh.'; socomI; icfrtabv 

ing 
Canie, or Cannie, gentlec mUi); 

dazterona 
Cunnilie, deattenmaky^ 
Cnntie, or ■ Cantyi chaBCfnl:; 

merry 
(Cantrip, a cbarm:; a- spall. 
Caao-atauBf ooper-stoiie'; kep- 

stona 
<'arccrln, cheerfnllr 
Curl, au old man 
Carlln, a stent olftwomaB 
Cartes, cards 
C^audron, n catildhra. 
Cauk audkaetfChatttiandrcd; 

iiJa>' 



GLOSSAXn 

Cauld, cold 

Canp, a wooden drinkiaff-veasal 

Cesses, taxes 

Chanter, a part of abagpip» 

Chap, a. person ; a fellow ; a 
blow 

Chaup, a stroke; a blow 

Cheekit, chcekeA 

Cheep, a chirp ; to ohirp 

Chlcl, or Clieel, a young fdlow 

Chimla, or Chlinlle,.a.flre-grutat 
a flre-Dlace 

Chimla-lng, the fireside 

Chitterlng, shivering; trem- 
bling 

Chockin, choking 

Chow, to chew 

Chufhe, fat'facad 

Clachan, a small viUagB about 
a church ; a hamlet 

Claise, or Claes, clothes 

Claith, cloth 

Claivers, nonsense; not speak- 
ing sense 

Clap, clapper of tLxoiU 

Clarkit, wrote 

GUish, ao idla tal», thb story of 
the day 

Clatter, to ten idlo< stories ; an 
idle story 

Claught, snatched at ; laid hold 
of 

Clant, to clean ; to scrape 

Clavers, idle stories 

Claw, to scratch 

Clced, to clothe 

Cieede, clothes 

Cleckit, having cangfat 

Clinkin, Jerking ; clinking 

ClinkurabelU he vi'ho rings the 
church-bell 

Clips, shears 

Cli8hmacla¥er, Mle. oonversa»> 
tion 

Clock, to hatch; abeetla 

Clockin. hatching 

Cloot, the' hoof of a cow, stMep^ 
&c 

Clootie, an old namo for the 
devil 

ClooTf a bump or swelling alter 
a blow 

Clods, clouds 

Coaxin^ wheedling 

Coble, a fishing-boat 

Cockernonv. a lock of hair tied 
upon agtrrs head; a ciq> 

Coft, bought 

Cogi. a wooden dlth. 

Comie^ dUninntive of cos 

Coila, from Kyle, a di»nct of 
Ayshire ; so called, . saith tra- 
dition, from Coll, or Coilua, 
a Pictish monarch 

CoUiet a general and sometimes 
a.paBticnlar name for oountry 
cars 

CollieshangiB* qfuurelllog; an 
nproar 

Oooimaunt oomixumd' 

Ctwd^fhecnd 

Coof, a blockhead; a ntaimr 

Cookiti. appeared aud disap- 
peared by fits 

Coost, did cast' 

Coot, the aakle or foot 

Cootie, a woodeD-kitohemdlsh : 
—also, those fowls whose legs 
are clad withfeattiera ara^sald 
to 'be cootie 

Corbies, a spedes of the>crow 

Com. corps; patty a c\aa 

Cornet, fed-wKk-oate 
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Cotter, the inhabUa&t of a cot* 

house, or cottager 
Couthic, lUod; loving 
Cove, a cave 
Cowe. to terrHjy; to keep under; 

to lop. fright; a branch of 

furze, brom, <kc 
Cowp, to barter; to tumble 

over ; a gang 
Cowpit, tumbled 
Cowrin, cowering 
Cowt, a colt 
Coaie, snug, 

Crabbit, crabbed : fretful 
Crack, conversation; to con- 
verse 
Crackln, conversing 
Craft, or Croft, a field near a 

house (In old husbandry) 
Craiks, cries or calls inces- 
santly ; a bird 
Grambo-clinkjor Crambo-jingle, 

rhymes; doggrcl verses 
Crank, the noise of an un- 

gi eased wiheel 
Crankous, fretful ; captions 
Cranreuctw the hoar frost 
Crap, a crop ; to crop 
Craw, a crow of a cock; a rook 
Creel, a jMsket; to have one's 

wits in a creel, to be crazed) 

to be fascinated 
Creepie-stool, the same ascutty - 

stool 
Cresshie, greasy 
Crood, or Croud, to coo as a 

dovo 
Croon, a hollow and continued 

moan ; t% make- a noise like 

the continued rear of abulia 

to hum a tune 
Crouchie^ crook4)acked 
Crouse, cheerfully; couragc- 

ouslv- 
Crowdie,.ac(NDpo6ition of oat* 

meal and boiled water, some- 
time- from- the broth of beef, 

mutton, Ae 
Crowdie-thne,. breakfast time. 
Orowllu, crawling 
Crummoek, a oow with crooked 

horns 
Crump, hard and brittle ; spfricen 

of bread 
Crnnt, a Mow on the headwitli 

acndfprt 
Cuif, a blockkead, anhmy 
Cummeck, a abort staff with.a 

crool6edihead>. 
Cnrchie, a courtesy 
Curler, a player at a game on 

the ioe, practised in tilcotlandi 

called eurllns. v 

Curlie, curled; whose hairiallt 

natnrallj Jn.ringleta 
Curling, a watt-ikaown game-on 

the ioe 
Curmnrrlng, murmuring 
Cnrpin, the crupper 
Cushat, the: dove, or -vpoed** 

pigeon. 
Cutty, short % at spoon.- brohem 

in the middle- 
Cutty-aloei, the- stool of r»- 

pentanett* 

d: 

Daddie, a father. - 

Daffin, merriment; foollahneM 

Daft, raeziTs. giddy; foplislb 



\' 



UBlnt}, plttuat ; ■»! - 1 

Wo, nliilio: v(a«r> 
>U'liiln<, dirkUoE 



IHght. to wipe ; lu cleui corn 

Hrl. m ilIgM tNODknit stroke 

kimd, itaplBadi hebtisnd 
"~]t,itBplnei]; cnKHl 
^^nitb, uilnckr 
ixm, mnwilo Ungdool; to 

I>i>iiruiddln,ianeBand uMdv 
l>oanj>t«iti dnnbli; •nlleni 

Dowk dIiUbu, mnttni llnw 
I>owla,woiiiwJlli rdtl,liatat. 

Dor1t,RnpM 

Doisnt, •iDpUted -, ImpoUnl 

prSgt, to hU br fnlllBC, to 






Dnmnlnc. dmilng i <i[ ■ ilov 

Imh to ooia ; to drop 
trelgh. todhnm ; lonjr obont It 
IrlliEte, drlulliiKt liiivBr 
Irift, ■ droTC 
inddiiin. tha bnecb 
krone, part ofHbiAj^po 
UKwp-minpl't, ihai droop) M 

hwnilntdrawllnB 



>anirvorM*d; |iii>iji d 
tunleil, btMtea j Boxea 



Be rle,fiiibiBil; dreading Bplriu 
Ellritcli, iKaiUy; MghtrnI 



PinidlnK.Ioliung 

Furt. lilBhlEd 

FFclillp,°nKlit]ni[ 
i;ock,miinyiplunlr ^ 

FSl:U^wESk&' *^ 

ore, elout. .Igorou.. 

InunftllDtely niider Ilie gun: 
Jl.K of Sr"i!f . iim"' "" '"" 
FmS.to^UvemiiKorwtily ^ ^ 

KlerMt?! imoolh 






Fief, lo •care, to Irlghtan 



ti(D|l[iI-tree, ■ plaea of 



llDfliii-tree, ■ pU 



Flicterlng. flaltetit^: vlbr^l 
Fodgel* Hoat and plump 



FoririE, (0 (orgi.e 
^orteiket. laded w: 
i'otber, (odIlEr 



FHTm, « fonn ; betich 
tjiB. mfilng careai lo sidOa, 
[file, to "lUto dlr^' 
rjl't, (oUad, dlrilod 



,^?;rjiT«,oid. 

LJadimu, a ptooghbt 
Una, to roi pud, w 
l4aln, (riaogQlftr pleon oE 






fiSSfi 



lt«7ll 



"-- Mt,<r 



nodaolaarkl 



Oj^ to (tve; fled, RBTa ; (ien, 

tilflau, pUf fBl (Idi 
<>nlLe ffimlnullTfl ot fill 
OUpej, m taolf-frowD, bolf-IO' 
fomwd b^oTfl^BmniiUif 

Olmmer, an «w< ttnm OM to 

Obi, If; M*b>t 

«l|»r, m foniif ilrl 

Ulm, to frln i lo CwM UK lu- 

OlnUnc (iS^nf ' 



.Oldi^gUttsrinf; nDootbUke 

G e^ ihai-p; rudy 
4}e^fliar|i; read; 

O #T, ■ jqulDt ; to iqqlDt ; « 

nsj: oA It B ilde : vrODf 
onb-fibtKt, aiDDcKIl (Dd KM:' 

O Intsd, iKeped 

OUntin, peeplsf 
Olounln. the iwlUfhl 

Ohnm'd. looked i itend 
OlODIIi, ■ mtwn ; ■ itsr look 

Mnnfa. Iniialrlng gua( eUr- 



WS™ 



Ooi^» 



Ofalfsaiiniindiqnnunent to 
OnKb, McnHreiMiiti ; (nrnl 
nrannle, fniiilautlieT 
Onlplt. groped 

free; to Sedecldedl; victor 

Oreelin, (Tying: weoplni 
Uilppel. citchEd : •elzaS 

groBt i to pUy ■ loalag f»Die 
1 Itoiel, m fooMbewy 
4irDiiiph|» fTBiit ; to frnnC 



OLOSSART. 

OnuUe, tbg plili ; • inntliif 
Onuule, monifa 

Ond^theS—™ 
tiell,fDad 



■ Ibhirtnc 



InlBini.ngerly baK, perlly 
lIuBgii^ a kliid o( paddlnf 



llE'. plaid. *c. 1 .t< 
Inpptr,' a hopner 
lappfHB, honplng . 



Haofiit, low lylDf Hen Uai 
HaiiR, todnit'. topeel 
HaamiL peelftic 

BaTln. (DOd tuiuien; 

"Sni'h*' 'hi^tlcE"**''' 

Heabome, linUtif nl ; wl 



S™°ven" VtflMrtd'i the lliiS 



Hirple. 10 walk laallj ; to cri 
HaflElD, dry; chappnl ; bam 



one. slowly ; lelmiTly 
Srdl'hMrtea"' "^ 



Kiln. CDnEhlUg 

ittiDF. dlinlnnllTe of Hugb 



Icker, Dncarofcorn 



n4 

fngine, ^nlus; ingenuity 
Inglo, tiro; flre-ulaoft 
IM, 1 shall orTVill 
Ither other : one another 



Jad, jade ; also a familial* term: 

amoiifT country folkk for a> 

giddy yonng girl 
Jauk, todally;tdttifle 
Jaukin, trifling; dftUylng 
Janp, a Jerk of water; t6 jerk 

as agitated Water 
Jaw, coarse raillery; to poor 

out: to shilt; to jere as 

water 
Jerkinetf a Jerkin; of short 

gown 
JiUct, ajilt; a giddy girl 
Jimp, to jump; slondor in tile 

waist; htindsome 
Jlmps. easy stays 
Jink, to dodK'c-: to- ttirn a cet- 

ner; a sndden tiirning; a 

corner 
Jlnker, that ttmiH qufcldy; a- 

Jirk, a Jerk 

Jocteleg, a kind of knife 

Jonk, to sfooit; to htm the 
head 

/ow, to jow: a verb wirtch' in- 
cludes both the swinging 
motion and peallng^ sound of 
a large bell 

Jundie, to Jostle- 



Kac, a daw 

Kail, colewort ; a kindf of broth 
Kail-mnt« the stemof colfewort 
Eoiln, fowls &e., paid as rent 

by a farmer 
Kebbuck, a cheese 
Reekie, to giggle; to titter 
Keek, a peep ; to peep 
Kelpies, a sort of mischievonB 

spirits, said to hannt fords 

and ferries at night, esp^eiaiiy 

Instorme 
Ken, to knowT DsnA of kehft'd, 

knew 
Kennin, a small matter 
Kenspeckle, ^K'ell known; easily 

known 
Ket, matted, hh&y ; a fleece of 

wool 
Kllt^ to trtiss up the clothes 
Klmmer, ayomif girl, a g08«lp 
Kin, kindred; kin', kind, adf. 
Klng's-'hood, a certain part of 

the entrails of an ox, se. 
Klntra, country 
Kintra Cooser; coniltry BtKK 

lion 
KU-n, the harviBSt 8fij»|)er'; a 

churn 
Klrsen, to christen; or baptfaee 
Kist, a chest ; a shop counter 
Kitchen, anything that eats 

with bread; to »er^e-forsoti)>, 

gravy, Ac 
Kfth, kindred 
Kittle, a tickle ; titkllsh; Uveiy, 

apt 
Kittlin, a young cat 
Kiuttle, to cuddle 
Kiuttlin, cnddnng 
Knaggle, like ktitgs, or points 
ofrocn 
JS^Bp, ft^»trflt6 smartly, a^smait 
blow 



BUKNS' POETICAL W0KK8. 

Knappln-hamnaer, a hanflMr 

fur breaking stones 
Knowe, a snmll roiuld hillock- 
Knan. a dwarf 
Kye, cows 

Kyle, a dlsOflonn AyMhlre 
Kyte, the belly 
Kytho, to discover; t<t show* 

ono's-self 



Laddie, dlffilnutive'of lad 

Laffgen, the angle between the 
side and bottom of a wooden- 
dtoh 

Latghi IdW* 

Lairing, wndingL and sktklug 
in snow, mud, kit. 

Laith, loath 

Lalthfu', bashfol ; sheepish 

Lallans, the Scottish dialect of 
the English language 

Lamblei dimlhntlve of Iamb 

Lampit, a kind of sbbilt-flBtl, a 
ilmpit 

Lan*, land ; estate 

Lane, lone; my lane;, ttlylaiie, 
<fcc. : mySetf akme, &tk 

Lanely, lon^y 

Lang, long; to thinit lilttf) to 
long, to weary 

Lep, did leap 

Lave, the rest, the reiMUder, 
the others 

Laverockcthe larti 

Lawin, shot: reckonfiMfbin 

Lawlan, lowiand 

Lea*e, to leave 

Leal, loyal, true, faRhfnl 

Lea-rig, grasey rfdge 

Lear (prononiloed lurc)i lead- 
ing 

Lee-lang, llve-long 

Lecsome, pleasant 

Leeze-me, a phrase of congra- 
tulatory endearment: I am 
happy in thoej or prMM of 
thee 

Leister, a thrde<-pRm'd dattlor 
striking flsh 

Lengh, did laugh 

Leuk, a look ; to look 

Llbbet, gehleA 

Lift, the sky 

Lightly, sneerihgly; to sheer At 

Lilt, a ballad ; a tune ; to slug 

Limmer, a kept mistress; a 
strumpet 

Limp't, limped : hobbled- 

Link, to trip along 

Linkin, tripping 

Lhin, a waterfall ; a preelpiee 

Lint, flax ; Lint r the beiT; flax 
in- flower 

Lin twhitd; a linnet 

Loan, or Loaning, thd place of 
milking 

Loot, the palm of the taabd 

Loot!, did let 

Looves, plnraf of Loefl 

Loun, a fellow; a raglMmfllnf; 
a woman of casrf vlrtttO 

Lonpi Jump; leap- 
Lowe, a flame 

Lowtn, flaming 

Lowrle, abbretlfttlon of Law- 
rence 

Lowse, to looser 

Low8*d, loosed 

Lug, the car ; a hsAdlh 

Lngget, hav\iv% a'Ywitv<^«- 

Lngglc, a ftmatt. -trocAAtt 
With a )ULUd\^ 






Ln«iithe>ehiinnr 

Lunch, a large pieoe of eMiK, 

flesh, JM. 
Lunt, a coltltttt' of- 8UDft»i to 

smoke - 
Lnntin, smokitiB' 
Lyart; of « iiilJE«d'«Bldiir, gn^ 

U, 

Mae, more 

Mair, more 

Malst, most* AlliMMt 

MAletiy, nMst^ 

Mak« to malM 

Makln, makidg-- 

Mailen, a farm 

Mauie, Molly 

Mang, among 

Manset t»M par««iiuMMM; 

where the minister uves 
Manteele, a^numtfe 
Mark, marks (This and sevttil 

other notm*,' whieii inEtaf- 

lish re^nins aMIs, to fonnne 

plural, aM la ScoMk, UM ttR 

words sheeix, d«er> the usmh. 

both numbers) 
Marled, Yarlegated, spotMl 
Male's 7ea]^ the y^tf ITK 
Mashiam, mesiin, mlaed (xA 
JfflMkj-tomiisli^ as ib«k,-Ml 
Maskin-pat, a tea-pM 
Maud, maad, a pMd imif Iqr 

shepherds, &%k 
Maukin, a har4r 
Mann, most 
Mavis, thAihrcift' 
Maw, to mow 
Mawltti mowtnir 
]Vfeere, a mare 
Meikle, MleMkiB, ^aiMh 
MefcitMshoMoRSf BttMkrnAd 
Melder, com or _grMn ef ta 

kind, sent ttf tf e mllli t* be 

ground. 
Men; te meddle. Also a nalst 

for pounding baMey'tt a 

trough 
Melvle, tasoll'tHth latfal 
Men*, to mend' 
Mense. good manners, 
Menseless, ill-brad: rdM; !■- 

pndeat 
Messin, a small doe 
Midden, a dnnghOr 
Midden-hole, a gutfor §» ti» 

bottom of a danj^iu 
MASS prim*^ affMte<Kf meek 
Min', mind ; resenHWBioe 
Mind't, mind If: iiMetf««v ^ 

tendnir 
Minnie, mothCfr* datil 
Hhrk, MfrlMM!!, datk, dasken 
Mlsca\ to ab«(s« ; t* call naiMs 
Mlsca'd. obtased' 
Mislear'd, mlscIlleTOttl^ alUMiF 

nerly 
Mistenfc; MiHtoek 
Mither* a ufotier 
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mixed 
Molstlfy, to molstcm 
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HlwrBj'lo oKer ; to EbKalea 



«^i< 



Pt^^!^;' 
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■trlEei It Uu next Uat ain 



"'wSshiSiirv ' 



atraniht. itralgtat 

kind ; Co waikMuilllv ; M 
■nllenneig 
tUoB, cam or pnlBe el anj UDi 



'■Ir^ sward 






Tedmng, ipreadfn; aft 
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HmOtb lo lb* lluinib' Tel'nn Chltl! 



HcHd TS a' Oh trM o' Frimce 
Hn da£lM fdrMid. bar aunDle torfaid 
Her)laini^lDC)u.tlu nieiriirlng 
Han (rmiiill Ihs ln(le blMiIni . 
H«n mm, tlitn Bin, wiinilediii WU 
Htn BrawtriMbrwri am talaa 
n»n oonluiwuring Baruin lies 
Hnv'iHoljNniUe'i Hir-woni cl(7 
Htn b tha rien. wid tiera ihs bwec 
Karalt* WUGglilchie-i bones 
Hen Uei > miKk Msrqnlg wtKiu llUe 
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im'd I li^ wben Oonn ' 



f yod nUH along Uka jonr idU 

■U;oarlatl«.wln»Run'UUa '. 
hohl Itt 8lr, mriwundfln dnt^ 
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mmMrlwUbTfltll or flood' .' 

te Hum tinei aoubt; o'er rmr deb 
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MtBchllaii I'btn direlli ix prapci 

vUllct tl thou wvaUii ali. , 



ironld Fnidenoe, wicb deconmi 
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Kowhcaliti torukii Uul unl tnrm 
Unw In her gnta mutlv blTUw flHlD 

HinrKeniud7, U'l«i>t'orlu>n*' 
Xow nUan dcedi the flomry les 
Now Katnra bufi ber manUe gnta 
Now BoMn Uu In hi! lul liUr 
Kow ran Mot coidm In wl' flowan 
How ilmmer tUDlu on Howard kues 
Now iiirtnji bu ctad ItH gnmi In «re 
Kow w<mSd wind) uid iiinglit'nnE i 
Oimmir VUeilicduEnK . 
O a j« ptooi (odly Oocki 
OboniB wuTonnv biwr 
6 am n Inn ibsOsbi ui ihnn 
O, GoilH 1 tlo thea Indla'i weiltU 
OIMMlLluihttboulintiiwred lilalU< 
O DMIhl IbH lynnl leU vhI bloodr 
O'er Iba BriiMbrondcd dUti of iho 
nnantalB itniTlng .... 



OOoodla! lorroro'UioWwgH . 
od ! Imd e«h Scot uf indent llnnis 



l^dy UJu^ Ann 

O LasBjQ, an thon bI« 



«n't^mX«f)i™ si 



O «MlIy-i meek. HBllr'B >w«l 
O meUle aintsfflT Inie a' my be 



toe ds^na Deiilti, the enn 



O l-hUJ7, happr be Ihit der ' 
O [Mwnlth cauid. *nd miUmb Iovo 
OhproBS'd wLlh grief, opproa'd wttli 
OntdntffaTtuju'a wltbocluff buBt 
Oiaftlln', nwrin'WUUe 
O rooffb, nida. raftdj-wllt — 
OrtbodDKi OrthodaiLf irhA t 

Hw j« benia Laaley 



a. rssdj-vilted RanMiii 



Ouwyamydeu-.nvrhlllr - . 
O uw ytt my deuia, nay Eprde U'NfiltV 
OaUT. awaet WATbllnff woodlnTk. Htiiy. 



nffPhlllr 
>dbar«*~ 
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I OraM Belof I what ThDn ait 
I, Iba dni, tbe grtataat friend 
1 nDknDwn, Amuftity CsDta 
1, wba In tbe UuTCna dMt dwall 

! wh*unertut<ulltbe« . 

OTbon, wboktBdbdoitpiorlde . 
O ihon wbom F«frr abbiin . 
O TIbbla. I bu Han tba day . 

ar tba Fonb 1 Joob to tbe nai 
Lt ye whi'B In yon town 
ya wb*t my mlnnle did . 












^nffb" '*'* ' ."T f ' ' 



Sloplblef :" dtme'S^'nMirted to liei 
■fweet la'ilbeeTeonCralgle-boni . 

Lweat closefl the erenlDf on Cralfla-bani- 

The biftck'headad eagle - 
Art ^KiTdatt \fc(i t^tV ft" « \ ^fc* 



Tj"^ IJu'il i»ni flrlilUiiiilJiKi'inaloIni . 



■i tBtnaa la lurdgn 



Tlip luL.i|| 111 iluv. wlih i(l-brM«(lui! glaru 

Tba pltm^hniu ht^a 4 IxmUi iatk. 1 
Tfcpro-»«j™itlilB tMsdtj, itBcro n gre 



Then'] nucihini Ilka ihB bgbut mpiv ! 
TJcro/ irnva Ittuei. npw» 



[fUt oJd nnlG 1 






Wne wgrlii thy power. Ihou E:nrAtd JnX 



lut nllJ [ do sin nif Monle ilie 
iii.'n Dit^iiK Boreiu. ifll Boa lian 
iimi ciinpiusB bllHM ImTB Ihu e 



When rcMy Utf iwnna lawioi a/nrrn. 






i^;^n. , 



^v™« 



licnDln >li&i nous, ^mtltn braw 
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liien^B duili Id the cup— 
TlKie'i naeihlu Hit the : 



heiuHiiiiw! 
Ian, and a. boul«, boa 



Ttii^n n-M onca a aaj. bat oUTEna'l 



Till- lijimic lliinl, riPHgft allbUfBKlojIOBSh a 
T|j.> nmliliTir "iiririu comiuv in relirtrtar *■ 

Tho wBirj jmid.'lha'iwiirj-pnnd! 



I .ligiii. , 



Thilii' 



linfalr . 



THdu DuRHllnriiui* nlfriMuiElilBMad 

TUnuorrm lnaap(^ihlpiiT mind ■ 

Th'iii> wfitcorw^ vaiLH I mlMbnater fa' mt 



^"H iLu nrr bunle Iilae u« wai luy niUi 
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Wbcn blUiiK BsroainSl and iloun^ 



S'BEJ™ 



wtii>t«. bramiir ""Jiy wtuter'j ston 
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i^V an&\in*v uA^ci 
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